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GALA CHRISTMAS ISSUE! BEGINNING A NEW SPY NOVEL BY LEN "IPCRESS FILE" DEIGHTON 
FACT AND FICTION BY JAMES BALDWIN, BUDD SCHULBERG, KINGSLEY AMIS, MACKINLAY 
KANTOR, HARRY GOLDEN, ARTHUR C. CLARKE, SAMMY DAVIS JR., PEARL BUCK, KENNETH 
TYNAN, JOHN GUNTHER, BROOKS ATKINSON, ROBERT RUARK, MALCOLM MUGGERIDGE * PLUS 
"THE GIRLS OF TAHIT| LAYBOY ON THE TOWN IN LONDON" AND THE CELEBRITY- 
STUDDED, SWITCHED-ON SCENE AT THE LONDON PLAYBOY CLUB * OUR BIGGEST ISSUE YET! 
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PLAYBILL ^"^" res мах. woman and beast.” according 

spere, a generalization contradicted by the spirited Christmas 
spirit on this month's cover and by the 354 brim full pages of untamed entertainment 
fictional. 


лашат and pictorial—in this, our biggest issue ever. With a freshet of 
pieces by Britain 


brightest voices smashing takeout on Playboy on the Town 
in London, including the most exciting. most talked-about hub of London's swi 
ing nightlife scene, The Playboy Club, this December pLayaoy rellects our feeling 
that t in its lighter traditions, Christmas is im English feast. So even if only 


to argue with him, we're glad to have the Bard aboard, and we're sure he'd applaud 
the transatlantically assembled pleasures within 
First among these is Part I of a rravnoy. serialization of yet another highspy 


venture novel in the eravuoy tradition (established with Tan Fleming) in preview- 
ing the best of the ge 1s opening sente 
Place lo Dic displays the masterful crafting of suspense 
that lifted The (pores File, Funeral in Berlin and The Billion Dollar Brain fa 
their ilk in quality and readership. Deighton, seen here last in Мау" 
of the spy novel phenomenon (Why Does My Art Go Boom?), divides 
an unpretentious flat in London's Southwark and a hideaway vill: 
his energies berween the researching and writing of fict 
tours de Torce. The Iperess File was written ("for a laugh") in 1960, wh 
was 31 and enjoying a rare period of calm in a peripatetic voung manhood that had 
included study at the Royal College of Art and travel as а ВОАС steward. The 
completed manuscript gathered dust for months, until Deighton ran imo a literary 
went at a cocktail party; at last count, Fperess had sold close to 3.000.000 copies. 
The fruits of the spymaster’s subcareer as a wizard chel were evident with the A 
can publication in September of the Cookstrip Cook Book (“Best-selling author 
turns from guns to gastronomy.” reads the cover blurb), a collection of Deighton- 
created and. Deighton-illustrated recipes that have been running in the Sunda 
er since 1962. The story riaysoy begins this month tikes its title from an 
ion by Oscar. Wilde (“Dying in Paris is а terribly expensive business for a 
foreigner”), and its coment is hinted at in two other quotations. appearing as epi 
graphs to the novel in Pumam’s book version to be published next spi Do 
not disturb the President of the Republic except in case of world war" is from 
the instructions for nightduty officers at the Elysée palace, and “You should never 
beat а woman, not even with a flower” is from the prophet Mohammed. The talent 
ill Deighton’ 

For a British example of the theory rather than the practice of popular fiction, 
this issue also includes Kingsley Amis’ My Favorite Sleuths, a nostalgic review of 
yesterday's trench-coated heroes that Amis plans to include collection of essays 
on popular fiction, “including pieces—unwrinen as yet—on the carly spy Ч 
Deighton and Le Carré. and recem science fiction.” 1n final homage to the detective 
heroes of his youth. Amis told pLayuoy he's "determined to write (опе of these days) 
а dewetive story in the classical tradition, with all clucs conscientiously рш before 
the reader and no misdirection. It would be a period piece set in the Thirties, of 
course, the great age of the detective story.” His most recent full-length work, The 
Ат Реа League. is a philosophical best seller with spy favori 

Amis is one of several writers of extraordinary 
widely differing styles— making riavYnoY a h. In this category is 
Miss Pearl Buck. the Nobel Prize-winning author of The Good Earth and 52 other 
books and this month's Women As Angels. “When 1 first cime to my own country, 
after spending the first 40 years of my life in the Orient, 1 found women in confusion,” 
Miss Buck told us. “Trained and anxious to pari pie [р in life, American women 
notions that picture them as angels. I wrote the piece to 
nd my affection for real men a angelic 
а much less benign way is So Pretty and So Green, s tale by 
Mackinlay Kantor. who won a Pulitzer in 1956 for his Civil War novel, Andersonville. 

Harry Golden interrupted his main current activity—"celebrating the 25th anni 
versary of my personal journal, The Carolina (засел that this month's 
God Bless the Gentile had its genesis in an early.1940s speech: “I told the natives 
thar if Jesus put North Carolina on his itinerary for the Second Coming, l'd be his 
natural choice as a contact Aside from being a cousin, 1 could certainly inte 
рге! for him, and could alo act as а social historian, explaining the dillerence b. 
tween Presbyterians, Baptists, Catholic and Methodists.” Ess, Ess, Mein Kindi ( 
Eat, My Child}, an evocuion of Jewish-immigi 
ca, was published in October: Golden's next project is what he calls “the big one 
in which he hopes to include everything he has seen and heard during 25 
nost gentile ci n in America, the South 
illuminating Golden's article was done by Misch К 
wmaker whose talent has been rewarded with num 
ng two Guggenheims) and by à Ford Foundation intern 
ıı 1960. Misch was most recently in the news as the oi 
to this year’s UNICEF CI istmas-card collection, which was 
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as “part of a broader Communist plan to destroy all religious beliefs; a salo 
boosting blast that promises a record profit for the agency's fund for needy 
children around the world. 

Abo on hand are three pieces marking the rravnoy debuts of prestigious 
journalist authors: The IBM and 1, by Brooks Atkinson, who is retired [rom his 
regular duties at The New York Times, where he reigned for decades as dean of 
American drama critics: The Seven Coffins, by John Gunther, the famous author of 
ad [s My Culture Showing? by Malcolm Muggerid 
i editor of Punch and now a frceranging critic of the shoddy as it 
s itself in everything [rom Kennedyana to popular television. 
Among regular contributors herein is Kenneth Tynan. a cri 
showing si he wrote his first review, at 16, of 
Hamlet. PLAY OV Tynan. whose talents are usually absorbed by 
Liter irain's National Theatre, for his pleasure 
be Owr Men at the Film Festival—with predictably delighttul and insightful results. 
ybody says it's ribald, meaty, gutsy, eic. ld Kersh says of 
his recently published novel, The Angel and the Cuckoo. “but nobody | know 1 
read it... it offends unromantic people.” Kashi gives по sign, at 52, of fags 
either from the prolific pace he has set in writing fiction—he his authored more than 
a score of nd hundreds of short stories sime his Fleet Street days in the 
‘Thirties—or from his running study of American publishing: "At present, book pub 
lishers in the U.S. ith nothing les than a long. disinfeced barge po 
They think tut nobody reads short stories here proposition rayuey disputes 
ay vigorously as does Kesh: we prove it with the publication this month of his The 
Truth About Orhk, as well as a wealth of other short fiction, including three sci 
gems under the collective title Fantastic Trio: Playback, Irom Arthur C. Clarke. an 
astrophysicist as well as a master of the genre and a regular in our pages, is joined by 
Frederik. Polls Lovemaking and Thon Dih Cephalotron—all inspired. by 
the same cryptic sculpture that serves as illustration lor the Trio. In a unique pub 
lishing experiment. PLAYBOY first commissioned the scu punc. rhen sem the writers 
phs of the artwork. from which each was to conjure up a tale. The results 
hemis. Also on this mouths shoriestory list arc € ns hp 
un, The Only Game m Town, and. Accidentally Good, an adventure могу 
n ironic kicker, by the late Robert Ruark. 

The Jame Baldwin and Budd Schulberg Dialog in Black and White vecords 
relaxed. but searching conversation between two American writ 
in their fiction and nonfiction with the vexing sodological issues of our day 
Begun as a friendly argument at а mawal friend's Hollywood home and finally 
taped during an evening in New York, it reached rravnoy with a description by 
Schulberg of Douglass House, a writers’ workshop and residence in te Watts section 
оГ Los Angeles that opened in September as a permanent home lor the classes Schul 
berg's been conducting in the arca since just after the 1965 riots. "We are suing up 
typewriters, a library and even living quarters lor those ol the young writers who 
need them,” Schulberg said of the project. With а teacher's pride, he pointed to the 
fact that much of the group's work has already been. published in magazines: and 
one student recently signed а book conaac. Schulbery abo voted that Baldwin 
has agreed to join the centers advisory board. 

Part NIE of The History of Sex in Cinema, o 
vey, arrived with a note fom L.A. 


onetime 
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continuing sociocinematic sur 
sel Arthur Knight describing a September three 
week stopover in New York, "where, locked in a projection room. 1 saw about 250 
films, some of which will be covered, God w installment ind its 
section on underground film making." This research was a busnuan’s holiday lor 
Knight, who spent the summer in Europe pursuing entries for last September's New 
York Film Festival and is currently in the midst of his regul s duties in the 
cinema depiriment at USC. 

Our overflowing December bag of gifts also includes a mLaynoy interview with 
Sammy Davis Jr. the compleat ner; the | s Beche’y exclusive ac 
for PLAYBov of Americrs halcyon days of splenditerous consumption, The 
Spenders, title of his last book: à report on The Incredible Slamming Белан tious 
Grand Pr ig Moss; and excerpts from The [limale Notebook of 
Gustave Flaubert, the celebrated Fre а. to be published by Doubleday. 

Finally, to bring you the їп all our projects and tor the parties 
and poetry appropriate to a PLAYBOY Christmas, rhymesters, editors and. lensmen 
have outdone themselves. We think youll ind. The Girls of Tahiti and pert Suc 
Bernard, Calilorni ened Miss December, perlect antidotes to the month's 
blustery тоте d The 1240-19 Party a challenging innovation in the art of se 
sonal merrymaking. Poctically, the issue carries on in our own time-honored holi: 

i fresh batch of Playboy's Christmas Cards, and be i 
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LEARY AND LSD 
The September interview with Tim 
ойу Leary is the finest piece rry nov 
has ever published. Leary spoke for me. 
my friends and thousands of others who 
are ving wisdom, enlightenment, 
creativity and јоу through the intelligent 
use of. psychedelics. 
Stephen J. Massaro 
Bellevue, Washington 


Everything that Leary claimed about 
LSD is true—and then some. But it took 
me two years in a drug induced. Disney. 
land to finally realize that reality is the 
greatest kick of all. 


Jane Jones 
New York, New York 


We suspect the Leary interview will 
prove to be one of the most influential 
pieces in the history of magazine publish- 
ing. Leary’s descriptions are brilliant; 
his arguments, convincing. Every broad- 
minded person who read the interview 
must certainly have felt the necessity to 
his own views on psychedelic 
hope t avnoy, having 
against the vestigial sexual ta- 
boos of 19h Century middle-class mo- 
ality, will take up the battle against the 
equally absurd psychedelic taboos of 20th 


Century. middle-cl lity. rLavnoy 
provided ng and illum 
ing approach to the in 

contrast to the superlic ited 


Jes of many other natior 
Steven L. Bar 

David E. Klemm 

. Шой 


Your September interview quoted Tim- 
othy Leary as saying: "We have a larg 
group of bright young unned-on civil 
libertarian lawyers walking around with 
smiles on t ces” in connection with 
the АСЛУ friend-of-the-court parti 
aion challenging the legality of the 
nighttime raid оп  Learys estate 
Millbrook. While 1 have never thought 
of any of our attorneys as "turned. on 
Dr. Leary would have been pleased with 
the smiles on their faces after they т 
his statement. 


New York Civil Liberties Union 
New York, New York 


Can Leary submit a single example of 
nonselfish accomplishment under the 
fluence of LSD? Personally, 1 would 
not be very interested in a world where 
every handshake is like 1000 orgasms. 
Paul B. Reaser, M. D. 
Holgaarden. Mec 
Alhambra, Californ 


Tt seems to us that Dr. Leary is a little 
quick to blame others and disavow all 
esponsibility for the current wave of lc- 
gal hysteria and distorted. often. frankly 
seductive, publicity about LSD. Can he 
so easily deny that he, more than anyone 
cle, is responsible for its widespread 
popularity and casual use? In fact, legiti- 
mate research on this perhaps very valu- 
able mind-akering drug is now being 
discontinued, primarily because of this 
turor. Although there is a great deal of 
confusion and disagreement about. LSD, 
there аве а few things known about it, 
and one of them is that it is dangerous. 
In a recent issue of the Journal of 
the American. Medical Association, we 
reported а series of 70 cases of severe 
side effects associated with LSD inges- 
tion in a seven-month period at one hos- 
pital in the Los Angeles area. Persons 
coming to us had hallucinations, anxiety 
10 the point of panic, depression with 
suicidal tendencies, and were confused. 
For cach of these 70 patients there were 
additional telephone calls from three 
four others with complications from 
LSD, who did not subsequently come to 
the hospital. Other hospitals in this and 
ny other areas are now reporting sim. 
ilar experiences. Since the publication of 
our J. A. M. A. article, we have received 
lcuers from laymen and professionals 
throughout the country, citing further 
instances of severe, dangerous side effects 
from LSD. These are mot persons who 
took the drug only or even primarily in 
al situation. Most of them 
were taking it in relaxed setings with 
friends present. For many in our study it 
was their first LSD experience; others 
had had up to 60 previous "trips 
LSD. Often they took iı w 
Contrary to what Leary 
such patients do not 
to tranquilizer medic 
hospitalized. for m 
such patients 
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their LSD adventures and under no cir- 
cumstances could have been classified as 
even borderline cases of emotional ill 
ness. Two weeks ago we learned about a 
young man who became convinced—dur- 
ing an LSD trip that if he did not kill 
someone he, himself, would have to die. 
He became so combative, breaking down 
‹Кей and 


а door, that his "guide" р: 
an off. We were in telephone contact 
with this man throughout his weck's bad 


experience, and we personally interviewed 
him as well as his female companion and 
his guide 

There have been many more suicides 
than the one Dr. Leary reports, In addi- 
tion, there have been accidental deaths 
of people under LSD who were unable to 
pereeive accurately what was happening 
to them. For example, one youth “bliss 
fully” walked onto a freeway. “merge 
with an oncoming car and died. 

Althongh it is difficult 10 
creativity, certainly our investigations in 
the community, as well as in the hospital 
setting, indicate that the work perform- 
ance of many chronic LSD users has se- 
verely deteriorated. Often they think 


asure 


they are performing well—but many lose 
their jobs. Some retreat to their rooms to 
meditate about the beauty ol giving 


world leaders LSD so ther 
peace and love on earth.” Meanwhile 
they neglect their personal appearance 
nd become so introspective and with 
drawn thar they sometimes literally have 
to be fed and clothed by people around 
them. That's the way they "turn on, tune 
in and drop out,” to use Leary’s phra 

We have also seen people in the com- 
munity who have become psychotic 
through LSD, but who have never con- 


will be only 


suled doctors: thus those who do seek 
iedical intervention and are “contami 
ued by the doctors” represent only а 


with 


those 


small proportion of 
difficulties. We a 
LSD is now being used by junior high 
school students in the Los Angeles area, 
students who are ble and too 
young to understand the dangers of this 
drug. Unfortunately, some of the advo- 
cates of LSD refuse to consider suicides, 
homicides and psychoses as bad effects, 
‘There is no way to predict—not [rom 
psychological from psychiatric 
interviews, from being in the right set- 
ting with friends and a guide, from 
being tension-free nor even from having 
had a number of previous twips—who 
will have a good trip. In addition, 
seems to Giuse chronic bi 
i this has not been pi 
but is strongly suspected. 
PLAYBOY'S interview with Leary 
seemed fo stress unnecessarily the sexu 
aspect of the LSD experience. We have 
seen few people on LSD very interested 
in sex. In fact, in many cases LSD seems 
to replace the drives of aggression and 
sex. In one of our LSD group sessions, 
1 "acidhead" put it typically when he 


iste as good a thing as LSD 
al as sex?" Dr. 
у LSD is а “specific 
v for homosexuality . . . and .. . a 
powerful panacea for impotence and fri 
gidiy as fantastic as his statement 
that there is a "neurological and cellular 
fidelity" that develops between а man 
and а woman who have shared an LSD 


are 


session 
Many LSD users develop а missionary 
ent afer taking the drug. They 
show a need to proselviize others with 
all the zeal that Dr. Leary displays. One 
mother in our study had been trying to 
expand her 18-montvold ghter's 
mind with daily doses of LSD over а pe- 
riod of several weeks. As for Dr. Leary's 
assertion that the younger generation all 
favors LSD, neither of us is over 35 and 

one of us is under 30. 

J. Thomas Ungerleider, M. D., 
Assistant Professor 
Duke D. Fisher. M. D., 


Psychiatric Resident. 
Department of Psychiatry 
UCLA Center for the Health 
Los Angeles, California 
For all bis protestations, Timothy 
Leary is not the prophet of a new Gr 


Awakening. He is the prophet of doom. 
His world seems to have crashed around 
him; his view of the future seems а pul- 
ating ooze Irom some lower level of his 
consciousness, He has lost his faith i 

God, in man, in intellect, in sex, in 
тлувоу. Not being able to turn on to 
these, he has turned on to LSD. His 
wholehearted embracing of LSD is as 
sterile as the middle-class assembly. line 
to which he objeas. His bureaucracy is 
the withdrawn self on an eternal wip. 

ke others in an age whose technical 
achievements threaten to reduce man to 
nothingness, Leary is searching for some 
last sphere of freedom, a haven isolated 
from the ever increasing encroachments 
of organized society. The future may be 
grim and brutal—but it may be fruitful 
and productive, if men will only have 


the courage to lace it, and mot Пес 
behind a. protective shield. 
J. M. Parsons, Jr. 


Ypsilanti, Michigan 


SOFT SELL 

My September On the Scene profile 
has resulted in a barrage of mysteriou: 
sensuous phone calls from all over the 
. 1 simply can't 
- Earlier articles in such maga 
Look, Coronet and Business 
neued me nothing—other th 
few duns from evangelist preachers and 
several job applications from Del Rio, 
PLAYBOY 's pulling power, particu 
among females, goes unchallenged. 
ме being featured in 


country—at all how 


your 


mag; 
ordon McLendon 

The MeLendon Stations 
Los Angeles, California 
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Bottled ond imported from Fronce. L'Aimant, Emeroude, L'Origon, Paris ond Imprevu. 5 great perfumes with the Chrisimos Spirit from 6.50 to 25.00. 


"66 is a great year for Coty perfumes. 


33 Ways to give Coty fragrances in sproy mist, tolc, toilet wafer, both oil ond dusting powder. Gift sets 3.501025 00 
’66 is a great year for Coty gift sets. 


41-4 Toilet Woter ord Tole $2.50. (8-8) Spray Mist ond Diating Ponder $6.25, (9-12) Toilet Woter ard Dusting Powder $5.00, (13) Qucrten е $4.50 % ст. eoch of 'Ament, Eneroude, L'Origon, Fors. 
414-17) Dusting Powder end Flacen Mis! $4 50. (18-21) Pure Spray Teilat Woter end Deluxe Dusting Fowder 37 25, (22-24) Pure Spray Тепа W Spray Porlom $8.50. (26-27) Creomy Зып огыл, Pure Spray 
Toilet Weter ard Deluxe Dusting Powder $9 75. (28-29) Spray Mist. Deluxe Dusting Powder, Bath OH, Creamy Skin Porlun $14.50. (30) Spray Mat Dus ing Powder 39.00 im prens. (21) Tore Sprey Toi at Work, 
Pure Sprey Portum $10.00 in Imprew. (32) Portum, Both Cil, Pure Spray Toiler Woter, Dusting Fowder $2500 (1) Individuel iter gill wrapped. Most sors eveiloble in Алан, Emeroude, L'Or. 


She'll still love YU 
in the morning! 


PLAYBOY 


BY 
PINAUD 


The Spirited Fragrance For Men 


After Shave Lotion 1.50 
Cologne 2.50 


Spray Deodorant, Stick Deodorant, Shave Cream, Hair Spray 


BY PINAUD — MAKERS OF FAMOUS LILAC VEGETAL 
12 FIRST IN MEN'S TOILETRIES SINCE 1 


WATER WORKS 

As the author of the first Federal W 
ter Pollution Bill, passed by Congress а 
decide ago, I have had occasion 10 read 
а number of artides on water pollution 


but few have been as inform 
James Dugan's Nor Any Drop to Drink 
in your September issue. This type of 
clear concern for our mutual 
fight for clean water will make the pub- 
lic more aware of the pollution crisis. 
PLAYBOY is to be 
timely articl 
ten story to yo 
a public service, 

Representative John А. Blatnik 

U.S. House of Represen 

Washington, D. C. 


concise 


commended for this 
to bring such a well-writ- 


т many readers is, indeed, 


atives 


T enjoyed. James Dugan's September 
artide about the water situation in 
America today. His piece points up the 
need for intelligent, popular presenta- 
tions of complicated subjects that are 


crucially important today, but which too 
often are discussed only by small bands 
of technicians. 1 would like to sce 
explore other 
ag world in this sime fashion 
R. €. Gibson 
Modesto, California 


PLAY ROY 
chang 


reas of our 


James Dugan's water-crisis article, Nor 
Iny Drop to Drin. 
pieces of conservation writing Гус ever 
seen, ranking with the works of Aldo 
Leopold and others who love the land, 
What a shame such things aren't taught 
in our schools! If we are to solve our con- 
servation problems—il we are to survive 
at all—we must be told these truths 
Malcolm B. Wells 
Cherry Hill, New 


is one of the finest 


erscy 


Т have read James Dugan's Nor Any 
Drop to Drink with g 
gratulations to riwnov. for. publishing 
this colorlul, comprehensive discussion. 

There are a few inaccuracies, but 
nothing of major consequence. Mr. Du- 
gan should know 
posed Marble Gorge a 


at interest. Con- 


that even if the pro 
«d Bridge Са 
dams are built, the Colorado river will 
continue to run wild through the С 
Canyon National Park—lor a dist 
more than 100 Consequently, 
when he says that rafting down the Cok 
orado will be a thing of the past and 
“the Grand Canyon will 
nowned for water skiing." 
give an accurate. picture. A voyage down 
the Colorado through the Grand Can- 
yon National Park will still be a hazard- 
ous and wild wip that can be made only 
by the hardy 


псе of 


miles. 


become те 


he docs not 


But the whole article is a fine one, and 
1 appreciate iis publication, 
Senator Frank E, Moss 
nited States Senate 


Washington, D.C. 


WHISTLING DIXIE 
Reading The Bunnies of Dixie in 
your August issue made me wonder if 


you Knew that the spiritual grandmother 
of your lovely Playboy Bunnies was ca 
vorting around Paris night spots over 
G0 years ago. Surprised? Here is visual 


оон v. 


proof. And where there were Bunnies, 
needless to. there were Bunny wich 
ers, too, ОГ course, Paris has always heen 
the City of Light, and it would naturally 
have been first vo free itself from Victori 
an attitudes. Please accept my apprecia 
tion for the splendid effort that rravnox 
is making in the worldwide cause of 
sexual. emancipation. 


Michel Рише 
Paris, France 


THE COLD SOCIETY 
L was very impressed by Nat Hentoll's 
The Cold Society in the September 
Even here in Seattle, а con 
tinent away from. the anomie of New 
York. one sees signs of incrcisingr indi 
vidua alienation, Mentoff's. article was 
both pertinent and probing. Please con- 
tinue publishing such excellent. work 
John G. Wilkinson 
University of. Washington 
Seale, Washington 


PLAYBOY 


Hentoll's description of. The Cold. So- 
ciety is acute, and his diagnosis accurate 
Bu E fa 
optimism with which he can conclude: 
"Man can keep trying to create а society 
in which he cm be free . . . ап 
individual but not isolated." 

The evidence warrants a finding of 
despair, not optimism. But des] 
wnpolitical and un-American: Even. as 
radical a critic as Hentoll would under 
standably not wish to cud up there, The 


proper ending to Немо argument 


the goodhearted but wispy 


GENERAL WINE AND SPIRITS COMPANY, N.Y.C., 80 PROOF 


Tonight, 
make the daiquiris with Ronrico. 
When it's a rum this light, 
she'll ask for another. 
It happens every time. 


= 


Аа 


The light, tasteful rum from Puerto Rico 
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(all you need now is a pencil, 


Cucina KH 


fout nn 
[eA 
ОДС ICL! 


Bubbling Bath Crystals 

Start your Christmas gift list now, 
with the heady thrill of Bubbling 
fragrant with the 
of Golden Woods. 
littering decorated can- 
ister with 


a bright 
measuring 
dipper. 3.50 
Spray Mist 
GHAL Stade cHecoht; | Crystalique Decanters 


azzling a 
talique Decanter of 


rfum Cologne 
س‎ 


will delight 
them. The fra- н. УЧ 
Жн: 
ПЕ 


ктапсеѕ? Cool, 
enchanting 
Hypnotique...or 
the rich, poig- 
nant drama of 
Primiti 


Perfume Candle 
Don't set the world 
on fire. Do light a 
flame in her heart 
with this sigh- 
catching Perfume 
Candle. The fra- 
grance is famous 
Hypnotique, and 
the elegant holder 
а decorator's 
delight. 3.95 


Sophisti-Cats 
Purr-retty, please. 
The cat's meow in 
Christmas gifts. 
The paws hold a 
glittering flacon of 
Tiypnotique or 
Primitif perfume. 
155 


Lipstick Shade Tree 
Mistletoe can't hold a candle to this 
ick Shade Tree. Give it to old 


Hypnotique Bath Boutique 
Only a Beast would deny her the 
Beauty of this lavish Bath Boutique, 
filled with the enchanting spell of 
Hypnotique Parfum Cologne, Deluxe 
Bath Powder. (and a lamb of a lamb's 
wool puff!) 6.25 


Cucina Gift Lit 


a moment or two, and some people you love!) 


Coquette Mirror Boutique 
This is the Christmas find of 1966! 
The papier-m i 


UltraLucent Lipstie 


Petite-Pacts Venetian 

ls it a jewel...a dream? No, it's a 
iny Venetian gold-toned compact 
with Translucent 
Creme Pu 
Powder. 5.50 


Petite-Pacts 


Florentine 
All the glitter 
5 Florentine and 
\d-toned, on а 
lucent Creme Puff-filled 
>etite-Pact. Tuck these in stockings 
ind wait for hugs and k 4.50 


Powder Puffery 

Missed anyone on your list? Carry 
them away on a cloud of silky Bath 
Powder fluffed on with a puff of pur- 
ost Lamb's Wool and packaged in 
(his baby-faced box! Perfumed with 
Hypnotique, Primitif, or Golden 
Woods. 3. 


Fragrance Bath Gala 

What do little girls dream of, and 
big girls scheme for? This really 
extravagant Fragrance Bath Gala. 
Decanters of 
Bubble Bath. 
Bath Powder, 
and lush 
Cologne 
perfumed with 
Hypnoti 
or Primitif, 
allina 
glittering 
see-through 
gift wrap. 5.75 


Max Factor for Gentlemen 
Per! fect for big ba id wolves, and dear 
e sp fragrance of 
for Gentlemen. This 
Gentlemen's Twosome of After 
Shave Lotion and Cologne is gift- 
wrapped in quiet splendor. 2.25 


Sportif Packette 

Whisk her off to the fashion ra 
with a smart Houndstooth Spot 
Packette, filled with Translucent 
me Puff Powder and UltraLucent 
pstick. 3.75 


mme ше cmm 
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Lip Lip Hooray! 


For one-two-three-four cheers of 
lip-colors, all darling mirrored 
vith a lip-brush. This 


Signature for Men 

No ifs, ands or buts. Signature is one 
of the great fragrances created for 
the male ure Spray 
Cologne, an apéritif for an evening 
of mischief. 2.75. Signature After 
Lotion, a tingling bracer.2.25 


PLAYBOY 


You'll be loved for 


bestowing Fame Perfume. This 
sophisticated fragrance, born and. 
bottled in France, makes excitin 
things happen. Be sure you're 
around when she opens the 
bottle. From $7.50 to $40.00. 


Appreciated 

beyond vour wildest 

dreams for presenting 

all over fragrance. This — 
sheath of Fame lotion 
silkily scents her Бойу... 
Hee p b. 
fragrance, just $3.50. 


Adored. Indeed, Fame Sachet 

in the chic little key ring will keep her 
dangling all year. Wherever she goes, Fame 
will be there. Refill tablet included, $4.50. 


Ag 


2 


Anything can happen 
when you give her Fame 


Pampered forever more. The 
enticement? A beautifully petite Creme 
Perfume Compact... filled with long- 


perfect gift, for the 
perfect lady. $5.00 each. 


Worshipped. Let Spraygrance de Corday 
find a permanent place on her dressing table. 
After all, Fame occupies a permanent place in her 
heart.. and you gave it to her. 214 02., $375. 


Hugged 
and Kissed 


when she discovers 

»you gave her the 

velvety beauty of 

Fame Bath Powder. 

So luxurious... with 

a pet-of-a-puff that caresses 

her skin with loving care. 4 0z., $3.50. 


Remembered every time she sprays the gentle mist of 
Fame Spray Perfume. The petite silver-toned case fits 
into her purse as smoothly as you'll fit into her life. Only $5.00. 


Fame de Corday 


16 PERFUME IMPORTEO FRON FRANCE. OTHER FAME FRAGRANCES BLENDED IN U.S.A, WITH DOMESTIC AND IMPORTED ESSENCES, / 01966 PARFUMS CORDAY, INC. AVAILABLE IN CANADA. 


Max Factor’s Royal Regiment 
Gift List for Men 


dust fill in the names of the men on your list. 


Christmas List 


Cologne Cannon 


= 3 For that special man on your list ! Royal 
After Shave Lotion for: ] Regiment's antique Cologne Cannon is 
Ка ЕШ cradled їп a replica of a 19th century 
cannon carriage. Solid metal. And the 
x z luxuriously lined ammunition box stores 
Regimental Gift Set for: his tie clips and cuff links. $7.50 


Cologne fo for Men 


Clean. 


Cologne for Men for: 


. Invigorating. Full- 
Regiment fragrance in 
ed bottle bearing an antiqued 
regimental medallion. A 
jasculine gift. $1.50 


Spray Cologne for: 


Cologne Cannon for: 


Cannon Ball Soap for: 


Spray Cologne 
Í A refreshing, exhilirating 
spray... after showers 
ya «nd baths. The antique 

Cannon Bottle is slim. 
and sleek. He can slip it. 
into his overnight bag. 
Complete with a real- 
istic metallic-finish, a 
superb gift idea. $4.00 


After Shave Lotion 


Cool. Bracing. A classic 
blend of woody under- 
tones with a crisp topnote 
and accents of subtle. 
leather and spice. A 
splash of confidence. 
after every shave... 


Cannon Ball Soap 


A novel gift idea ! This man-sized can- 
non ball splits into six individual 


Regimental ees 


fresh shower soap. The reusable 
Gift Set ammunition box is solid wood with a 
rugged burned-in decor. $5.50 
The Deluxe Combination, a 


three-fisted gift in a hands 
leather-like case with rej 


mental colors and distinctive New Royal Regiment 


regimental medallion. After 


Shave Lotion, Del Show 
Seam бшш tor nen 3050 | DY Max Factor 
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©з PRODUCTS OMSION OF THE NATIONAL BREWING CD. BALTIMORE. M? 


I just had 

a completely 
unique experience 
+. my first Colt 45 
Malt Liquor. 


ip themselves out 
trophe—in the 
t that will 
Dots. An ac- 


n a theory of 
of catastrophic e 
s down to their 


United States, for example, might well 
radically alter American ideas about the 
soundness of present policies. Can Не 
toll believe that anything less apocalyp- 
tic will significantly change the drift of 
the cold society? 
м. н. 
Si Barbara, California 
Whiter Ferry, well-known maverick 
frecthinker, is a former publicist, labor 
advisor and military stralegi who once 
taught classis at Choate School- 
John Е. Kennedy was one of his stu- 
dents. He is currently vice-president of 
the Fund [or the Republic and staf] ad- 
ministrator in economics at the Center 
for the Study of Democratic Institutions. 


where 


Henoll's. brilliant article transcends 
the cliché of “required reading”: it must 
egorized as required. understand- 
. Succincily, all the bits and pieces of 
ам Tew years, too disparate їп them- 


be 


selves to form any trend or pattern, are 
reorganized with a purpose. My condo 
lences t0 those who did not read The 


Cold Society. 
John Ivan Tomcho 
ic, Pennsylvania 


THE DIVINE DEMISE 
1 have just finished the Reverend 
Hamilton's polemic article The Death 
of God in the August rıaysoy. 1 think 
the best and most concise pres 
ju of one aspect of the debate 
that P have ever read. In recent. years, 
aynoy has moved more and more to- 
ard providing its readers with good 
articles on contemporary issues. You arc 
to be congratulated. 
The Rev. James 
5i. Thomas A Becket 
Episcopal Church 
Roswell, New Mexico 


Sod has been so thoroughly encrusted 
with) manmade that some 
times one is tempted 10 say, "Will the 
real God please stand up.” The "God" 
that allows shoddy business practices. 
cial injustice, war and oppresion of the 
poor is a "God" that deserves an e 
death, And 1 suspect that many of us 
know only that kind of a God, since we 
see God generally in the form of ihe 
churches, with rare exceptions, 
ave sided with shoddy business prac 
tices, racial injustice, war and oppression 
of the poor. God is not dead, bur those 
who purport to be His represen 
th are, Again, with vare excep- 
tions, organized. religion is irrelevant to 
the needs of man today. Organized vel 
gion is Tike the appendis in our bodies. 
Scientists believe that the appendix once 


distortions 


which, 


lives 


on c 


served some purpose: now it is limp and 
meaningless but not quite inert, since it 
can be the oceasion of infection, which is 
properly taken care of by surgery. It 
сои be that, in religious terms, wi 
need а similar operation 


Edward M. Keating, Publisher 
Ramparts 
San Francisco, California 


Hamilton is operating from the reduc- 
tionist’s notion that the only mca 
God can is constructed out ol 
man's experience (or lack of experience) 
of Him. Working from this ori 
ice man no long- 
er needs God, God no longer exist 
Since I invoked. Ms 
it should prove safe lo remind 1 
what Luther € 1 about the Swiss 
kers of his tim ney define the 
Word not in terms of the God who 
speaks it, but in terms of the man who 
receives it." 


tion, 


Brace B. Suttle 
Philosophy Department 
Baldwin-Wallace College 
Berea, Ohio 


I thought you might be interested in 
ng that the Reverend Willi 
milton's The Death of God is 10 be 
the first item of required. reading in а 
small elective course in which my 
dems will study, among other things, 
radical theology 

Robisic 


at Profesor of Relig 
ity of Richmond 
попа, 


NAVEL CONTEMPLATORS 

You have at least two devoted read- 
as—John Uqsina and Bob Uyagyreaq 
above the Arctic Circle, at Bathurst 
Inlet, Northwest. Territories. Here's a 
photo 1 took of them recently, trying to 


side of their igloo your 
uefold should be 
s are slow 
idenrally, Eskimo m 
ted to navely than 
everyone. worth. of the 
wonde 
largest 


p he 


ЖО. 
to lw 
Arctic 


we 


Yellowknife, Northwest Territories 


you can choose V-8s 
up to 390 cu. in., front 
power disc brakes, 
Stereo Tape, vinyl- 
covered roof, Select- 
Shift automatic trans- 
mission that also works 
manually, air conditioning, 
the works! Chart the course 
you like. Now smile. After all, 
you're driving abeautiful bargain! 


7167 MUSTANG 


Bred first...to be first 


Say “bye-bye” to bore- 
dom! Answer the call 
of the Mustang! There 
are three new ways: 
hardtop, convertible or 
fastback. Standard fea- 
tures include: bucket 
seats; floor-mounted shift, 
full carpeting; 200 cu. in. Six 
and more. But Mustang is de- 
signed to be designed by you, so 


PLAYBOY 
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Give 


his due. 


INTEGRATIONIST GOLDWATER 
There seems a fixation in your editori- 
al mind that intrigues me. Some months 
ago, T forget just when, you m 
statement in your magazine to the effect 
that I had not done much for the Ne- 
groes in my state before, during or after 
the time of my activity in politics. 
Then, reading your August issue, on 
page 54 [Playboy Interview with H. L. 
Hun, E found this: “Contrary to the 
daims of his campaign managers, the 
record indicates thar Goldwater did lie 
Че for the Negroes in Arizona. either 
during his years in the Senate or belore." 
Your having used almost identical words 
twice in а year’s time leads me to think 
t you have something of a fixation on 
ater 
Not that it m: 


s any real diflerence, 
but don't you think it would be wise for 
reputable editors, such as yourselves, to 
ascertain both sides of the picture—and 
get the [acts—helore you continue 10 re- 
peat anything that is not trac? 1 would 
mot want cputable magazine like 
rravnoy depending on The New Repub- 
lic as your sole source of information 
Barry Goldwater 
Scottsdale, Arizona 
rtaynoy did rely on The New Re- 
public ay its sole source of information, 
and as it turns out, The New Republic 
was incorrect. Our apologies (о ex- 
Senator Goldwater. 
pLavnoy's statement, that Goldwater 
contrary to his campaign assertions — 
did not have anything to do with the de- 
segregation of the Arizona Air National 


Guard, was based on an unsigned. ed- 
itorial that appeared in an August 1964 
issue of The New Republic, whose ed- 
itors had concluded, after what appeared 
to be extensive investigation, that no 
itten orders existed to confirm or deny 
Goldwater's role in the integration of 
the Guard. The magazine quoted Frank 
Fraser, former inspector general and ex- 
ecutive officer of the Guard, to the 
effect that at the time of the incident, 
Goldwater—then staf] officer of the 
Guard—never said “anything favorable 
or unfavorable” on the subject of the 
Guard's prospective integration. 

When we recently called The New Re- 
public, they were unable to state who 
had originally gathered this information 
from Fraser. Fraser himself, when we 
spoke to him in Phoenix, мий that— 
contrary to the New Republic charge— 
Goldwater did, indeed, propose the inte- 
gration of the Guard. While noting that 
no individual could take all the credit, 
Fraser emphasised. Goldwater's vole and 
complained that Vhe New Republic had 
misleadingly quoted him as denying it. 

At our request, Goldwater himself un- 
earthed additional statements to afirm 
his position. He sent us a corroborating 
letter from Fraser, and опе from L. Н 
Bell, a Phoenix consulting engineer who 
in 1917 was first commanding officer of 


the Air Guard. Bell wrote to Goldwater 
“In your position in the Air Guard, you 
were largely—but not solely—respon- 
sible for this decision; you were in the 
same manner most helpful in the im- 
plementation of the decision—which, 
incidentally, worked out quite well.” 


PL*YB*Y P*R*DY 

When E purchased my September issue 
of талун, the newsstand proprietor 
Pennsylvania Station handed me an is 
sue of a magaz Hed PI*yb*y. 1 
know how many imitators you have, but 
this magazine w: I would 
appreciate knowing if it was published 
by riavnoy. 


€. J. Cohen 
New York 
PI*yb*y was published by ‘The Har 
vard Lampoon. 71 is the latest, and most 
ambitions, in a loug line of collegiate 
paradies of rLavnoy that have been pro 
duced with our permission, including 
Ployboy at Yale, Gay Boy at Tulane, 
Plowboy at the University of Michigan, 
Playbull ar Indiana University, Payboy 
at NYU, and Playbuoy at the United 
States Naval Academy. 


The Harvard Lampoon's lampoon of 
Avuow was almost as much fu 
vtov itself. By letting the 
use your copyrighted tides and trade- 
dy, you proved. that 
e it as well as dish 


is concerned, 
1 Willard 
mbridge, Massachusetts 


* The Gold of Troy in 

September issue offers additional 
ence that he is one of the few 
who still let humanity and sun- 
shine into their work. The murky grot 
toes of psychopathia have plenty of able 
exponents these days, but writers with 
the infectious gusto and joie de vivre of 
Pewakis are scarce, indeed. Here's a 


hearty toast to the lad—a worthy 
descendant of the ancient с who 
set stillenduring patterns for literatu 


Jack Conroy 
Chicago, Illinois 


TOPLESS CONTROVERSY 
aynoy might be interested in lend- 
ing а hand—figuratively. of coursc—to 
breath-taking Yvonne d'Angers, the top- 
less terpsichor ed in the Top 
less article im your September issue. It 
ıt Miss CAngers—a Frendiborn 
who in at an admirable 
36, sans silica rried at 16 in 
order to obtain admissi 10 the U.S. 
When she hit these shores, she dropped 
spouse and blouse—and is now number 
one on the toplessten hit parade, undu- 
lating ан maturel м 
red love seat 
dub called. tl 
The U.S 


Blended Scotch Whisky « B6 Froof « eSchieffelin & Со. N.Y 


fen. By Faberge. 
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iny doubts about yourself, 
А 0 ing else. 
E comes on its own polished 


ver, after anything. Also from th 
г list, to 100.00. BRUT for men. Fel 
. 1 


ut stand - part of BRUT's smart silver-sealed series for 
noisseur collection, handsomely-cased combinations 


has shown liule appreciation of Miss 
Angers’ assets, and is threatening to 
ship her back to Tehran. The Western 
world is thus in imminent danger of los 
ing two of its greatest natural wonders. 
In what would doubtless be the most 
photogenic protest of the decade, Miss 
d'Angers has threatened to counter Im- 
пд her 
ng herself, 


nt 
heady volunteered. the oil, and a 
ian hardware manufacturer 


will supply the chains. 

To support Yvonne—as if she needed 
it—some 30 of her profesi 
Е 


1 friends 
recently picketed ncisco's Immi- 
gration Office. N: they had in- 
tended a toples thyustour, but an 
te cold snap forced a recat to 
conventionality. As one of the local pa- 
pers reported: “The bathukolpian bri- 
gade—eycs forward and chests well ahead 
—wore a motley of leopardskin leotards 
and gokblamé pedal pushers, plus, alas, 
blouses.” Sporting: signs reading HANDS 
OFF YVONNE aml VVONNE-BIRD FOR 
VICE-PRESIDENT, the pulchri 
eters then wiggled off to a press 
ence, where one of Yvonne 
Melvin Belli, Jongtime ch 
topless cause, ma 
peal to Washington. Striking a Stephen 
Douglas pose for local TV, Belli in- 
very red-blooded patriot—from 
George Washington up to L.B.J.—should. 
bc prepared to keep this wondrous E 
gil with the 4Lich bust in our 
country." Answering a question. about 
Yvonne's short-term marriage, Dell 
nanimously announced: “JE J weren't 
manied, and didn't have other plans, I 
would propose to her myself to keep her 
here. It would be а labor of love.” 

Bill Rilcy 

San. Francisco, California 


CARTOON CLAIRVOYANCE 
riaynoy has proved to be downright 
prophetic with the cartoon on page 141 
of your August 1966 i The cartoon 
shows an executive in his office com- 
menting to a visitor about an obviously 
very pregnant sect r E 
member that blackout we had here in 
E On 


iss 


ov hit the stands, the As- 
ss reported from New York 
ig increase in the birth 
rate has been reported. by hospitals here 
in the Jast 36 hours, exactly nine m 
after the big blackout.” An obstetri 
at Mount was quoted as say 
"Is quite possible there were а number 
of unplanned pi ” 


Read the news in лувоү before it 
happens! 


James B. Hammett 
Claremore, Oklahoma 


No slide-projector 
ever looked like 


this before . - : 
or did as much 


їр ӊ. 
E $ the dramatically successful 5297^* 
hows 109 slides uninterrupted vit! 


Ci Й 
Ìrcular tray. Takes regular trays оо 


Ж Sven show up to 40 slides 
matically without a tray- 


т 36mm slides, Super Slides: uH 
* from instant cartridee:g2 77 


No 8 06 
so оет Projector, at any Price: D 
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Quan, Bown, with double-life 
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Perfume in the Classic Bottle from 7.50, Eau de Cologne from 3.50, Spray Cologne and Spray Perfume each 5.00, Bath Powder 5.00, Oil For The Bath from 5.00. 
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nerici's involvement in Vietnam has 
brought with it a new wrinkle in 
warlare: the publicly debated war. No 
longer is battle the province of mili 
strategists alone: it has become the f 
on which Senators, columnists, students 
and the ubiquitous man in the street 
wrangle and bicker over the conse- 
quences of each tactic before the military 
embarks upon it. We can't help wonder- 


ing what some ol history decisive 
bates would have been like if this dem- 
оскніс approach had existed then. 


Would the Rubicon, for example, ever 
have been ciosed if—in Jimmy Duranie's 
words—"everybody got into the act” be- 
forehand? We imagine Caesars scribe 
woukl have written 

"A sharp debate has broken out 
among the generals, wibuncs, procura 
tors and. publicans in Cisalpine Gaul, as 
to the advisability of Gaius Julius Cae- 
sar's crossing the Rubicon. Procurator 
"Tranquillius. maintains that the legions 
haven't sufficient corn and wine in their 
magazines amd supplies of biscuits to 
make such a lengthy march, “Besides,” he 
adds, "Rome is hundreds of miles away 
and we have no business there. The Ro- 
mans arc confused and don’t know what 
we're doing there. I's a dirty war and 
we should negotiate our way out.” Gen 
cra] Bellicosius disagrees. contending 
that supplies can be amplified by forag- 
ing and plunder, and that Rome should 
be hit now. When you get right down to 
the nitty-gritty,” he said, ‘we are the most 
powerful province on the face of the 
globe and the Romans are а bunch of 
paper wolves, Lers face it: The Romans 


fully intend to spread their godless Pax 
we 


the entire world. If 
ht them over there, we're 


Romana 
don't f 
to have to fight them over here.” 
quillius replies that as soon as we c 
the peninsula, we will be branded as in- 
vaders by the rest of the world: ‘T's thei 

country. he says, "not ours” A promi- 
nent political group, the Jonins В 


over 


ner 


chus 


Society, claims that the veal threat to 
Gaul is from internal. subversion, and 
has accused Tranquillius, Bellicosius, 


Caesar and everybody 
Pompey-symps 


else of being 
Memwhile, Centurion 
Neuwalius has called his troops out on 
strike, maintaining that il ihe. Rubicon 
is crossed, Carthage will enter the war 
with its hordes and а general conflagra- 
tion will ensu 

"A group of college students from 
Massilia is reported. planning to lay 
themselves down belore Caesar's chariots 
on the Via Aemilia, as а symbol of pro. 
test. They have prepared signs reading 
€. IS WUMPTRIPPING US: STAY ON THIS 
SIDE OF THE NLVITH. PARALLEL: DO XOT 
RENDER UNTO CAESAR: and BACCHUS, хот 
gous. А spot poll shows 


For Crossing Rubicon... ТА 
AST M REESE MRIS, 
Don't Know . XIXG, 


Standing outside his purple tent sur 
mounted by the golden cagle of Rome, 
c d this briel statement: “There 
is nothing sacred about the XLVIth pi 
allel. Except for à lew Nervous Nullae, 1 
think the majority of legionnaires and 
citizens, as shown by this spot poll. here 
in my pocke me in the 
Rubicon thing. Recent intelligence. re- 
ports indicare that the Romans now 
have fire Guapults that can kill as many 
as twenty inen with a single missile. Such 
а superweapon is а threat 10 humanity 
in the hands of our godless foes; only an 
immediate pre-emptive strike on their 
misilemaking plants can prevent um. 


хаг re: 


behind 


аге 


told devastation kuer. After all, I am 
merely uying ло bring Pompey to the 


negotiating table, He and his followers 
are fanatics: No mater what we hit 
them with, they continue 10 fight back 


Crossing the Rubicon could wrn the 
tide in our favor. There is ralk that this 
will esca , but General “Mad 
Dog" Apocaly pticus has assured me that, 
should we crow the Ru the Car 
thaginians will not come in. They sim- 
ply haven't enough ballistae. catapultae, 
onagri, triremes and other sophisticated 
hardware to carry on a full scale war. Be- 
fore giv to fear, my critics should 


ie the wa 


icon, 


remember that the gods are on our side. 
We have no personal ambitions and sce 
no wider conquests, Our aim is merely to 
give Romans everywhere a new kind of 
life. I call it the Society Maximus " 


us. 


The sentence “Taft's ten inches still 
holds record." in a Parade magazine arti- 
cle about the Presidency, stopped us 
short until we realized that the depth of 
powlall on inauguration days was the 
topic of the piece. 


A Canadian correspondent sends word 
that a movie the 
doing a brisk business with a first-rate 
timiller on the bill despite a line of pic 
cing ushers in front of the theater. 
Faced with defeat, the union strategists 
cune up with a solid counterpunch. The 
next day all picketers came armed with 


er in Montreal was 


placards reading, THE PROFESSORS WIFE 
pin ir. The strike was settled two hours 
later. 


One segment of NBC's special The 
French Revolution. of Terror 
was brought to us, we were straightlor 
«Шу informed, “by Bayer Aspirin, for 
fast relief of headache pain.” 


Reign 


w 


A University of Rochester student 
posted the following notice on the “Lost 
and Found” bulletin board at the stu- 
dem union: “The person who took my 
bran brown stom coat from the 
men’s dining center room kıst Monday 
evening may pick up the zipin lining at 
room 305 of the men's residence hall 
between 2 and 5 к.м. any afternoon." 


new 


The following classified ad from The 
Atlanta Journal should have noted 
whether the buyer would have to install 
his own turnstile: "rox. sui Motel on 
U.S. 41 south of city; every room filled 
every night, two and three times." 


А chap in Manhattan tells us that a 
new literary game is abating the seasonal 
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PLAY DIRTY, 
TS 
CRICKET. 


Anything goes when you use IT'S CRICKET.™ Exceptional men’s toiletries. 
Aftershave, 4 oz. $3.50. Cologne, 4 oz. $4.50. Gift sets from $8.00. 
Available in drug stores and cosmetic departments of department stores only. 
Another fine product о Каувег Већ 


She's a sweet-talking, easy-going mixture—with just a whiff of cherry 
to sweeten your smoke. Same price as regular Model, too. Come on, 
don't let this sweet new Model drift by without giving her a try. NEW 
MODEL AROMATIC = REGULAR MODEL. United States Tobacco Company 


New Model Aromatic 


ennui among the cognowenti. As de 
lineated in the rules, you match a real 
book title with an unlikely but appro 
priate author, then challenge your fel 
low gamester to try to top you. Here are 
а few for openers: Yes Z Gan by Cary 
Gram, The Executive Job Market by 
James Aubrey, Lord of the Flies by Wil 
lic Mays, Unsafe at Any Speed by Wer- 
nher von Braun, The Looking Glass War 
by Gloria Swanson, The Source by Jo- 
seph P. Kennedy, Z, the King by Charles 
de Gaulle, The Kandy-Kolored Tan 
rine-Flake Streamline Baby by Dr А 
jamin Spock, Games People Play by 
John Scame. The Carefully Considered 
Rape of the World by Lyndon B, John- 
son, and that sensational new best seller, 
Human Sexual Response by Drs. R, 
Burton and E. I 


Victor Castellanos, if we can believe an 
account in The Miami Herald, “spends 
his weekdays making surfboarders and 
his weekends riding the waves" As to 
whether all this is good or bad for 
youngsters, Castellanos is quoted as 
‘they're too tired at night 
10 do anything wrong." 


ting, that 


А British nature lover reports spot- 
ting a sign on a tree in Kew Gardens, 
reading: BIRD NESTING PRONISITED. 

No information is a 
whether or not the follow: 
the Chicago Maroon, the University of 
Chicago's campus newspaper, was an 
swored: "Grad student desires demoli- 
tion expert to destroy his temporary 
IL weekdays after 7 r 
Кеп: 384-9546." 

The U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service 
received a letter not too long ago from a 
fellow who wanted to know the legal 


limit on clay pigeon 


ble as to 
ad from 


erections. С 


any time w 


¢ at the fri 


We wonder if it was out 
volity of the rich or simple approval of a 
nice refinement that led the United 
Mine Workers Journal to pick up a news 
paper squib about a Park Avenue doctor 
who uses mahogany tongue depresors. 

Students of sex education may be in- 
terested to know that a novel teaching 
tool has been placed on the market 
“The Visible Woman," a transparent 
plastic assembly kit of Таз іне 
gant woman complete with "all 
organs,” sixamonth fetus, blood 
d^ nerves—altogether, 
over 79 separate рако for only 
$4.98. Approximately 1.500.000 sets had 
been sold to schools д 


pr 
interns 
vessels, bones 


d parems before 


For cocktails that purr...the gentle touch 
of Martini & Rossi Imported Vermouth. 
Extra Dry for silken smooth Martinis, 
Sweet for superb Manhattans. This serene Vermouth* 
is the nation’s favorite—naturally! 


*Happy afterthought: Martini & Rossi is great straight on the rocks. 


RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD., N.Y, 


MARTINI 2 ROSSI 


mm verwiourn 
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The Beer that made Milwaukee Fam 


of Schlitz, you’re out of beer.” 
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Try the taste of the most carefully brewed beer 
in the world. The beer that takes 1,174 careful brewing 
steps. Schlitz. Real gusto in the great light beer. 


PLAYBOY 


30 


& 


Sanzabelt Slacks in the Young Man's Mood to $30. 


elastic fabrie that guar 
Th. 


kind of conf. 


i of Sansabelts ability to fit you 
elters naturally call it the Sansabelt 
+ slacks in a quarter century 

Хо. see for van 
Saytles® ble 


t well, is 
i most talked al 


me 


elf Try on a pair of San 
Lol 35 Daeron? palyestor/ A5 
smar Ruby. Inc. М 


li Stacks! ASK for San-abelt in a rich. exchi-ise 
wool, Do it today! You'll probably be talking 
п City, ladiana. 


and more th 
Bohle 


Anaheim, Calif. Des Moines 
Charlotte, N.C. Miami 


Chicago Erie Clothing. Co. New York 
апка ве Slacks licensed under Y. LeGottier and A. G. Trentesauy al France, US. Patent Мә. 


E 


à Sacramento six-year-old noticed. some 
thing wrong and wrote to the manu 
facturers with a naive inquiry: "How 
did the baby get im there in the Mst 

s 


place?" Although appropriate openi 
had been provided for the сус, c 
nose and mouth, one orifice was con- 
spicuous by its absence: the v 
Apparently fearful ol inciting impres- 
sionable young minds to. prurience, the 


manulacurers may have [elt that. such 
titillating details should be left to the 
imagination, The story bas a happy end 
ing. however, for their maternal man- 
nequin is a perfect maie lor ot 
the company’s best-selling items: “The 
Visible Man," а familiar figure in toy 
stores for several years now: he'd been 


поке! 


discreetly deprived of his reproductive 
organs, too. 


Among the enticing assets included in 
the price of a model home in the ocean- 
front community of Long Beach, New 
York, said a sign displayed on the lawn, 
were: PRIVATE BEACH RITES. 


Herb Caen's col the San Fran- 
cisco Chronicle has added the following 
item to our bulging lile on 20th Century 
androgyny: "Paul Goldin, the hypnotist 
at the Gate Theater, insists this hap- 
pened while he was sunning on à park 
bench in Sausalito. As a wild young 
character walked past—straggly һай, 
tight pants, boots—he turned to the per 
son seated next to him and remarked: 
“That's a-weird-looking girl’ I beg your 
pardon,’ came the reply. ‘that’s my son? 
Tenibly sony; said Paul, "E didn't 
know you were his father’ ‘I'm not,” was 
the answer, ‘Im his mother; " 


The first sentence in the general in 
structions for Review Test Number One 
of the University of Kansas intro 
duciory English course is: "There are 50 
questions, numbered. consecutively from 
1-75, on this test.” 


To whom it may concern: The Port 
Hope, Ontario, Koening Guide ran а 
classified ad requesting ^40. widows for 


hot beds before spring plautir 

Civil Rights Department. S and M Di 
vision: A “Personals” ad in the Los An 
geles Pree Press requested the services of 
a “Submissive male 
female black power." 


aucasian ready lor 


A recent squib im The Washington 
Daily News said that Britishers were 
queuing up outside a London shop alter 
this sign was placed in the window: 
REJECTED VIRGINS, ALL SHAPES FOR SALE 


FROM 15 SHILLINGS, 5210. On inside, PERFUME - COLOGNE - SPRAY COLOGNE * LIPSTICK + DUSTING POWDER - SOAP 
they found to their dismay that the 
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This amazing trial membership plan lets 
you choose free records now and order cur- 
rent hit albums as you want them over the 
coming months. In this way you can obtain 
the very latest albums on top labels for an 
average of ach plus shipping. Then, 


if you continue as a member, you may even 
obtain records for an average of [$1.99 each 
plus shipping. Here's how: 


First of all, as a trial member, you get 8 records 
free if you buy one now and agree to purchase 8 
more within the next year. It adds up to 17 rec- 
ords for the price of 9. Averaged out, it brings the 
cost of $3.98 records, for example, down to only 
$2.11 plus shipping. 

And now, in addition, a new bonus brings your 
average cost per record down even lower! For 
every record you buy after you have fulfilled your 
trial membership you receive a valuable bonus 
certificate. Save six of these and exchange them 
for another six records free. Averaged out, this 
brings the cost of records down to as little as 
$1.99 plus shipping. 


Many other benefits too! A new big Club 
magazine filled with news and pictures of top 
stars. A wide range of choice—over 300 records a 
month to choose from. Charge privileges, No dues 
orenrollment fees; no contest to enter. Read more 
about these benefits on the stub of the bound-in 
card. Then indicate your 8 free records on the 
reply card, detach, and mail. 
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Sots Dto utor: Colonia. tne 41 East 4294 S+, New тө. ¥ 1001 


It takes more than martinis 
to build an image, mister. 


An aggressive new after-shave 

from the House of 4711. 

Part of 2 complete men’s line 

y priced from 1.25 to 4.50. 


«like 

nothing else 

you ever tasted 
(except champagne) 


Sparkling Champale Malt Liquor... costs 
just pennies more than beer. Make it your drink; the т 
“in” crowd does! Buy Champale wherever beer is sold. 


CHAMPALE. 


FREE — Two exciting new recipe booklets. Write today te Metropolis Brewery of N.J., Inc, Trenton". Dept. PM. 


were substandard 


A 19y 


old boy, reports the Associ 
ced Press, was arrested Bakersfu 
California, on a d of stealing 
record album entitled Thou Shalt Not 
Steal. 


According to Chicago Tribune colum- 
nist George Morgenster 
Rome ed up a thri 
aged girls 
50 and selling the 
aces. 


they'll. look 


We learned of the following red-lIeucr 
event, via a short news note in the 
Wayne, Pennsyly Daily Press, лоо 
late to attend: “Dr. Wilfred С. Buch- 
ster, Ph.D., author of The Evils of 
Pornography, will be lechering at Bryn 
Mawr Forum НАП. 


THEATER 


out fricud. 


tempted before. Balance is 
ship and family, the demands that onc is 
lowed 10 human relations! 

and the disastrous effects of overexte 
mg those demands, Ihe lamily u 
Alhee's scrutiny is a rich suburb: 
ple named Agnes and Tobias (Jesica 
ady and Hume Cronyn), thei 
ried, hysterical dau 


idi 
cou 


drinking sis 
the others, the 
ings in "delicate ba 

ot 
c sister (something of an 
s mouthpiece), the family pro- 
vides a se by her 

of the 


ү being one of sew 
І 


the side lines 
Unsettling the complicated. ge are 
Нату and Edna, a dull couple who by 


al agreement and for " 
Agnes and best 
ddenly scared wits 


lonclincss 
nvited. 


ation of their ow 
and lovelesness, they move, 
imo their friends’ home, bringing their 
terror with them. The relationships — 
d to fr nd to wife, host to 


т some cases the © 
d char 
sts, ay eryptically 
сату echoes of Pinter (who docs 
ter). s directio 
маву (the characters kee 
chairs). But the actors, 
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Joa More taste...fine tobacco 


KENT puts the flavor of 
the world’s finest tobaccos 
through the KENT filter— 
for the most satisfying taste 
in filter smoking today. 
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The big-time splendors are back. The rich gifts from 
Revion, the luxuries no girl is strong cnough to resist. 


ме’ Spray Mist (under glass!)—opulent new 
this cherished fragrance — in a fluted de- 
canter with the look of heirloom crystal. 3.25 


2. "Intimate" Spray Mist in Filigree—the extravagant 
gesture she'll adore! In a fabulous look-of-gold flacon 
designed by Van Cleef & Arpels. 3.75 

3. ‘Intimate’ Spray Mist Column —a lavish supply of 
her favorite fragrance. In the Nuted white bottle that 
won't break. Won't spill. Travels light. 5.00 


Revlon says: Have a 


4. ‘Intimate’ Fragrance Candle — romantic Revlon 
way to perfume her private world. Light the candle 
in the gilded filigree holder, and m-m-m! 5.50 


5. Imported Brocade Evening Bag — all white-and- 
gold shimmer, with a matched trio of gifts inside: 
"Love-Pat' compact makeup, ‘Blush-On’, and Super- 
Lustrous lipstick, in refillable golden-weave metal 
es designed by Van Cleef & Arpels. 15.00 


6. "Intimate" Duette — two embossed golden boxes 
ribboned together, two fragrance delights within: 
‘Intimate’ Spray Mist and Bath Powder. 6.50 


Gold-fashioned Christmas! 


7. New! ‘Intimate’ Perfume Compacts — enchanting 
little gold-tone circlets topped with ruby-red velvet or 
‘ivory’ cameo. And inside: ‘Intimate’, cherished as 
one of the world's 7 great fr: nces, concentrated 
into non-spill, pat-on perfume. 5.00 


8. "Intimate-in-the- Round'—3 lovely luxuries scented 
to match. Milk Bath, Eau de Toilette, and new 'Silk 
of Intimate’, the first full-length fragrance. 5.50 


9. "Intimate" Bath Powder—a tenderly textured pow- 
dering of Intimate". In a golden baroque box with a 
"bubble top’ to show off the luxurious puff. 4.00 


T urse — really 3 gifts in 1! The 
plushy little Art Nouveau purse carries a matching 
"Love-Pat' compact and lipstick. 4.00 


11. New! The Paislcy Purscling—newest way to make 
а lady blush, The velvct-touch clutch holds Rcvlon's 
famous ‘Blush-On’, plus a ‘Moon Drops’ Wet Lip- 
stick, in matched tortoise-tone cases. 5.50 


12. The Continental for Men—a grooming collection 
for the connoisseur. The slim luggage-tan case is lined 
in а handsome tie-print, fitted with Revlon's fine 


precision-crafted implements. 6.00 
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“Barbara, let’s not be 

embarrassed again this year. 
When we give Scotch, let's 

make it Johnnie Walker Red? 


so smooth it's the world's 
largest-selling Scotch. ps B 
BOTTLED IN SCOTLAND. LENCO SCOTCH WHISKY. ВОР PEOCE IMPORTED BY САМОА ORY CORPORATION RE YORK. KEY YORK 


Hume 


лоу, Jessica Tandy and 
Rosemary Murphy, are in key with 
their roles, and the play is a sign of 
marked growth for the author. For the 
audience, it is а strangely disquieting c 
perience. At the Martin Beck, 309 West 
45th Street 


RECORDINGS 


That old trouper Mel Tormé has no 
поме whatsoever exploring the pop 
ight Now! (Columbia). Actu; 

s no reason to have expected 

Tormé is one of the top 
ioners of his aalt. To be found 
re Walk On By, Secret Agent Man 
and Red Rubber Ball, all of which Mel 
puts in his hip pocket. 

Thad Jones, Mel Lewis & "The Jazz Orches- 
жа” (Solid State) profiles one of the best 
of the new big ba he aggregation 
is loaded for bear under the direction 
се trumpeter (who has switched 
Thorn) rate drum- 
mer. Most of the char ad composing 
has been done by Thad, and he has 
found a lively groove, indeed, Some of 
the sidemen lending their talents to the 
sesion ате ‘Thad's brother, Hank, on 
piano; iced men Jerome Richardson, 
Jerry Dodgion and Pepper Adams; and 
bone men Bob Brookmeyer and Tom 
Mcintosh, both of whom have coni - 
ured arrangements. Three of the prin- 
cipals arc also to be heard on Thed 
Jones / Pepper Adams Quintet / Mean What 
You Say (Milestone), wherein Adams, 

1 Lewis are j by pianist 
Duke Pearson and bassist Ron Carter for 

mellow sess encompassing а 
number of Jones originals. Also present 
are the new standard Wives and Lovers 
and the old, old oldie Yes Sir, Thats My 
Baby, which pletely refur 
bished. Jon 
succesful parmership throughout. 

Dave Brubeck / Time In (Columbia) is 
schizophrenic in that the sound—the 
Brubeck Quartet sound —is comfortably 
while the group's fields of en- 
freshly inventive. From the 
le ıune to the soubfilled Trav 
elin’ Blues vo the. probing capper, 
sandia, Brubeck, Desmond ct al. never 
let good taste disintegrate into dullness. 

My Mood Is You . . . Mara Lynn Brown 
(Decca) is an auspicious LP encore for 
the fastrising Miss Brown. Backed by 
an orchestra under the baion of Johnny 
Frigo (her husband), Mara Lynn con- 
duas hour course on how to sing 
a song. Included in the curriculum are 
such classics as The Man T Love, It All 
Depends on Vou and Mad About the 
Boy, and three originals by Frigo. Listen 
and learn 


Tt is made very apparent on Travellin’ 


Man / Charlie Byrd Trio (Columbia) why the 


Liquid virility 


Cologne and After Shave ` 


by Alfred Dunhill. 
Gift sets from $3.50. 
Also individually boxed. 


Get him one of these smart new 
Man-Time Watches. Fine time- 
pieces in brushed-chrome, slide- 
shut cases for playboys, sports- 
men, guys who go for the smart, 
sharp, and different. $8.98" 
Shock-resistant, an 

magnetic movement. 

Grrreat gift idea. 
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guitarist is at the top of his trade. Re- 
corded live at Charlie's home base, The 
Showboat in Washington, D.C., this 
etching copiously covers all bases. 
There's country-and-western (Mama ГЇЇ 
Be Home Someday), show tunes (Yester- 
days, Do I Hear a Walt), movie themes 
(The Folks Who Live on the Hill, I Will 
Wait for You) and sundry other shades 
of the musical spectrum, all handsomely 


evoked by the adventurous guitar man. 


It's good to welcome back The Swingle 
agers: they've been away Irom vinyl 
100 long. Their latest LP, Rococo à Со Go 
(Philips), continues the group's synco- 
s of “serious” music 


pated explor: 


On hand this go-round are works by 
Couperin, Telen Daquin and others 
of similar esoteric ilk. The Swingles are 


in fine voice and the LP is a delight. 

The Charles lloyd Quartet / Dream Weover 
(Adantic) fulfills a great deal of the 
promise shown by the tenor saxophonist- 
composer during his stint with the 
Cannonball Adderley group. His com- 
positions—all of the items on the LP. 
with the exception of Autumn Leaves— 
g and his playing is highly 
istic. In particular, the title 
tune, in two parts, proves perfectly 
formed and brilliantly executed by 
Lloyd and his aides<le-camp, pianist 
Keith Jarrett, bassist Cecil McBee and 
drummer Jack DeJohnetc. Look out, 
people, here comes Charles Lloyd. 

Another driving LP can be chalked 
up ro young Lou Rawls. Soulin (Capitol) 
is filed with belters, ballads and blues, 
all profiting from Lou's soul-based 
vocilise, Among the high points: 4 
Whole Lotta Woman, Love Is a Hurtin’ 
Thing and Breaking My Back. H. B. 
Barnum is the arrangerconduaor and 
he has provided highly charged back- 
grounds for the moving Mr. Rawls. 


World-Pacific has come up with а pair 
that prove that "mood" 
merge felicitously with jazz. 
Chet Boker and the Cormel Strings / Quietly 
There ancl Girl in Love / Bud Shenk are high- 
lighted by the Baker Flügelhorn and the 
Shank alto sax. The latter is assisted by 
an orchestra conducted by Oliver Nelson, 
who abo handled the arrangements of 
such. current favorites as Summer Wind, 
Strangers in the Night and Lara's Theme 
Baker's sonorous horn weaves is way 
through the likes of 1 Left My Heart in 
San Francisco, Spring Can Really Hang 
You Up the Most and The More 1 See 
You. Pleasant listening all around. 


A thing of del fragile beauty 
is the recording of Paganini's “Centone 


di Sonate”—Six Sonates pour Violon et Guitare 


Raymond Loewy 
designs a 
convertible 
lamp for... 


~ e 
...night people 
Use 1-2-SEE on a table or wall. Just 
twist the stem. It's that convertible! Or 
switch on the battery light to give any 
room that soft, warm glow. 1-2-SEE 
makes a great gift. Only $18.50" at fine 
stores, Or send check to: Koehler Mfg. 
Co., Dept. P12, Marlboro, Mass. 01752. 


*Suggested retail price. Battery $2.95 extra. 


1-2-SEE Convertible Lamp 


Oh what fun 
itis to ride 


our 8 horse open sleigh 


Give or get Suzuki and many happy 
returns, 

Because Suzuki-riders toe the missile 
Powered by the sizzling Dual-Stroke 
engine. More response than a 4-stroke with 
less urging: Hup, two; not Hup, two, three, 
four. And this Noel, no oil or gas to mix 


thanks to Posi-Force lubrication. 

Perfect fit, too. Only Suzuki is sized for 
America’s longer roads and riders. 

And only Suzuki of the world's leading 
Sportcycles sports the 12 month/12,000 
mile Warranty (no mere season's greet- 
ings, ours). Ask any Suzuki dealer. 


Free “| want a Suzuki for Christmas" Hint Kit. Helps you get the caboodle. At Suzuki dealers, or 
write U, S. Suzuki Motor Corp., P. 0. Вох 2967, Dept. P-12, Santa Fe Springs, California 90670. 


While you're Ши harness up a lo 


in 5, 8 11, 16, 24 0 solo 


horses. You will And 


one just your speed. 


LORLE 
LODORANTE 


FOR MEN 
24 HOUR-SPRAY 
COLOGNE-DEODORANT, 
Splash-On Cologne 
or After Shave Lotion 
GIANT SIZE FROM $2.50 


Parfum Lorle, Inc. 


15417 MACK AVE. • DETROIT, MICHIGAN 


(Pathé), featuring estimably compatible 
performances by violinist Régis Pasquier 
and guitarist Oscar Ghiglia. The sonatas 
lack the bravura of so many of Paganini's 
1 the requisite 


compositions where 
technical virtuosity rather than sensitiv 
ity. The latter quality is present in copi 
ous quantities on this fine French import. 


Piano, vibes, Latin and soul cordially 
blend Cal Tjader & Eddie Palmieri / El 
Sonido Nuevo (Verve). Augmented by a 
trombone choir, Latin percussion. and, 
‘on occasion, the flute of George Castro, 
vibist Tjader and pianist Palmieri cook 
up а steamy batch of south-of the-border- 
spiced funk. In among the Hispanic 
hocdowns are takc-olls on the theme 
from Modesty Blaise and On a Clear 
Day You Can See Forever 


Recent folk fare is headed by a 
refreshing new sound: The Saxons / Love 
Minus Zero—No Limit (Mirrosonic). The 
Saxons are Marvin Solley, a conventional 
but beuerthan-average baritone, and 
Dan Goggin, who is that rarity among 
men (since the practice of castrating 
choral singers was discontinued), а 
countertenor (male soprano). The Sax. 
ons harmonize skillfully on a variety of 
recent folk and pop tunes, accompanied 
by a delightful. harpsichordic tinkle of 
antiquity. On Lie Wheel Spin and Spin 
(Vanguard), up-and-coming Bully Sainte- 
Marie makes her third offering to the 
folk-music discography. Posse 
unique singing style, Bufly should take 
her place. beside the Olympians in the 
field if, hopefully, she eliminates a 
marked tendency to shrillness. In an 
oustanding first waxing, the well- 
matched team of Malka and Jose (Capitol) 
—she from Israel and he from Yugo- 
slavia—perform a variety of traditional 
folk ballads in Spanish, Russian, Hebrew 
and English, Pete Seeger ingeniously 
defines Dangerous Songs!? (Columbia) to 
include lullabies ("a propaganda song, 
in the opinion of a duce-yearold who 
doesn't want to be put to sleep”), hymns 
("controversial songs—try singing one 
in the wrong church") and bawdy songs 
(protesting sanctimoniousness”). AC- 
cordingly, the assortment of well 
fashioned protest songs is as varicd as 
Die Gedanken Sind Frei, a hoary Ger 
man ditty of dissent, Little Jack Horner 
а disguised critique of England's Henry 
VHI, and the current Draft Dodger Rag. 
nother recent Seeger release, loosely ad 
hering to the theme of “conservation,” 
is God Bless the Grass (Columbia). Reflections 

а Crystal Wind (Vanguard), by Richard 
and Mimi Farina, is a fine record by а 
talented couple who will, unfortunately, 
sing no more: Richard was killed in a 
motorcycle accident shortly after the 
disc was released. With his wife Mimi 
(Joan Baez sister), he had. put together 
a fresh, well-paced interpretation of 
contemporary folk music, with a lot of 


Here's where you can 
see and drive the 
great new cars 

from Shelby American 


ALABAMA 
Foreign Car Center/ Birmingham 
ALASKA 


John Stepp's Friendly Ford, inc. /Anchorage 
ARIZONA 

Paradise Ford Sales. Inc. /Scottsdale 
Pueblo Ford, Ine./ Tucson 

CALIFORNIA, 

Mel Burns Inc./Long Beach 

Al Cheney Ford /Santa Cruz 

City Motcrs/National City 

Galpin Motors, Inc./Sepulveda 

Hayward Motors, Inc / Hayward 
'erformance Motors, Ine./E} Segundo 
Holiday Ford /Suneyvate 

Hysen-Johnson Ford, Inc. /San Luis Obispo 
Robert J. Poeschi, Inc./Oxnard 

S & C Motors/San Francisco 
Warren-Anderson Ford/Riverside 

Webster Ford Sales/Caruthers 
COLORADO 


Courtesy Motors, Inc./Littieton 

CONNECTICUT. 

Williams Ford, Inc./W. Hartford 

FLORIOA 

2.0. Ball, Inc./Miami 

зон 

Bill Currie Ford, Inc./Tampa 

Ray Hunt Ford, Inc. /Davtona Beach 

Lynch. Davidson Motors/ Jacksonville 

GEORGIA 

Al Means Ford/Decatur 

ILLINOIS. 

Milo Brooke, Inc. /Chicago 

Jack Loftus Ford Hinsdale 

University Ford Sales, Inc./Champeign 

Sexton Ferd Sales, Inc. /Moline 

INDIANA. 

Jerry Alderman Ford Sales, Inc./Indianapolis 

Romy Hammes Corp./ South Bend 

IOWA 

Dick Walters. Ford, Inc./West Des Moines 

KENTUCKY 

Burns Ford, Inc. /Louisvilte 

Paul Miller Ford, Inc. /Lexington 

LOUISIANA, 

Dick Bohn Ford Co., Inc./Gretna 

MAINE 

Portland Motor Sates, inc. /Porttand 

Sullivan Ford Sales/ Bangor. 

MARYLANO. 

Archway Motors, Inc./ Baltimore 

MASSACHUSETTS 

Mare Motor Company, tnc./Worcester 

Mutual Ford. Inc / Springfield 

West Ford Sales, Inc./Newtonvitle 

MICHIGAN 

Borgman Ford Sates, Inc. /Grandvitle 

Gerber Payne. inc./Fremont 

Stark Hickey Ford. Inc. /Royal Oak 

Henderson Ford Sales, Inc-/Ann Arbor 

Don Seelye Ford, Inc. /Kalarazoo 

Trudell Ford. Inc./ Warren 

Max Curtis, Inc. Lansing 

MINNESOTA 

Herb Tousley Ford, Inc./White Bear Lake 

NEBRASKA 

McFaydens, Inc. /Omaha 

NEW HAMPSHIRE 

John Grappone, Inc./ Concord 

NEW JERSEY 

Dockery Ford. Inc./Morristown 

McCafferty Ford of Trentan/Trenton 

NEW MEXICO 

Richardson Ford Sales, Inc./Albuquerque 

NEW YORK 

Gotham Ford. Inc. /New York 

Frontier Ford Sales, Inc./Niagara Falls 
ekey Ford Sales, ine /Albany 

rsen Ford. Лас / White Plains 


Levittown Motors, Inc /Les 
Nagte Ford, Inc /Rochester 
Reynolds Motors, Inc./Syracuse 
NORTH CAROLINA 
Young Motor Company /Charlotte 
NORTH DAKOTA 

Vallwork Fargo, Inc./Fargo 
OHIO ii bes: 
Brondes Motor Sales. Inc. /Totedo 
Fuller Ford. Inc. Cincinnati 
The Marshall Mótor Co-/Maytield Heights 
Don Wagner Ford Sates, Inc /Vandais 
Universal Motors. Inc /Akton 
OKLAHOMA 
Dud Richardson Ford/Oklahoma City 
OREGON 
Mary Tonkin Fore /Porttand 
PENNSYLVANIA 
Eger Motors, Inc /NcKeesport 
Giiboy Ford/ Mercury, Inc. /Allentown. 
Francis Fords Inc /Harnsburg. 
Pletcher Ford. Inc./Jenkintown 
RHODE ISLANO 
Tasca Ford Sales, Inc./Providence 
TENNESSEE 
Herff Motor Company, Inc./Memohis 
Ron's Ford Sales Bristol " 
TEXAS 
El Paso Auto Center, Inc /El Paso 
Hemphill: MeCombs Ford/ San Antonio 
Republic Ford. Inc./ Houston. 
Horn Williams Motor Co ./Dallas 
VIRGINIA 
Bowditch Ford, Inc. /Newport News 
Koons Ford, Inc /Falts Church 
WISCONSIN 
Northwestern Motor Car Co./Milwaukee 


town 


Carroll Shelf Pr 
61380 ond ЫК, 


Do you agree with Carroll Shelby 
that good driving is a fine art? Then 
these all new 1967 Shelby GT cars 
are custom-crafted for уои, By 
incorporating his competi- 
tion-proved design and 
engineering features in 
the Mustang, Carroll 
Shelby has created two 
unique rcad performers 
that carry the lowest price 
tags of any true GT cars. 
The GT 500 features a brand-new 
Cobra LeMans dual 4-barrel engine, 
developed from the V-8 that 
powered the 1966 LeMans winners. 
GT 350 power comes from the high 
Performance Cobra 289 with free 
breathing Shelby induction and 
exhaust. All-synchro four-speed box 


\ Sosna 


>» 


or heavy-duty Cruise-O-Matic are 
optional on both cars. 

These goodies make your Shelby 
GT one of the safest cars you can 
drive: Massive disc front and air- 
cooled drum rear brakes. Shelby 
modified suspension for 30% 
less cornering roll. Crisp 16- 

to-1 power steering*. LeMans 
proved wide tread nylon super- 
safety tires. Integral roll bar*, 
double shoulder harness”, quick. 
release seat belts and eye level 
brake and turn indicator lights. 

Naturally, you'll find true GT 
features. Unique Shelby styling. 
Luxury interior with bucket seats, 
complete instrumentation, wood-rim 
steering wheel, folding rear seat". 

You should expect a lot from a 


Ihe Road Cars 


car built by America's first F.1.A. 
World's Champion. You'll get all you 
expect when you drive a Shelby GT 
350 or GT 500. One is waiting at 
your Shelby dealer's now. 


SHELBY G.T. 
S50 and SO 
The Road Cars 


Powered by ERD 


Shelby American, Ine., 6501 West 
Imperial Highway, Los Angeles, Calif. 
90009. Builders of the Cobra, Manu- 
lacturers of Cobra high performance 
parts and kits. 


“optional at extra cost 
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The Spirit of Grand Mamia 


. comes alive with each sip of the world's то liqueur... as the lovers 
along the Seine tzke in the big scene of Paris and enjoy it all with a Grand 
Marnier. Let the romance and excitement of Paris into your life .. , delight in 
a Grand Marnier ...in а snifter...a cocktail...or in a magnificent recipe 

. you'll love it, for it has spirit! For delightful cocktail and gourmet recipes, 
write for our free recipe booklet. 


[PRODUCT OF FRANCE y MADE WITH FINE COGNAC BRANDY / ED PROOF / CARILLON IMPORTERS, LTD. DEPT. 22, 730 5th AVE. N. ¥. 10019 


RCA Victor tape recorders. New. Solid State. $39.95 to 
$229.95.* Model YHS12, above, is $39.95.* Cordless. Tube- 
less. 2-track. 2-speed. Plays anywhere on 4 “C” batteries. Or 
$199.95" buys the YHG44, below, with solid ышы circuits. 
4-track tape. Big 7” reels. Three speeds 
for mono or stereo. Fourteen models to 


choose from. See your RCA Victor dealer. 
*Optional with dealer 


The Most Trusted Name in Electronics 


accompaniment and a big beat—but not 
so big as to obscure the couple's brilliant 
musical rapport. (Richard was also a 

frst novel was just published 
s scheduled for a 
forthcoming issue of rLavnoy.) Verve] 
Folkways this month released The Leg- 
endory Dock Boggs; Jean Ritchie end Doc 
Warson / Jean ond Dor ot Folk City; t 
Strikes / Lightnin Hopkins. The first 
e worthwhile re 
nal Folkways recordings: the last is 
“IL you like the songs. 
quoth Tommy 1 
notes of the Clancy 
latest, Isn't l Grand Boys (С 
if you feel like si 


just throw back 
ош and. fire 
Ma 
and les frères Clancy do on a fine 
asorunent of old footstamping, hand- 
clapping hish diuies. 


DINING-DRINKING 


n siruck by the Irish with 
nd grill in the heart of Man- 
lled Chorley Оз (33 West 
Street). "Solid drink and good food 
the motto and the practice. In decor, 
a designers version of what a Third Ave- 
nue bar might have been if it had been 
designed by a designer: 

ay that the atmosphere 
right. There's a drinking 
bar (a stand-up bulfet that i 


а regular dining room. Y 
whose walls are decorated with scenes of 
ng—is ultramas 
culine. ns that women love it 
Your companions, in portrait, are W, C 
Fields and that omnipresent but anony- 
mous movie drunk, Jack . and 
the sermons on the wall include such 
quotes as Fields" “A woman drove me to 
drink. TI be a sonofagun. but T never 
even wrote to thank her." The menu is 
plain food served fancy. Nat 
appetizers include sap 
аз well as soused shrimp, which is what it 
sounds like. Charley O's bean soup is 
like you wish your mother could have 
made, Trencherman fare is the porter 
house steak for two, and the corned beef 
and cabbage is old sod. The 
special, too, such as roast duck 
nuts ог Irish siew with dumplin 
Desserts are standards, except for whis 
п pic, made with Irish whiskey 
nd there's Irish collec, too. Char 
ley O's is not strong on wines, but the 
Imported ales and beers are a blessing. A 


required—Sunday bi 
moon to sundown. It includes such stuft 


Jaguar. 


Tame it’s not. 


r 


This is Jaguar for men. After-shave and 
cologne combined. Men like it, because 
it comes on stronger. Stays on longer. 
Women like it, because it doesn’t smell 
like the stuff they wear. Jaguar. Eight 
mean ounces, trapped in 2 cage. Some- 
body said new Jaguar is the first un- 
civilized scent for the civilized man. 
She's right. 

Eight mean ounces, cage and all, 
$9.00. Other items of Jaguar—Soap-on- 
a-rope, tale and body powder, dcodor- 
ant, lotion-handsomely gift packaged. 
From $2 to $9.00. 


YARDLEY OF LONDON , inc. 


YAROLLY DF LONDON, INC — NEW YORK MAKERS AND OISTRINUIORE U 
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How many of these have you tried? 
jeu 
PILSNER} | SCHOONER 


GOBLET 


tes, 


Is there 
a best glass 
for beer ? 


With some beers maybe the glass doesn’t matter. But when the beer is 
Budweiser . . . well, that’s something special. Just ask our brewmaster. 

"I like a glass with plenty of room," he exclaims while snapping the 
crown off a bottle of Bud. to let that flavor out. “Size is more important 
than shape. A big glass, say one that’ll hold a full bottle, is best." 

A big glass gives Budweiser a chance to show off... lets you pour 
it straight down the middle to get a full collar of foam. (Those tiny 
Budweiser bubbles put on quite a performance. They should. They're 
the only beer bubbles in America that come from the natural carbonation 
of Beechwood Ageing.) 

Another thing about а big glass: it lets you quaff the beer. And who 
wants to sip, sip, sip when the beer tastes as hearty as Budweiser. (Exclu- 
sive Beechwood Ageing gets into the act here, too. It produces a taste, a 
smoothness and a drinkability you'll find in no other beer at any price.) 

So that's about the size of it! Choose any kind of glass you want . . . as 
long as it's big enough to handle the King of Beers. 


it's worth it...it's Budweiser, 


ANHEUSER-BUSCH, INC. + ST. LOUIS « NEWARK = LOS ANGELES « TAMPA ~ HOUSTON 


à Y: d COMING DECEMBER 7! үү X 
,۾‎ Budweiser presents “FRANK SINATRA—A MAN and His Music. PART IL" 
NN W, Tn color.. with guest star Nancy Sinatra. CBS-TV, 9-10 p.m. EST. 
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Fortrel: for the good life. 


E RAXSTERTSDA CIC seas te be racer © Doe Mes thesi Gl Fauve аңнан clam rowel io e 
blend keeps slacks fresh and паше Мес, all doy long. Master Pres permanent press means you won't need an iron 
sr ой even for touch ups "Scotchserd reneller" keeps steins out 

Great styling, Ivy, Dak ar Med. Smart colors to choose fram, Men's sizes с, L, 

28-42 about $7.00- Boys sizes about $6.00. Pick up з few pairs, soon. IELANESE 'ORTREL 


Celanese® Forirel® is a trademark of Fiber Industries, Inc. CONTEMPORARY FASHON FIBER. 


lunch, until well after Tare supper 
darlin’ place, 


MOVIES 


A Funny Thing Happened on the Way to the 
Forum was the funniest Broadway show 
in New York for two seasons. ht was а 
deliberately patchy sort of production 
full of low-comedy routines, as if a road. 
company oul of Rome were doing Aris 
tophanes in Bosnia. The movie, directed 
by Richard Lester, has preserved Zero 
Mostel as the flummoxed fixer, Pscudo- 
lus, a living lesson in how to be hilarious 
though excesive: and Lester has kept the 
tatty texture that endeared the stage 
production. Lester's ane mistake (and in 
a movie so rich with successes, it seems 
ingracious to point it out) Is to insist on 
a Mack Sennett chase by chariot, which 
begins by being a zany collection of in- 
novating gags but ends by being about 
five minutes too long. Otherwise, it's all 
snigely. lustful, thigh-skipping hysteria, 
built on sex, sweat and bowel move- 
ments. Mostel is monumental—a bloated 

ineskin of mad schemes and irrepres- 
tions. a slave intent on finagling 
his freedom via every bad joke reach 
J Ilford, chief slave of the house 
hold, is magnificent, even in drag. as 
he delivers a song called Lovely. Phil 
Ivers. suitably devious as the neighbor 
hood procurer, is burdened with the haz 
ards of his trade—dud virgins апа dud 
eunuchs. And the late Buster Keaton is 
quietly absurd as the man whose c 
were stolen in infancy by pirates, 
who never tires of searching for th 
The cast gives their absolute lowest most. 
especially in the Busby Berkeley—style 
production. number Everybody Ought 
to Have a Maid, greatly assisted by а 
camera with a sense of humor. It's all 
ridiculous and the point of the plot 
that there isn’t one. But as Pseudolus 
rns at the opening curtain: “Morals 
tomorrow, comedy tonight 


lren 
and 
m 


м; 


In Jules Dassin's 10:30 Р. М. Summer, à 
curiously mismatched trio is driving 
through Spain when a local crime of 
passion acts ay the catalyst to push every 
bedy over the edge. Dassin collaborated 
with Marguerite Duras, one of the more 
prolilic of contemporary French writers, 
on his newest film, but this marriage of 
talents isn't any more successful than the 
domestic ménage it describes. The dra- 
matic situation focuses on the hours of 
final crisis in а woman's marriage, But 
Dassin's style is too heavy footed to cope 
with the subtleties of such a theme, and 
the Duras delicacies are trampled out of 
sight. Peter Finch plays the English hus 
id. Melina Mercouri the wile, and 
Romy Schncid. 
Miss Mercouri has brou; 
der along to Spain 


is the other won 
ht Miss Sclui 
s a temptation 


for Finch, hoping the emotional cf 
fect will put a little life imo her mar 
riage. In spite of sensuous photography 
and the formidable sexiness of the wo 
actresses. the film is astonishingly sexless. 
Miss Mercouri spends most of her time 
drinking to relieve her tensions, until 
she sees а murderer crouching on a rain 
swept roof and offers to drive him 
through the police cordon to safety. The 
intensity of the man's love life, impel 
ling him to Kill his wile and her lover 
suggests to Miss Mercouri that she may 
by emotional osmosis resurrect some 
passion for Finch. Such a theme could 
have some validity as а study inthe 
psychology of a desperate, if somewhat 

с. woman, bur in this instance 

sults is а weler of emotion 
of the heyday of 


If it were only a question of the severe 
credibility gap, it might still be possible 
to say a good word for Not with My 
Wife, You Don’t! Maybe the Korean war 
was a lotta laughs. Maybe the Seoul 
ойс c 1 look like а Hong Kong 
brothel. Let's say that the base hospital 
resembled the New York Hilton and 
that it was perfectly commonplace th: 
somebody like Virna Lisi should be 
nurse there. An Italian nurse, to be sure 
And then let's say that Tony Curtis and 
George С. Scott were fighter pilots who 
had nothing better to do th 
over the lady while she, addicted to two 
of everything for reasons known only to 
producer, director and co-author Nor 
man Panama, tries to decide between 
them, “Why are yon both so nice?” she 
asks idiotically, for neither of them is 
the least пісе. But credibility aside. the 
essential trouble with this comedy is that 


a 


it isn't funny; it's just loud and vulgar 


am attractive,” says Galia, "and | 
can sleep with any man I want” Макі 
the thought mother to the deed. the peri 
blonde Parisienne is constantly in the 
sack. Fortunately, Mireille Dare (imas; 
ine Doris Day thin, young and naked) 
the freckle-checked heroine, will come as 
no disappointment to an audience that 
is bound 10 be disappointed with almost 
everything else. For 
to be a French flick in the ancient 
tradition of spiced passion and heated 
emotions that used to be separated into 
illogical pieces by the censors. This time 
the logic is sifted out by the professionals 
themselves. Director Georges Lautner 
just can’t scem to keep his story straight; 
who is doing what to whom and why 
is utterly obscured in the portentous 
shuffle. On one of those uncharacteristic 
evenings when she has her clothes o 
Galia walks by the Seine, spors a drow 
ing woman and plucks her from the 
drink. She is Nicole (Francoise Prevost), 
and she wants to die because her Italian 
husband, Greg—yes, Greg! (Venantino 


alia soon turns out 


100 years — 
behind А 
the times 


® In the face of greatly increased demand for pipes, Kaywoodie simply 
refuses to compromise its quality. We will continue to use only rare, 
aged briar as we have since 1851. We will continue to insist on the 128, 
separate, hand operations needed to bring out the best smoking qualities of 
our briar. Which is why your Kaywoodie always smokes mild and cool. 
Perhaps we are a hundred years behind the times. But any other way and 
it just wouldn't be Kaywoodie. 


Send 25€ for #8-page catalog. Tells how to smoke a pipe; shows Briars, Block Meerschaums from $6.95 
to $2.500, imported Kaywoodie Tobacco, smoking items. Kaywoodie Pipes, Inc., New York 22, Dept, 11 
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So make her cry 
a little 


STUDD AFTER-SHAVE LOTION $3.75/COLOGNE 
FOR MEN $5.00 / DELUXE GIFT SET $8.75 


Studd Division, 1919 Piedmont Rá., N.E., Atlanta, U.S.A. 


Venantini)—will have nothing to do 
with ber (carnally understands) 
Galia persuades Nicole to lay low at her 
place while she skips around to sce how 
Greg is taking his wiles disappearance 
They meet, and Galia forgets to ask 
Next thing she knows. she's off to Venice 
with Greg, bruising her thighs in a gon- 
dola and Feeling just terrible about it. 
She keeps reporting back to Nicole on 
ihe progress of the adventure, which 
leads to abrasive scenes for everybody as 
the bizarre triangle stretches toward hys- 
terminating in murder. But not 
alia has been offered exciting 


one 


teria 
before С 


prospects. for the future. “We'll go 
away,” Greg promises her. "We'll go to 
New Jersey. WI be fantasi He 
doesn't know the half of it. 

. 


Fantastic Voyage marks the first major 
film appearance of Raquel Welch, а lady 
lready widely known as her own best 
press agent; and it must be acknowl 
edged that she does a lot for a latex suit 
Bur even the famastic figure of Miss 
Welch is outclassed by the fantastic voy- 
age of the title, which finds the lovely 
lady and а handful of companions minia- 
turized to the size of microbes and in 
jected into а human blood stream on an 
errand of surgical and patriotic impor 
tanc Naturally, when antibodies attack 
the p: ers of this microscopic blood- 
mobile, it is Miss Welch's body they pre- 
fer. How, you will came such 
pretty people 1o be inside sumebouly's 
kustachian tube? Well, it is the year 
1995 and both the U.S. and “the other 
guys” have perfected а method of reduc- 
ing whole armies to the size of mites. 
Trouble is. the tinv-time is restricted to 
grows 


wonder 


one hour, after which everybody 
up again, Awkward. But a Czech scien- 
ust has discovered a way to prolong 
miniaturization, He hastens to the West 
with this news. The other guys get (o 


him before he can spill his secret and 
leave him with a massive blood clot in 
the brain. Ji is up to Arthur Kennedy, a 
brain surgeon, Miss Welch, his assistant, 
Stephen Boyd, a security agent, Donald 
Pleasence, a physician specializing i 

the circulatory system. and Willis’ 


Redfield. inventor of the bloodmobil 
10 get tiny, get in, get the clot with 
a laser beam and get out within an hour 


Bur there is monkey business in the 
blood strea saboteur aboard the 
bloodmobile, and a shrinking matter of 


minutes to go to reach the clot Squeaky 
adventures take place in the lymph 
glands (rather like Spanish moss) and 
the inner car (а close twin to the Lin- 
coln Tunnel). In the. end, 
ts whapped by a white corpuse 
nk the А. М.А. it didn't happen 
aquel Welch, who survives for the 


the saboteur 


An Ttalian-French co-production, in 
spie of Mel Ferrer in the title rok 


such bilingual w Its lew 
melodrama is typical of most 


"popular" or historical films, a 
mock Victorian stillness of dialog 
the pamter seem more lawyer than 
mystic. Maybe artists just aren't as in 


teresting as their paintings. Among other 
dubious things, there is the inevitable 
sword fight, brought about by a Span- 
ish nobleman who catches Ferrer bussing 
his fiancée in а moonlit Spanish garden 
Of course, our cinematic El Greco is 
hounded by that inevitable accouter 
ment of melodrama, a wily villain, i 


the person of a rival painter named P 
gnatelli, This unappetizing chap plants 
evidence in the painter's 
gest he's been dabbling in the black arts. 
ng upon hi ble 
antentions of the Inquisition. Still. amid 
all the puting 

offer the eye something special—a gener: 
ous tour of Toledo, exteriors and interi- 
nd 


idio to sug. 


thas brin the undesir 


ul pawing, the film does 


ors of grandiose churches, palaces 
medieval streets: although Ros: 
Schiaffino, who plays El Grecos high- 
born imamorata, is not at her best in 
such voluminous dress, the 16th Century 
Spanish cost ithen- 
tic and handsome eyeful. El Greco's 
paintings, including the Burial of Count 


mes contribute an 


Orgaz and his portrait of Cardinal Fer 
nando Nino de Gue provide 


occasional relief from the melodramatic 
ueture: bur it's a liule like pass 
y on horseback. 


ing through an art galle 


The Fortune Cookie is Billy Wilder's 
seventh collaboration with L A. L. Dia 


mond: 
Lemmon 


nd, predicably, it stars Jack 
5 society's sitddest sack. the Lit 
who takes all affronis ui 


tle m ] satu- 


ration, not courage, 
up. Wilder and Lemmon have gouen a 
lot of mileage out of this shtick, but this 
time Lemmon's tank is siphoned almost 
dry by the presence of Walter Matth: 
who plays the part of anorney “W 
lash” Willie Gingrich with. such. h: 
twitching venality that Wilder cannot 
take the camera off him. It may be just 
The mov in Cleveland. 


ispires him то rive 


as well is set 
not the most photogenic of cities, and 
Lemmon spends most of his time in а 
vansistorized wheelchair, cinched up in 
neck braces and surgical girdles—not the 
most promising setting for humor. It 
seems that Harry Hinkle (Lemmon), a 
CBS cumeraman, is covering a night 
game of the Cleveland. E doas 
slammed ass over teakettle when Luther 
Boom Boom" Jackson (Ron Rich) is 
driven. out of bounds, Harry's. brother 
inlaw Willie, smelling 2 fiscal bonanza 
persuades Harry to simu lysis. 
Boom Boom, the most simple-minded 
athlete in the movies since Wallace 
Beery pli d The Champ, dedicates his 
life to helping Harry walk again. Sandy 


ow 


e par 


Guaranteed 

to shave as close 
as ablade or 
your money back! 


Daring? You bet! But we con give 
this guorontee because of our new 
exclusive Micro-Thin shaving screen 
...the world's thinnest. Sets up 
whiskers and then cuts them down— 
gets to their base like o blode does. 
Cuts more beard per stroke than any 
other shaver. 36-blade stainless-steel 
cutters sheor oway behind the screen for 
the fastest action ever. Big "Super-Trim" clip- 
pers groom sideburns, collar zone, moustache. 
Power cleans itself, too. Try o Ronson "400". And 
remember, if it doesn't shave you os close os a 
blode, you get your money back. 


Ronson Corpora! 'codbridae, N.J. 
Also ovailoble in Carada 
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Presenting the 


JADE FAST 


VALETRAY 


The exhilarating 

elegance of Jade East 

in a handsome new setling 

Man's Dresser Valet together with 4 oz. 
bottles of Jade East Cologne and Jade East 
After Shave. $9.00 complete. 


Key ring and Buddha Cuff Link/Tie Tac Set not included. Available at fine stores everywhere. 


Since when 
do you load 
a lighter 
like this? 


Since 
Bentley 


Butane. 
The perfect gift from $4.95. 


Lights for months without refilling ...no wick...no cotton...no 
messy fluid! Just drop in Bentley's Revolutionary Butane Gas 
Cartridge.. easy as refilling a ball point pen. Adjustable flame. em 
Slim fashion styles for men or women, small as a pack of 
matches. Gift boxed from $4.95 to $495.00. Table lighters too! 


BENTLEY. BUTANE 


Bentley Butane Lighter Corp., Опе W. 37th St, N. Y. 18, N. Y. or 36 Yonge St, Toronto, Canada 


(Judi West), Harry's divorced wife, rush 
Cs back from somebody's bedroom in 
New York to reconcile with Harry and 
get her slice of the projected pic. In the 
course of excoriating larceny as a rotten 
way of life but the very stull of comedy 
Wilder hands out freebie credits on all 
sides—to CBS and the Browns, 10 United 
Airlines and even to the Jacuzzi Whirl 
pool Bath. But in the practice of his art, 
the director is less bold. Wilder is always 
afraid that a joke will just lay there un. 
less he helps it out with cinematic still 
eners. When a group of high-powered 
lawyers discuss Whiplash Willie, one 
of them soberly warns, “After you shake 
hands with bim. I suggest you count 
your fingers.” So then in comes. Willic 
shaking hands with the lawyers’ private 
eye, who thereupon (you. guessed it) 
thinks he's lost a finger. Wilder insists 
d of ex 
bility. which he captures so 


tion as if real 


on this 
human fa 
expertly when he's at his best, were not 
funny enough. Is it possible that this 
far along in his career, he still lacks the 
confidence of his own concoctions? 


At last, alter а long, lingering line of 
uneven imitations of the whole James 
Bond-007 thing, comes The Liquidator, 
parody-ir а that hits is mark. Tak- 
ing John Gardner's same-name novel as 
a stepping-oll place, Peter Yeldham has 
d a screenplay full of verbal sur 


hor 
prises, and Jack Cardiff has cosxed. a 
Winning performance out ol Kod. Taylor 


as the liquidator himself. Boysie Oakes 
Taylor, broad of shoulder. cr of face, 
looks like he could ourConnery Co 


nery—except for one embarrassing acr: 


Bowie simply can't bear to shoot any 
body. But rhe British Secret Service feeds 
him fancy apartments and. Aston Martins 
and money and fer 
ship until Boysie is obliged by greed to 
play the killer they are convinced he is 
Once, back in the War, Boysie inadvert 
ently saved the lile of a British under 
nt (Trevor Howard) in Paris 


ine companion 


cover 
Years kuer, still impresed by Boy 
marksmanship, Howard searches him 
out and makes him a proposition. The 
i black eye be 


Secret Service is genin 
cause of people in top security jobs de 


fecting to the Soviet Union. So. Wilfrid 
Hyde-White, Number One in the Service 
and Howard. Number Two. decide on 


this very filthy to save their jobs 


When they Тее a pigeon is about to fy 


him dor liquidation. I's 


pled. But, as 


wing. unprinc 
the impeccable Hyde White: observes 
“They've got us by the short and curlies, 
lad." When Boysie gets an азм 


he just goes out and hires an 110 
do it for him, Becomingly involved in 
all this politely sordid business is [ill St 
John, Howard's secretary, for whom 
Boysic conceives an carnest affection. 
When the two skip oll to. Monte Carlo 
illicit weekend, they become en 


for a 


tangled with some rather li 
fiom the other 
Akim Tamiroll, es and. David 
Tomlinson. And Boysie is just stupid 
enough to keep everything thoroughly 
confused right through to the jer 
powered conclusion, With a theme song 
delivered like a threat by Shirley (Gold- 
Jinger theme) Bassey, beginning and end 
titles as witty as the film itself, and a 
sense of immoral fun a hair over the 
edge of the preposterous, The Liquida- 
for is à knockout of а movie. 


Claude Lelouch takes almost all the 
«сай for А Man and о Wemen- story 
d direction, adaptation 1 dialog. 
, even a ad 
wes, for his movie 
al and technically ex- 
not a taxing al 
he a racing d 
she a film editor, both widowed, meet at 
the school their children attend. They 
I in love, love almost triumphs. the 
memory of her first husband causes the 
woman's love to falter, the 
recon A simple plot z 
ach's telling, we know we are seeing а 
movie and not a play adapted ıo the film 
medium. When the wom and her 
daughter are on the guai at Deauville, 
the colors are pure and delicate. When 
the man and his son drive а car on the 
h, they turn der, copper cast 
In the al love, the color 


is visually 
citing. The story 
man and a wom: 


а harsh, naked light taking over from 
the rich, peachepink glow of love at 
tempted. The performances of Anouk 
and Jean-Louis Tri 
rmly convincing—never more so t 
when these two attractive people are 
clearly improvising their dialog. i 
mée insists that editing is mor 
ing than acting, and that Trint 
handsome enough to be an actor. It is 
Il, of course, intensely self-conscious, 
and sometimes cute, a great showing oll. 
Bur everybody involved, and most es 
cially Claude Lelouch, ha deal 
10 show. 


The main business of Texes Across the 
River is to keep the Dean М 
tin and Joey Bishop while they wade 
boffola humor; and if you ever wo 
ered what a “vchide” is, this is in 
nehow or other, Alain Delon has to 
mo Texas over the Louisiana 
Seems he's a Sp: 
dvertently, has butted his fi 
former boyfriend over a balcony, and 
the boyfriend's boyfriends are after hir 
Delon is a hankie-tlouncing popinja 
fond of embracing people in the Conti- 
nenial manner. TI kes De 
tin, a simple cowpoke, and Jocy Bishop, 
a simple cowpoke's trusted Indian s 
kick, as unus vis a 
crack shot and, in cow poke 
and sidekick have to get across miles and 


эссе» 


35mm single lens reflex camera, Why? 
Because it has an exposure meter behind 
the lens. And it's a true spot meter. And 
has fully interchangeable lenses. 

And it is remarkably priced under $160. 
Need more reasons? 


See your photo 
dealer or write for 
28 page folder. 


morketed exclusively by 
Ponder & Best: 

New Yerk/Chicogo/Los Angeles 
Write to Dept. PY 

11201 West Pico Boulevor 
Los Angeles, Colifornia 90064 


'a/ sekor TL is today's hottest new 


doggone great way to travel 


Trav4-Bar,. - 
B different models 
and sizes, available 
at fine stores 
everywhere from 
$12.95 10 $35.00. 


THE ORIGINAL. 


TRAV -L-BAR 


with your pet potables 
tucked inside your 

trusty Trav-L-Bar! Suave 
and discreet on the 
outside, Trav-L-Bar looks 
like fine luggage when 
it's closed. 
But when you're ready to 
open up. Trzv.L- Bar 
turns into a spirited 
companion. always ready 
to provide your favorite 
refreshments wherever 
and whenever you like. 


BY EVER-WEAR, INC. 


dec a. INDIANA - CHICAGI 


A. 00018 


"ui ha jamas 
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Where he 
aan isk 


You'll find more action .. . more of everything at the Stardust. Spend an hour and forty 

five minutes at our lavish and spectacular Lido Revue, Then, catch entertainers like 

the Kim Sisters, Esquivel and other great acts in the Stardust Lounge. They’re on 

from dusk 'til dawn! Have a gourmet's delight in AKU AKU, our world-famous Polyne- 

sian restaurant. Swim. Sun. Tan. Play golf at our 

championship course, Yes, GO. .. to your travel 

agent. Make a reservation for excitement! Or, 

write Reservations Director, Suite 109. Economy 

minded? See our “Heavenly Holidays” brochure. HOTEL & GOLF CLUB, LAS VEGAS, NEVADA 
PLUS 500 OELUXE ROOMS ANO SUITES 


1,000 LUXURY ROOMS AT $8 - $10. 


کڪ 


set for the double life 


The Playboy Sweater, two 
great looks. Continental with 
its matching turtle-neck bib; 
or as a leisure-loving V-neck 
classic. Flat knit, finest pure 

>» zephyr wool in navy, wine, 
gold or forest green; 
S, M, L, XL sizes. 
Rabbit stitched 

as a subtle 

insignia. The plus: 
a snap-shut storage 
bag. $30 ppd. 


Shall we encluse a gift card 
in your name? Send check or 
money order to: PLAYBOY 
PRODUCTS, 914 N. Michigan 
Ave., Chicago, Ш, 6001. 
Playboy Club credit 
keyholders may charge 


to their keys. 


A 


miles of hostile Comanche territory. 
take Delon along as shotgun. The 
ards on their trek include a marauding 
hand of tattered Comanches who speak 
in bad sh subtitles and feature a 
chief who is despairingly trying to teach 
his son the chief business, There are also 
iwo stacked ladies (Rosemary For 
i quand) who mix up their 

d, in the end, mis it up to 
wrestling 

match: there is even a troop of cav 
that performs all its 
the same garbled com 
¢ is no real ра 
lings, except to p 
for Joey Bishop. 
n arid stretch of re 


fast, 
sure, that moment of impecca 
which Dean Martin, mounting 
is shot with an arrow, squarely 
right check, the one down south, The 
arrow quivers there, Martin slowly turn- 
is goggling eyes 10 the 
as the audience pre: 
savors the high wit and style involved 


A double bill now on the art-house 


Good Times, Wonderful Times, antiwar 
polemic produced and directed by Lio- 
e] Rogosi 

сасу 


The Rogosin film delivers 
ping from the 
contemporary cockta 


sreels of. partic 


party lo w 
horror. A silly 
is necessary to 


scene is the Warsaw ghetto, or 
is shullling out of boscos at a 
пр. Somebody 
and the next 
after the 

faces 


pin} 
d. mother, 
of this technique is under 
because the 
were chose 
lide 


ilities as 


our s 


possible. The hardest. sequences 
pe 


Adolf. Hit! 
Ger 


е are those ol 
vading his charisn 
youths. The shouted 
thousands, the long futte 
and bunting, the glitter of Mercedes 
limon ing down flowerstrewn 
se fascination about 
Hitler Juzend drills, as 

„а gut 
kgroumd score sets a tone 
d frenzy. Is not for the lig! 
or is Joseph Kilian, ho 
is suffused in а wash of black humor 
that, until recently, the West doubted 
could ever emerge from state-conuiolled 


1 
As the 


ё 


1017 


Here's another kind of liquid refreshmen 
most people would enjoy this Christmas. 


4711 is a refreshant cologne. ої tingling, invigorating sensation been a well-quarded secret ever 
The kind you splash on after ihe that feels awfully good. Since. (Without giving too much 
bath. Or shower. Or really anytime And 4711 is made quite differ- away, we cantellyou it's mellowed 


you need a quick pick-me-up. ently, too. А Car- for a long, long time іп oak casks. 
It's certainly a most thought- — thusian monk Like rare vintage wine.) 

ful gift to give at Christmas. «^ p gave us the for- Incidentally 4711 works just as 

Since this is the season \ са тиа Баскіп beautifully after the holiday festiv- 


1792, andit's ities have fizzled out. It's the kind 
of liquid refreshment most people 
would enjoy all year ‘round. In 
fact, a lot of people couldn't get 
through a day 
without it. 


everyone wants to be in the 1 
best of spirits. Cheering, 
dancing and so forth. 
4711 is different from 
other colognes. It's not 
the perfumed kind.That's 
why you can lavish it on. 
What it hes, is a subtle 


Made, bottled and sealed in 
Cologne~the city of 477. 


‘Sole Distributor: Colonia, Ine, 41 East 4200 St. New Yers, N. ¥. 10017. 
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Tear it out... 
Leave it where 
it will do you 


‘the most good.: 


Verve’s first 
annual 


: Christmas 


shopping 


‘list 


[J Hoochie Cooch Man 
Jimmy Smith 
V/V6-8667 

Ella at Duke’s Place 
Ella Fitzgerald & 
Duke Ellington 
V/V6-4070 
Getz/Gilberto #2 
Stan Getz & 

Joao Gilberto 
V/V6-8623 

Tequila 

Wes Montgomery 
V/V6-8653 

El Sonido Nuevo 

Cal Tjader V/V6-8651 
Look To The Rainbow 
Astrud Gilberto & 

Gil Evans V/V6-8643 
Intermodulation 

Bill Evans & Jim Hall 
V/V6-8655 

Blue Pyramid 
Johnny Hodges & 
Wild Bill Davis 
V/V6-8635 

Basie's Beatle Ba 
Count Basie V/V6-8659 
Stride Right 

Johnny Hodges & 
Earl "Fatha" Hines 
V/V6-8647 


Be sure each cover 


ү; bears this trademark 


is Where it's at 


Verve Records is a division of 
Metro-Golawyn-Mayer Inc. 


cinema. The op 
self. An empt 
ague, deep in shadow. is bisected by 
lian beam of sunlight. From left to 
right a class of little children with teach- 
ers pases. Immediately, Irom right 10 
left, a platoon of soldiers marches by 
And then, from left to right ар; 
neral cortege traverses the sunh 
passes off screen, leaving behind a yo 
who wanders toward the cam- 
state-run shop in t 
business of lending cas, and on a whim, 
he rents one for the day. The cat turns 
out to be of little interest to him, so he 
i jı it next morning, but the 
iymore. And here I 
t of the film, 
young man, cat tucked. in his briefcase, 
attempts to give the animal back ıo the 
siate. Down endless corridors of govern- 
he wudges, identity card ar the 
ready, in search of relief that no bureau 
is equipped or inclined to give. He ends, 
of course, by keeping the cat. Зо, sug- 
ek, does everybody. Set 
blunt repudiation of 
the satus quo, this statement of despair 
illusirztes one of the root differences be- 
tween East and West and, though decid 
edly the bener film, suggests that, in 
hope at least, the West still has the edge. 


а tiny mas- 
ntersec 


Wolk in the Shadow, a 1962 British film 
that has belatedly reached these shores, is 
n unusually good example of The 
Problem Picture. Whats the problem? 
Are those whose religious beliefs forbid 
medical techniques guilty when 
е beliefs result in medically avoid- 
th? Should the law give parents 
ht 10 deny medical ance to à 
re that refusal must be fatal to 
Since the victim in this case 


is a very attractive girl of eight, the view- 
ighted. 


«уэ sympathies arc likely to be w 
at the outset against the p 
ticular, the religious father. What m. 
the story of her death and the fuher's 
ubsequent. trial for manslaughter so sat- 
fying as a film is the c awkish 

is told. Writ- 
1 John McCormic 
film with solid charac- 
dialog. Beyond the 
issue of the father’s guilt or innocence, 
his dilemma of conscience places him at 
the seavifying center of a larger hum: 
dilemma. As one character puts it, wh 
the point in а set of beliefs if 
out those that prove inconve 
rick McGoohan plays the oui 
tor with no histrionies and Michael 
Craig plays the suicken father with no 
stickiness. A conscientious study of the 
human conscienc 


ows 
nt? Pat- 
ped. doc- 


In the lare ‘Thirties, you could hardly 


hout seci a musi- 


ко to the movies 
short, 15 or so mimutes of the best 
ids of the day swinging away. The 


camerawork was uniformly bad—all 


those guys in the trombone sei 
g up and i their horns 
pout, the pi seen by 

the raised top of the piano—but th 
sic was pretty groovy. There wa 
straight dose of it, a lot of teeth sl 
ad then the fea 
Blues for lovers, 
ance of 
. makes us wonder 


Charles i 
why we couldn't have the old day 
again. Its a movie that should 
body who is mov 


sharles—he and 
tra and the Raclets (the prabbiest group 
of оооссе singers ever formed) are 
ught in a number of concert appe 
and it is very good мш, inde 
he old camera angles still prevail: i 
a cameraman has yet discovered. how to 
project the pleasure i es in 
n't working 
on this film. But the songs include Let 
the Good Times Roll, Talking About 
You, What'd 1 Say, Unchain My Heart 
and / Gor а Woman. The phony story 
by director Paul Henreid and Burton 
Wohl, full of sobs and he 
cheap companion to the 

harles, who is perlectly compet 


plays the single so а 
blind English boy (“The blind kid— 
when he talks to you, 
thing tough and 
source of instruction for the child 
protective, widowed mother, and the 
source of employment for the mother's 
lover, a compos God 
save the mark 
the kid, while i 


news comes, out of 
thing is all right. It’s good to sce Ray 
Charles in а movie, but 15 minutes of 


il War cate 
ket he could 
only have bought on Carnaby Street. is 
p about cows in the office of the 
Confederate Secretary of War, while be- 
hind him, through an enormous picture 
looms a di of Richmond 
in 1865. Of to the side, in 
Mec officer's uniform. 
rk sneers and snarls and 
fo 
im Alvorer Kelly, а 
lucination concoct 
ed out of a real eve the Civi 
War, wherein Confederate troops 
jacked 5000 head of cattle from a 1 


henti 


lief 
Old South. What w 
time between two 
puth, Victo 
and Widmark busy 


There are credit cards 

that are ideal for the fairest 
sex for charging bird seed, 
diapers, butter and eggs, 
bobbi pins, thumbtacks, 
curtain rods, toothpaste, 
light bulbs, dog doctors, 
birthday cakes, 
permanent waves, 
aspirin and geranium: 


Diners Club welcomes the rash of new vast Sheraton chain), 
credit cards now available to consumers more varied services 
throughout the country. It's about time than any other credit 
that local charge facilities were expanded. card ever created. 
After all, les girls have so much local shop- One more impor- 
ping to do, why shouldn't they enjoy the tant feature of 
convenience of reasonable credit? Diners Club: your ИБ? 
.. Of course, just as important as credit receipt provides you dana Торт 
rds designed for the, distafî side is the with а complete rec ص‎ 
d that does the man’s job ...a Diners ord for business anı 
Bu сл ко кш боло ос 1234 5678 9 Nov 
things to all people. That's why а carry only one credit GEORGE THOMAS WORTHINGTO 
ers Club card is fundamentally the card card. You receive deis 
he business and travel community... only one monthly ` 
man on the move ”. NATL Magn oss eats ы 
ub, originator of the world- for all your charges 
card, offers this man who So let Hm play! 


RES. ADDRESS 
Prone Renthome Own home Years at present address 
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the shoes are by Verde 


UNUSUALLY DISTINCTIVE FOOTWEAR FOR MER. TWELVE @ TO THIRTY-FIVE DOLLARS — VERDE — RROCKTON, MASSACHUSETTS 02402 


© 1966 Truval Shirt Co., Inc., 350 Fifth Ave., New York 


Wants You! 


If you belong to the button-down set, you belong in Career Club. 

Specifically, in Сагссг Club shirts of finc cotton oxford, taper-tailored. 

Take note of the new wide spaced stripes—a much discussed development. 

gimental flap pocket. The yellow shade is particularly 

TT eMective. But don't get carried away until you see all 15 pastel variations. 
жүз Make tracks to your Truval dealer—only $5.00. 


Career Club ТОГ shirts 


* d Г Ditto the authentic г 
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When the president 
of London Fog takes a trip, 
he never takes a raincoat. 


Our president takes trips, but he never takes a rain- 
coat. Or an overcoat. Or a top coat. 

All he takes is his Maincoat: 

And he has nobody to thank but himself. The Main- 
coat was his idea. 

It came to him 13 years ago when he thought that 
people might like to have a water-repellent coat they 
could wear in the sun. 

Sohebeganto makethe Maincoat with an exclusive, 
water-repellent fabric you could wash and wear and he 
could weave into all sorts of colors and patterns. 

And he tailored the Maincoat to fit people, not de- 
partment store dummies. 

He made some with luxurious liners you could zip 
in for winter and out for spring. 

And every Maincoat he made, he made uL 

This way, he thought, people 
would be proud to wear the 
Maincoat everywhere, under any 
conditions. Rain or no rain. 

And he was right. 

Come to think of it, he 
usually is. Maybe that’s why 
he’s president. 


The Maincoat _ 
E epeari ad er rN a Е раен, by London Fog 
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hiver 
ne 


We sailed the seven seas to 
bring you this swashbuckling 
new scent. What else could we 
call it? SEVEN SEAS. 


brisk and buoyant cologne — 
cool-as-the-ocean after shave lotion 
all-purpose tale 

deodorant shower bar soap. 


©1065 Seven Seas Division — Fabergé Inc. 


pushed that old woman down the stairs 
carly in his career), the city would un 
doubtedly have starved to death had the 
pair been around at the time. Still, Rich- 
mond under siege never looked better 
Janice Rule has to sell all her gilt- 
trimmed armoires and grand pianos to 
buy Paris gowns, yet there's not a patch 
on her low«lécollerage watered silk. Con- 
sidering the ease with which this society 
lady falls into bed, it's a wonder she had 
to part with so much as a single anti- 
macassar. The only accomplishments reg. 
istered in Alvarez Kelly are those of 
Patrick O'Neal as a foppish Union of 
nd some 5000 cows. driven. end- 
pera until you wonder 
how they cin still walk. And there is опе 
cent cattle charge that is almost 
worth the price of admission. The best 
shot of William Holden is the one at 
the end. where he occupies the whole 
wide screen long enough to grin and 
ride away. It signifies that Alvarez Kelly 
is over. 


Dead Hear on а Merry-Go-Round is auto: 
matically a movie worth seeing because it 
allots a juicy role to Severn Darden, 
an alumnus of Chicago's Second City 
troupe less celebrated than Alan. Arkin 
or Barbara Harris but more highly ad 
mired among aficionados for his con 
bent. It would be unfair to. James Co- 
burn, who stars, to say that Darden 
steals the movie. Coburn plays a de- 
lightfully resourceful man of all 
Ч faces, 
nizes complicated plots for the sheer 


n inspired con а 


fun of it. But when Darden is on cam. 
cra, as а cohort of Coburn and Aldo 
in an elaborate scheme to rob a 


bank with the unwitting assist of the 
visiting Soviet premier, it is Severn 
who holds our eye. Pale and sweaty, 
licking his lips in nervous apprehension 
as the single gutless member of the com- 
h his relati 


пе, Darden runs away w 
ly small part of the plot. АШ the rest is 
comered by Coburn, whose simian charm 
renders women helpless, and whose 
casual impersonations hoodwink the 
most sagacious defenders of law and or- 
der. It may be that writer-director Ber- 
nard Girard means us to suspect that his 
hero feels some slight remorse over put- 
ting the innocent girl he marries (Camil- 
la Spars) to the service of his nefarious 
plot, but Coburn is far тоо involved in 
admiring the complexities of his own 
mind to linger long over sentiment. The 
tension and excitement of the heist 
in operation are superbly maintained 

ainst the background of Los Angeles’ 
International Airport. An especially ine 
performance is logged by Robert Web 
ber, who plays a State Department chief 
of sceurity with crisp precision, When he 
learns that the single security leak in 
plans for the. Russian. premier's arrival 
is his own fault, his regular featured, 


self-righteous, all-American State De 
partment face. crumbles—gradually but 
completely. And it’s only the funniest 
moment in a very funny movie. 


The Appolooso, inclirectly the tale of a 
beautiful horse and what it represents 
to а couple of pigheaded men, is an am 
bitious failure. Marlon Brando, here as a 
bone-weary buffalo hunter called. Matt, 
is incapable of a dull performance; An- 
janette Comer, fresh from her role as а 
pasty-faced necrophiliac in The Loved 
One, plays Trini, the dusky mistress of a 
Mexican bandido; and John Saxon makes 
a startlingly virile appearance as Chuy 
Medina, mustachioed outlaw jefe of mes 
quite country. Brando's Matt is a man ol 
mple virtue. H a vicious Mexican crosses 
the border чо humiliate him, thats 
bearable; but if the fellow steals. the 
horse on which he pins all his hopes to 
stud forth а horse ranch, that's some- 
thing else again. So Matt sets out, in 
sombrero and scrape, speaking pidgin 
English meant to represent. Spanish, to 
get simple justice in Coatlán, Chuy's 
headquarters. En route, Brando can stick 
his thumb in a jar of pulque and gulp it 
down, flics and atl; he can lose ar Indian 
wresiling and suffer the sting of a lethal 
scorpion. without wholly expiring: he 
can endow the character he plays with 
gr 


at strength and. dignity—but he can- 
not altogether lift this movie out of the 
excesses imposed. on it by circumstances 
and by the director, Sidney J. Furie, in 


his frst 


Ame: etori. There ix, of 
course, the absurdity of all those Mexi- 
cans in Mexico speaking English to one 

nother like so many José Jimeñezes. 
What will not wash is the bag of wicks 
upended here by Furie, who directed 
The Iperess File and The Leather Boys 
in England with a lot less selfasertive 
pizzazz. Furie is successful at creating an 
atmosphere of heat, cow paddies and 
chili peppers, but did he have to shoot 
all those scenes through keyholes, liquor 
bottles or somebody's spur? It's as if the 
director. were constantly saying, Look, 
look how good I am. But we knew that 
already. 


Despite some excellent landscape pho- 
raphy, Hawaiï, the film version of 
James A. Michener's fat best seller, is 
tedious, not so much because it is long 
(with intermission, over three hours) but 
because the central characters arc carica- 
tures, Max von Sydow, the hero of some 
of Ingmar Bergman's: gloomy master 
pieces, plays а New England missionary 
whose singleminded ‘fundamentalism 
leaves no room for understanding hu- 
man beings. much less being human. By 
contrast, Richard Harris as a whaling 
captain might seem endearing except for 
his habit of swinging his fist at the hint 
obstacle. The film makes an effort 
story of Hawaii in terms of 
struggle between 


the moral.economic 


These are sweaters of such elegance that we call them “Country Squires.” 


They are the right sweaters for campus demonstrations, wheeling to the pizza place. dragging the 


parking lot, and other scholarly enterprises, Exceptionally rich, soft hand, great colors. Frank 
Gifford has on a crewneck pullover of luxurious imported shetland, about $15, On the hand 
bars is Dave Marr, wearing the regal, good-looking v-neck fine gauge lambswool, about $1 
Timmy Brown, at the back of the cyele, is in the smart cable v of 100% worsted wool, about $ 
These three grand styles, as well as saddle shoulder and cardigan styles that carry the “Country 


label, come in the right colors, The one for you is waiting in the store, if you go now. 


Make up 
. for what he 
my may have 
| been missing 
. al[ year... 


Sive PSAUBOY for Christmas 


PLAYBOY FOR EASY GIFT GIVING. It's the year- 
long present that makes you look better the more 
he reads it. Expansive, exciting—yet inexpensive 
—PLAYBOY is richly laden with the best in fiction, 
nonfiction e interviews that punch and probe ~ 
blunt-edged opinion. If he enjoys food, drink and 
fashion, PLAYBOY serves up the best. For a good 
laugh, there's humor from PLAYBOY's carnival of 
mirth makers. "In" tips on travel, entertainment, 
jazz, too. And of course . . . 


THE MOST BEAUTIFUL GIRLS IN THE WIDE WORLD. 
And by the magnificent dozen. Unfolding in gate- 
fold glamor throughout his gift year. Giving him 
many months to look forward to and thank you for. 
Each as lush as Allison Parks, PLAYBOY's current 
Playmate of the Year, shown at the left. 


THE FINISHING TOUCH. 
Your gift is handsomely an- 
nounced by the designer 
card you see here. Lovely 
Allison whispers your merry 
message. And we sign the 
card as you wish or send it 
on to you for more personal 
presentation. 


LOOK AT HIS PRESENT. Your gift starts with the 
big $1.25 January Holiday Issue scheduled to ar- 
rive just before Christmas and keeps your friends 
in proper good spirits through the double-sized 
December issue (also $1.25). 


AND HIS FUTURE: 

© pictorial uncoverage of rare beauty 

I wise ways to riches by J. Paul Getty 

H critical self-portraits drawn from the famous 
and the infamous in sensitive interviews 

ВЮ cartoonery from the pens of Silverstein, Gahan 
Wilson, Erich Sokol; more misadventures of Little 
Annie Fanny 

© literary giants, writers like Garson Kanin, 
MacKinlay Kontor, Bernard Wolfe, Mortimer Adler, 
Harry Golden—to name only a few. 


ONCE-IN-A-YEAR GIFT RATES. Only $8 for your 
first one-year gift (save $2.00 over the newsstand 
price). Just $6 for each additional one-year gift 
(save $4.00). CONVENIENCE. Just fill in and mail 
the attached postage-free envelope. Your 
shopping is done. CREDIT PRIVILEGE. Pay nothing 
until after January 1. We'll bill you. Or—pay 
now. No bill at alll 


FIRST PLAYBOY® 919 North Michigan Ave., Сһіссдо, Ill, 60611 


ONE-YEAR GIFT $8 aee te; 


(Save $2.00 Over поте НХ ESSE 


Newsstand Price) cadres 


` EACH ADD'L pu 
ONE-YEAR GIFT $6 S Ob trom zx 
(Save $4.00 nome x 
Over Newsstand Price) танец 


chy 


gift cord from: "L 


please priat) 


MY NAME A 


address 


- cit store zi 
piense orinri y- == ee eal: 


Please complete: 
СЗ ENTER OR LÎ RENEW my own subscription. 
(Renewals begin when present subscriplian expires.) 
т СТАИ gifts оге new subscriptions. 
Some gifts оге renewals N13 
E Total subscriptions ordered 
5 encloses, C] Bill me later 


Enter additional subscriptions on %ерого!е poper. 


PLAYBOY 


THE ORIGINAL! 
THE AUTHENTIC! 


е -vents. [DAE ‘Sized® 
combed cotton knit. White, 
Black, Jet Blue, Olive, Gold! 
S-M-L. XL in White only. 


Short and T to hug the 
[р Reinforced side-vents. 

Combed cotton broadcloth. 
White, Blue and Plaids, 28-40 


100% DuPont stretch nylon. 
S-M-L-XL. $1.50 4 


nd whalers in 
the natives 
course, in the middle. Julie Andrews 
New England maiden who ma 
Von Sydow and tries to induce him 
to see the islanders as people rather than 
as so many tallies on his missionary score 
card. Back in New England. she had 
n understanding with whaler Harris 
i to give his 
sex-staryed crew a night of shore leave 
mong the bare-bosomed native girls, he 
is shocked to find his light of love now 

n "s wile, He asks her to come 
back to Boston. She says no, and that 
that, Not all of the incidents are so lack- 
ing in suspense: some are quite agoniz- 
ing, particularly Von Sydow's midwifery 
during the breech birth of his first son, а 
sequence that may send all nonobst 
ans right out of the the 
ves look variously noble, 
or handsome, but no attempt is m 
capture their confusions or passions. 
This is a common characteristic of ас 
breed of movie known as the spectacle, 
but Hawaii Tacks the splendid vulg: 
of the be 
De Mille epic 


Günter Grass s 
recent. Germ: story with 
Uwe Johnson. another major figure 
Germany's literary. renaissance, focu 
instead on the humdrum. In Two Views 
(Harcourt, Brace & World), he bangs 
sehr langsum on the familiar theme of 
sarcosed lover ted by condi- 
101: Romeo and 
пысай 
ympathy for his lovers’ 
mured piteous oyerthrows,” he 
amns them both with faint prose. 
Young Herr Dietbert, a shallow West 
German photographer who has nervous 
tremors just asking a girl to dance, main- 
ins his self-image as a suave and soul- 
ful Romeo by romamicizing his enforced 
separation from his beloved whars-her- 
ne. Nuse Beate, the East Berlin 
t of dispirits with whom he had 
cowardly brief Before The 
Wall, retains only а vagu 
something gone, as if Dicibert were 
sweater she took off five minutes ago. 
And both of them, in their alternating 
chapters, are so quarierhearted in their 
attempts to join cach other in West Ber- 
lin that even should their two hearts 
beat as one, it would still add up to а 
halfhearted. айайт. Their love survives 
only as long as separation allow 
excuse their emptiness. Reunited 
the lovers are confronted with their mu- 
tual indifference. Johnson, an East Ger 
man refugee himself, seems to say that 
both East and West Germany need the 
wall to maintain their fantasies of each 
other and of themselves, But even if the 
point is valid, Johnson blunts it on his 


drum. 
in 


characters soon 
yawns right back. 


louis Nizer, who has represented 
many celebrities in celebrated. cases 
(some of them recounted in his previous 
best seller. My Life in Court). tells in 
з new book. The Jury Returns (Double- 
. of four cases—involving murder, 
divorce, bribery and lihel—where fun- 
nemtal principles of decency and 
morality were at stake. One is the highly 
publicized Paul Crump case. Crump. a 
young Negro convicted of murder and 
tenced to electrocution, sought to 
have his punishment commuted to life 
imprisonment on the unprecedented 
ground that, during the nine years his 
ase was being appealed, he had been 
rehabilitated as а human being. The 
other cases indude: the libel suit 
brought by radio performer John Henry 
Faulk against those who blacklisted him 
по six years of unemployment with 
charges of "procommunism": a little- 
nown divorce case juxtaposi 
legality апа morality in a husband-wife 
relationship: and a bribery charge 
brought by the U. S. Government agai 
a prominent businessman which, even 
charitably viewed. seemed to be a m. 
ter of cynical harassment. Courtroom 
drama, of course. is virtually failure- 
proof, and Nizer marshals masses of 
background data and facts without let- 
ting his narrative Hag. With the eye of 
man trained lyze character, he 
etches а sizable gallery of human bi 
and further enhances his tales with 
hehind-the-scenes revelations of how 
trial lawyers work, and how they feel 
about their work. Our verdict: a most 
lable and enlightening book. 


In Our Children Are Dying (Viking). Nat 
еме plays Boswell to Elliot Shapiro, 
the principal of a Harlem clementary 
school. Shapiro. part Socrates and part 
Mr. Chips, is loved by everybody except 
the Board of Education. When Shapiro 
placed an ad in a daily newspaper calling 
the publics attention to rats, sagging 
walls and leaking roofs at P.S. 119. 
sistant superintendent demanded. 
“Why didn't you go through ch 
By not going through channels, Shapiro 
succeeded in деп new school fo 
nci; 
the parents that he and his staff were the 
communiy's allies. He encourages his 
teachers to join the parems in their bat- 
th slumlords, welfare age 
other predators. Inside the school 
piro winders the corridors. dispeusir 
sympathy, cheering up teachers and cud. 
dling children, He is an enemy of “de 
personalization. “which puts numbers û 
children and binds them to the system, 
“A school isn't worth much unless the 
principal knows every child by name,” 
Shapiro says. [t is Hentolf's. contention 


"s. 


i “We'll have a Hennessy i 
Very Superior Old Pale ҝ 
Reserve Cognac, 
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SUPER; 8mm color 


movies now easier than 


snapshots... 


with the only 
instant load movie 
camera that fits 
into your pocket. 


FUJICA 


INSTANT LOAD 


You slip it out of \, 
your pocket. Drop in Àe 
the cartridge...aim and 
shoot. Nothing else to do! 
No more fumbling with film, ۹ 
югал; поната Nol ae 
settings to make, Push button electric 
power takes care of everything and 
the electric eye sets the right exposure 
all by itself. 

Thats not all. Only Fujica, among 
the new instant load movie cameras has 
an exclusive feature that gives the pro- 
fessional touch to your movies. A built-in 
pressure plate that keeps the film per- 
fectly flat against the lens. You have 
nothing to do with it...but it auto- 
matically gives you the sharpest, bright- 
est show you've ever seen on the new 

5 Single-8 or Super 8 
projectors. 

Prices for thc 

Fujica Instant Load 

Single-8 Movie 

Cameras start at 

less than $80 and a 

five minute demon- 

stration at your 

camera store is all you'll ever 

need . .. or send for FREE color 

booklet today. 


ТШ» РОИ PHOTO FILM U.S.A., INC. 
U.S, Distributor: 


. A-7. Garden City. N.Y 
In Canada: К. & Н. Products, Ltd. 


= 


that Sh 


piro's “concepts of educati 
pplied in slum schools throughout the 
county, could save many more children 
—и now." But his book makes it clear 
that the concep 
man of Shapiro's r 


them shape and substance. Certainly at 
P.S. 119 irs the principal that matters. 
Keeping track of the output of the pro- 


digiously prolific Nat Немой is an occu- 
pation in itself. Next manth he comes to 
the publishing lore yet again as editor of 
The Essays of A. J. Muste (Bobbs Merrill). 
Мике, of course, is the patriarch of 
America’s pacifists, and ravuoy regular 
Hemolf put his lile story between cud- 
boards а couple of seasons back under 
the tile Peace Agitator. 


Mou, the hero of Willard 
tus’ first novel, Mott the Hoople (Mc 
Graw-Hill), is a fat Jew who refuses to 
wear anybody's Label, insists on being his 
own man and, through a series of comic 
misadventures, discovers just who that 
He refuses to go into the Army, 
nd goes to jail instead 


bas he pens a note 
rellecting his attitude toward society 
“You ask, what's prison like? . . . It's a 


lot like working for General Motors ог 
the Teamsters Union or Hadassah. To 
get by, you've got to take orders, act 
Duy, and swallow a lot of shit 
wages an uphill fight a 
cial forces that bind 
working the resor card shark when 
he falls in love big hunk of rich 
girl. Ја а wild tale that stans fast and 
picks up in pace as it moves along, he 
follows her from casino 10 campus. gets 
involved with carnivals aud departim 
store TV detection, makes love to both a 
midget beauty and his beloved's mother, 
journeys South with a Negro painter 
and locks horns with a fundamentalist 
preaching phony. Моц sees himself as a 
Major Hoople of Our Boarding House 
comicstrip fame, a classic bumbler with 
a ready protest on his lips—"Dash it all, 
kak-kafl! Ghub-glub! And 
fears that his is a Hoople de 
Hooples of this world make the whole 
game possible, Christmas Clubs especial- 
ly. politics, advertising agencies, pay t 
les, even Popes and mystery novels. 
Wilkud Manus is no Hoople; he is an 
original talent, а good humor n 

as wrought a very winning comic novel, 


When а book is written with as much 
it, scholarship and discri ion as 
The Greet Leop (Harper & Row), it seems 
а pity to find any fault v 
Even the fact that the w 

sogs with journali 


sionally 


dable aud full of sharp obser- 
and well-selected illustrations. 
most such. volumes shovel out in 
te helpings of “research,” rep: 


resenting the thoughis of divers men 
and women who may or may not hı 
said anything worth recording, 
John Brooks s us along with 
hundreds of hard facts about dozens of 
[acis of American lile in the p 
tion. his own shrewd judgmen 
tions 


. predic 
nicl assessments, bolstered often by 
quotations and statistics so happily sc 


lected as to 


ing a leap or a bound ol 
surprise. АШ the same, there is something 
disippointingly bland about thoe pages 
Journalist Brooks set out to measure the 
length of the leap the American. public 
has made since 1939, when the furure (is 
envisioned by the publicists of General 
Motors and exemplified the New 
York World's Fair) consisted of a sprawl 
of superhighways leading men and wom- 
en by the millions t0 sterile cities that 
had been scientifically precut into ses 

m ned for living 


de 


of assessing the change in temper, if not 
in character, that has overtaken us all 
alike), Brooks concludes, 
on what rather superficial evi 
dence, that “McCarthyism i а 
that anti-Semitisin, too, is now ol little 
account. Though under pressure of сє 
mercial necessity or social. comcnic 
these animals may seem to have crawled 
beneath rocks 10 dic, pect they 
sill slumber in selected quarters, avait 
ing only the proper herdsman to goad 
them into fury. Brooks seems to accept 
With roo opem a heart, ао, the change 
ge on the part of big business as 

we in character. that th 
profi. motive has diminished because it 

w wears so pleasant a Lice, And it is a 
little distressing to see so little reckoning 
made of the current callousness that per 
mits us to rejoice in our aflluence while 
simultaneously slaughter 
rando: 
the globe 
optimistic 
x 


we su 


assumi 


е t corners of 
But il Brooks is somewhat 
ibout our national morale on 
ıe points for the most pari he pio- 
vides a calm and reasoned report on how 
fay this nation full of contradictions ha 
come in the past quarter century. and 
whither it seems to be headed. This is 
n imposing book and an enlightening 
nc, that sets before us the fitful Forties 
nd fearful Fifties as Frederick. Lewis 
Allens Only Yesterday did the turbulent 
‘Twenties. 


Wiped Ош: How I Lost c Fortune in the 
Stock Market While the Averages Were Meking 
New Highs (Simon X Schuster) does for 


Wall Street what The Lost Weekend and 
Arm did [or 


The Man with the C 
alcoholism and drug 


olden 


that this book isn't fic Written 
by an anonymous investor, Wiped Ont 
(vou read an excerpt from the 
October PLavwoy) is a gripping richiesto 


ШП. Pilgrim's: Progress 
ach and every 


dow 
my brokers, 
ty for sell delu: 


rags ха 
dedicated “te 
опе, whose С 
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TRADITIONALLY THE FINEST IN MASCULINE GROOMING 


SINGLES AND SETS FROM $1.25 TO $5.50 


'SOCKING 


: y / 


ATTITUDE J Y» 


mbswool for luxury. | Nylon for | 
ваг. Plus Spandex to stretch — 

I ways. $1.50 says you're socking: 
ht up to your attitude in Adlastic 


socko colors). And you used to 
- think blondes were fun. 

THE ADLER COMPANY 

CINCINNATI, OHIO 45214 

A DIVISION OF 

AURLINGTON INDUSTRIES 


Evans 
slippers 
are perfect 
for indoor 
sports 


Aman at home with any sport appreciates the luxury and comfort of Evans slippers. 
In fact . .. the only thing he appreciates more is the giver. PAISLEY (left), genuine hand 
turned ; bronze or wine paisley. SULTAN MULE (center), padded sole, glove lamb lined; 
imported Belgian grospoint. RARONET OPERA (right), padded sole, felt lined: blu 


black or burgundy. Evans slippers $5.95 to $17.95 at fine stores everywhere 


L. B. EVA N CO. W 


| m BA 
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be the BEST MIXER in your crowd 


Good drinks and good times go together. This recipe 
guide shows you how to mix the lively favorites made 
with all the popular basic liquors: Bourbon, Scotch, 
gin, vodka, rum, Southern Comfort. You can't miss; the 
recipes are simple, easy to follow. You'll even learn 
how to "liven up" drinks you've made for years. 
But the first thing to learn is the principle of drink 
mixing. Just remember this: (1) Most drinks are based on 
a single liquor: other ingredients are added to enha 
that base. (2) Regardless of what you add, the 
of the base liquor still comes through. Therefore . . . 
This one basic tip shows you how to improve many drin 
You can improve many drinks by simply replacing the 
recipe's basic liquor with a different one. An excellent 
example is the smoother Manhattan made with Southern 
Comfort and dry vermouth. This same switch of basic 
liquors vastly improves your Old-Fashioneds, Sours, and 
Collinses, etc. The secret, of course, is in the flavor 
of Southern Comfort itself. It adds а deliciousness no 
other liquor can. Mix one of these drinks the regular 
way; mix one with Southern Comfort. Compare them. The 
improvement is remarkable! But, to understand why it 
improves drinks ... make the taste test across the page. 


What is 


SOUTHERN 
COMFORT’? 


It’s a special kind of basic liquor. 
In the days of old New Orleans, a 
talented gentleman was disturbed 
by the taste of even the finest whis- 
keys of his day. So he combined 
rare and delicious ingredients to 
create an unusually smooth, su- 
perb liquor. Thus Southern 
Comfort was born! Its formula is 
still a family secret — its delicious 
taste still unmatched by any other 
liquor, Try a bottle. See how it 
improves mixed drinks, how good 
it is straight, on-the-rocks, or in a 


COMFORT’ HIGHBALL 


1 jigger (1%; oz.) Southern Comfort 

Twist of lemon peel or juice of 

% lime (optional) » sparkling water 

Pour S.C. over ice cubes; add lemon 

peel or lime; fill with mix. Stir. 
"Southern Comfort® 


PS 


When to shake, whee to stir 
Аз а general rule, stir drinks 
made with clear liquors. Shake 
drinks with hard-to-blend 
ingredients like fruit juice. 

For a“frothy collar" on drinks 
like a Sour, add tablespoon 
egg white before shaking. 


Which comes first? 
As a rule, put sugar, fruit 
juice, other ingredients in 
glass first; add liquor last. 
But, when recipe uses 
carbonated soda, start 
with the ice, liquor, etc. 
Put the soda in last. 
Always use cold soda. 


for making lively drinks! 


Chill your glesses 

For better drinks pre-chill 
glasses by filling with cracked 
or shaved ice. Let chill; dump 
ice. Add drink; serve 
immediately. To frost, put 
wet glass in freezer. To 
“sugar frost," moisten rim 
with lemon, dip in sugar, and 
brush off excess. 


For success: meesure 

Never mix by the “eyeball” 
method, not even a highball. The 
best drinks are the result of exact 
measurements of the finest 
ingredients. Basic measurements 
pony = 1 oz.; jigger = 1% oz. 
dash = 4 to 6 drops. 


Make this simple test for improving drinks 


Your choice of a basic liquor greatly influences the 
taste of any drink you mix. Prove it this easy 

way. First, pour a jigger of Bourbon or Scotch 
over cracked ісе in а short glass. Sip it. Now 

do the same with Southern Comfort. Sip it 

... and you've found a completely different 


basic liquor. It actually tastes good 


right out of the bottle — with nothing 
added. No wonder a switch to this liquor 
makes so many mixed drinks taste better. 


Southern Comfort® is also available in Canada 


Enjoy the lively life 
with this great old-time trio 


DRY MARTINI 
4 parts gin or vodka 

| 1 part dry vermouth 
Stir with cracked ice; strain into chilled 
cocktail glass. Add green olive or twist 
of lemon peel. Mixed 5 to 1, with pearl 
onion added, this drinks called a Gibson. 


CDLD TDDDY 
Y tspn. sugar • loz. water 
2 oz. Scotch or Bourbon 
Stir sugar with water in an Old-Fashioned 
glass, Add ice cubes, and pour in liquor. 
T 
WERL 


Serve with a twist of lemon peel. 


Give your toddy a full body! Mix it with Southern Comfort 
instead of your usual whiskey. 


пов RDY 
% jigger (% oz.) sweet vermouth 

1 jigger (1% oz.) Scotch « dash Angostura bitters 
Stir with cracked ice. Strain into cocktail 
glass; add twist of lemon peel. (This drink 
is often called the "Scotch Manhattan." ) 


New folk music sounds a young and lively beat! 


With half the population age 25 
or younger, America expresses 
itself in a new kind of music. 
More than 10 million play the 
guitar, millions more sing along 
with their own version of folk 
music, to their beat, for their 
kind of life —the lively life way! 


The ordinary OLD-FASHIONED 


Dash Angostura bitters « 1 jigger sparkling water 
1 tspn. sugar = 1 jigger (1% oz.) Bourbon or rye 
Slice of orange and a cherry 


Stir sugar, bitters, sparkling water in glass. Add 
ice cubes, liquor, and stir. Add orange slice and. 
cherry. Make one this way. Then make one with the 
recipe at right. The improvement will amaze you! 


The smoother OLD-FASHIONED 


JA jigger sparkling water « V tspn. sugar (optional) 

Dash Angostura bitters « 1 jigger (1% oz.) Southern Comfort 
Cherry, orange slice, and twist of lemon peel 

Mix it just like the ordinary recipe. Then taste it. 
What a difference this switch in basic liquor makes! 
THE COMFORT* OLD-FASHIONED 
Gaslight Club classic in Chicago, New York 


Put zing in your singing 
with this smooth quartet 


DAIGUIRI 
Juice % lime or М lemon » 1 tspn. sugar 

1 jigger (1% oz.) light rum 

Shake with cracked ice until the shaker 
frosts. Strain into cocktail glass. 


To give your Daiquiri a new accent, use Southern Comfort 
instead of rum, with only У; teaspoon sugar. 


GIN RICKEY 

Juice, rind V; lime • 1 jigger gin • sparkling water 
Squeeze lime over ice cubes in 8-02. glass. 
Add rind, gin: fill with sparkling water; stir. 


Make brandy, rum, Scotch, Bourbon rickeys the same way. 
Or, to really “геу up" the rickey, use Southern Comfort. 


HDT BUTTERED RUM 

Small stick cinnamon • tspn. sugar • pat butter 
1 jigger (1 oz.) Jamaica rum = slice lemon peel 
Put cinnamon, sugar, lemon peel and rum 
in а mug or short glass. Fill with boiling 
water; float butter on top. Stir. (Leave 
spoon in glass when pouring hot water.) 
Hot idea! Omit sugar, replace rum with Southern Comfort. 


Lively toast of the French Quarter 
at Antoine’s, New Orleans 


SCARLETT O'HARA 


1 jigger (1% oz.) Southern Comfort 

1 jigger Ocean Spray cranberry juice cocktail 

Juice Y; fresh lime 

Shake with cracked ice: strain into glass. 

This drink's as intriguing as its namesake. 
* Southern Comfort® 


وسم > 


“In" drinks for the crowd 
who'd rather watch than swing 


MARGARITA 

1 jigger (1% oz.) white Cuervo tequila 

V, oz. Triple Sec » 1 oz. lime or lemon juice 
Moisten cocktail glass rim with fruit rind; 
spin rim in salt. Shake ingredients with 
cracked ice. Strain into glass, and sip 
drink aver the salted edge. 


RUM BWIZZLE 

Juice ¥ lime • 1 tspn. sugar 

2% oz. light rum = 2 dashes bitters 

Mix in glass pitcher with lots of crushed 
ice. Stir vigorously until mixture foams; 
serve in double Old-Fashioned glass. 

Super swizzle! Use Southern Comfort and %4 tspn. sugar. 


SCREWDRIVER 

1 jigger (1%; oz.) vodka + orange juice 

Put ice cubes into a 6-oz. glass. Add 
vodka; fill with orange juice and stir. 


Be a master craftsman! Make your next screwdriver with 
Southern Comfort instead of vodka 


It's go for à-Go-Go, liveliest dance wave ever! 
The idea came from France, 


where "discothàque" means 
record library and "à-go-go'" 
means dance as you like, the 
way the music makes you feel. 
No wonder that a young 
America has adopted this unin- 
hibited, free-moving dance. It’s 
the spirit of lively living! 


Compare 
them! 


Make one the 
ordinary way, 
then try the 
smoother way! 


The improved MANHATTAN 


1 jigger (1% oz.) Southern Comfort 
% oz. dry vermouth 


| Dash of Angostura bitters (optional) 


Mix it like the regular recipe, But you'll enjoy it far 
more. The improvement in flavor is remarkable. 


THE COMFORT" MANHATTAN 


Toest of Arthur, great New York discothéque 


Tall, terrific combos 
for the liveliest go-go fans 


GIN 'N TONIC 
Juice, rind % lime + 1 jigger (1% oz.) gin 
Quinine water (tonic) 

Squeeze lime over ice cubes in tall glass. 
Add rind, gin; fill with tonic and stir. 


The coolest combo is Southern Comfort, tonic and juice 
of % lime. S.C. and tonic harmonize together smoothly. 


DESERT COOLER 

At Wilbur Clark's Desert Inn, Las Vegas 
1 jigger (1% oz.) Southern Comfort 
Pineapple-grapefruit juice 

Pack cracked ice in tall glass. Add S. C.; 
Sill with juice. Add orange slice, cherry. 


MINT JULEP 
4 sprigs fresh mint • 1 tspn. sugar 
Dash of water « 2 oz. Bourbon 


Put water in tall glass. Crush mint and 
sugar in water. Pack cracked ice to top of 
glass. Add whiskey; stir till glass frosts. 
For a julep worth a mint in flavor, use S. C., no suger. 


Swingin’ favorite at the Ambassador 
Hotel's Cocoanut Grove, Los Angeles 


COMFORT 'N BOURBON 


% jigger (% oz.) Southern Comfort 
¥4 jigger Bourbon « V4 jigger water 


Pour liquors over cracked ice in a short 
glass; add water. Stir. Add twist of lemon 
peel. This swinging combo's really smooth! 


"Southern Comfort® 


Popular ways to welcome 
lively dinner guests 


WHISKEY SOUR 
| V, jigger lemon juice • 1 tspn. sugar 
1 jigger (1% oz.) Bourbon or rye 
1 Shake ingredients thoroughly with cracked 
L ice until chilled. Strain into glass. To 


serve, add a cherry, and place an orange 
slice on the rim of the glass. 


GIMLET 

= 4 parts gin or vodka 
1 part Rose's sweetened lime juice 
Shake ingredients well with cracked ice. 
Strain into a pre-chilled cocktail glass. 
A delightful distant cousin to the Martini. 


BSLOOOY MARY 
2 jiggers tomato juice • 4 jigger lemon juice 
Dash of Worcestershire sauce 
| 1 jigger (1% oz.) vodka 
Salt and pepper to taste. Shake thoroughly 
with cracked ice until chilled, and strain 
into a 6-oz. glass. 


Enterteining the buffet way keeps the party gay! 


Never before has the gracious THESE TWO 
host had it so good. Today's m oke 
leisurely buffet is the in" way to ] 

dine when friends get together. еы 
The host is free to mingle and mixer in 


enjoy the party; it lets fun and | your crowd! 
conversation ро on non-stop. 
It's lively living at its best! 


Make ‘em tall and cool 
for warm-weather entertaining 


TOM COLLINS 
1 tspn. sugar + ¥% jigger (% oz.) lemon juice 

1 jigger (1% oz.) ріп + sparkling water 

Use а tall glass. Dissolve sugar in juice 
and add ice cubes. Pour in gin. Fill with 
cold sparkling water, and stir. 


John Collins: Use Bourbon or rye instead of gin. Mix 
tequila, vodka, Scotch or rum Collinses the same way. 


RUM 'N COLA 

Juice and rind of % lime 

1 jigger (1% oz.) light rum « cola 

Squeeze lime over ice cubes in tall glass. 
Add rind, rum. Fill with cola and stir. 
Instead of rum, see what a comfort S. C. is to cola. 


LEMON COOLER 

Served at El Mirador Hotel, Palm Springs 
1 jigger (1% oz.) Southern Comfort 

Schweppe's Bitter Lemon 

Pour Southern Comfort over ice cubes in a 
tall glass, Fill with Bitter Lemon; stir. 


Popular Polynesian at Sheraton's 
Royal Hawaiian Hotel, Honolulu 


HONOLULU COOLER 


1 jigger (1% oz.) Southern Comfort 
Juice Y; lime • Hawaiian pineapple juice 


Pack tall glass with crushed ice. Add lime 
juice, S. C. Fill with pineapple juice; stir. 
The coolest tall one this side of Waik. 

"Southern Comfort® 


Great New Multi-Use Liqueur! 


COFFEE SOUTHERN” 


It’s the perfect after-dinner 
cordial because it has truc 
coffee flavor. Its secret form- 
ula uses rare, imported cof- 
fees of finest quality. Blends 
superbly with other liqueurs 
and ingredients, too. 


BLACK RUSSIAN 
%4 jigger (34 oz.) Coffee Southern + 1 jigger (1% oz.) vodka 
Pour over ice cubes in an Old-Fashioned glass. Stir. 


WHITE RUSSIAN 
1 oz. Coffee Southern « 1 oz. vodka + 1 oz. fresh cream 
Pour over ice cubes in an Old-Fashioned glass. Stir. 


COFFEE AND CDINTREAU 
1 part Coffee Southern • 1 part Cointreau 
Pour liqueurs over ice in a short glass; stir gently. 


PARTY PUNCH 

Bottle (fifth) Southern Comfort 

4 oz Jamaica rum • 8 oz. pineapple juice 
4 oz. lemon juice • 8 oz. grapefruit juice 
2 qts. champagne or sparkling water 


GREAT HITS 


Qj Precchill ingredients; mix in punch bowl, champagne 
/ last. Add ice; garnish with orange slices. Serves 25. 
" асан EGGNDG your 
‚= , 7 quart dairy eggnog mix й 
С d 1 1 cup (8 02.) Southern Comfort after-dinner 
Ci | Pre-chill ingredients. Blend in punch enjoyment 


bowl by beating; dust with nutmeg. J+ 


» + Serves 10, pleases them all with its great flavor. 
9 5 > 
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Special Offer! 


Southern Comfort 
Steamboat Glasses 


Save on these hendsome blue and gold basic glasses. 
Price includes shipping costs. 


A. LONG ORINK GLASS 
For Collinses, coolers, highballs, any tall favorite. 5395 
Set of 8 glasses (12-ог. size) 


B. COUBLE OLO-FASHIONEO 
All-purpose! Highballs, on-the-rocks, even coolers. $385 
Set of 8 glasses (15-oz. size) 


C. ON-THE-ROCKS GLASS 

For on-the-rocks, mists, popular "short" highballs. 

Set of 8 glasses (S-oz. size) PLUS... 

matching 3-oz. Master Measure glass 5395 
(8 glasses) 


D. ON-THE-ROCKS STEM GLASS 
New shape for on-the-rocks, other "short" drinks. 3395 
Set of 6 glasses (6-02. size) 


E. MASTER MEASURE GLASS 

Versatile single glass enables you to pour all the 

correct measures. Marked for % oz. (%4 jigger): Б0с 
1% oz. (jigger); 3 oz. (double). sold alone 


F. “STEAMBOAT” NAPKINS 


Color-mated to glasses, say “Smooth Sailing” $400 
Five packages of 40 each 


(Print your name and address.) 

Order items desired by letter and 

send check or money 

order to: 

Dept. 66F 

Southern Comfort Corp. 

1220 N. Price Road =й 

St. Louis, Mo. 63132 (See picture on following page.) 

Offers void in Ga., N.H., Pa., Tern., Texas, Wash., and Provinces 

of Ontario and British Columbia. 

SOUTHERN COMFORT CORP - 100 PROOF LIQUEUR - ST.LOUIS, MO. 63132 
*Southern Comfort® 


sina BAHGUIDE 


М fe home bartenders’ guide to being a great mixer 


These striking contemporary glasses 
can be yours at a special price. 
See offer on previous page. 


commensurate with my ow 
in October 
Industrial 
author be 


Beginning 
1957. when the Dow-Jones 
Average stood at 485, the 
a to invest his entire capital 


of 562,000 in the stock market. In Мау 
1964. at the crest of one of the 


bull markets in history, the Average stood 
at 820, and the value of the 
folie was $297.78. The var 
slips and slides by which our plung 
plunged into penury are extremely well 
detailed. "I made just about every mis- 
take the novice in the market is likely to 


commit.” he concedes, and at least some 
of these mistakes will be sorrowfully f 
miliar 10 most investing readers. “With 


cach new loss or occasional gain a kind of 
madness grew in me. I could hardly wait 
for any stock 1 held to be sold, written 
oll and forgotten, so that I could call up 
my broker and buy another опе I had 
already picked from а service, Irom 
something I had read in the paper or in 
а financial magazine. The money could 
not rest moment." Since he was 
speculation-minded, the author gravi 
tated toward speculative brokers. most of 
whom seemed to do fairly well in an up 
market but were completely inept on the 
downside. The sole bearish broker was 
chosen because he had correctly pre- 
dicted the slide of 1962. However, the 
ihor placed his funds with this gent 
at the very moment the market began 
recovery, thus losing thousands selling 
short in a bull market. This how-not-to 
book is strongly recommended as an 
antidote to too much reliance on over- 
enthusiastic weekly market letters, chart- 
ists, special-situation brokers, investment 
services and all other sources of crystal 
balling. 


Two more novels by the inexhaustible 
Georges Simenon have made their ap 
pearance in America, amd the second 


half of the double bill, The Little Mon from 
Brace & World) 


Archangel (Harcourt, 
good enough to be reminiscent of De 
Maupassant's anatomies on the bourgeoi 
sie in France. Too reminiscent, perhaps, 
since Simenon must suller by compari 
son, chiefly because of his superficial 
grasp of character motivation. Still, his 
story of a man who allows himself to be 
reduced to а suicidal state is tautly writ- 
ten, exciting at times and at times 
autumnally sad. The man, Jonas Milk, 
born a Russian Jew 
Dance as a baby, h 
from the quarter where he lives. $ 
years his junior, the girl is given to 
bounc ht or two with one 
of the local studs, and when she disap- 
pears at the end of their second year of 
marriage, Jonas supposes that she will 
alw 


return a Accordingly, he 
lies to the men he daily coffee 
with, to his inlaws, to all who ask where 
his wife has gone—except the police, 


whose questions make it clear that they 
suspect him of murder. As more and 


more of the people he had thought to be 
his friends turn their back on him, 
Jonas comes to realize that he is still a 
loreigner to them, while his wife, how- 
ever much a tramp. is one of their own. 
His confrontations with flics and fair- 
weather [riends are by far the best parts 
of the book. When the liule man is 
thinking his solitary thoughts. though, 
pace amd interest slacken perceptibly; 
and the major problem with Sunday, the 
first half of the volume. is its lack of con- 
froutations and its plethora of solitary 
thoughts. The thinker is planning to 
poison his wife, who says very little but 
annoys him no end. His mistress doesn’t 
say much either, thus leaving him often 
alone to ponder the crime, which he 
bungles in a way that Simenon must 
mean 10 be ironic. It is difficult to care 
whom he poisons, as long as he docs it 
quickly. 


It was Lenny Bruce's contention that 
the legali, ijuana was inevi- 
table, since so many of today's law stu- 
dents smoke pot. Bruce may have bi 
overly sanguine on this point, but clearly 
the destruction of the many myths 
about the euphoric product of (ће hemp 
plant is proceeding apace. The Marijuana 
Papers (Bobbs-Merrill) is a significant. 
contribution to the cause of separating 
marijuana myth from reality. Editor Da 
vid Solomon has assembled a compr 
hensive set of essays, reports and liter: 


pieces on ihe subject. Sociologists, poe 
chiatists and physicians, among others, 
probe practically all conceivable aspects 
of the drug's effects, and chere are fasci- 
nating studies of its history, along with 
explanations of its medicinal uses. Liter 
ary witnesses range from Rabelais and 


Baudelaire 10 Terry Southern and Allen 
Ginsberg. Inevitably, Timothy Leary is 
present, promulgating two command- 


ments lor the molecular age: Thou Shalt 
Not Alter the Consciousness of Thy Fel- 


low Ma id Thou Shalt Not Prevent 
Thy Fellow Man from Altering Hi 
Own Consciousness. Solomon ends his 


foreword to these papers by advocati 
that marijuana "be granted at least the 

egal status as tobacco and liquor." 
This book provides impressive support 
for Solomon’s recommendations, but we 
will pre d a new breed of legis 
lators before logic and scientific clarity 
wre applied to the official status of mar 


juana—Lenny's gig notwithstanding. 


ial si 


As popular music becomes ever more 
heterogeneous, the lines between folk 
and pop, between city and country, and 
even between Nashville and Motown ar 
ever more difficult 10 draw. What is 
needed is a guide to the revels, and that 
we now have in Donald Myrus’ Ballads, 
Blues, and the Big Beat (Macmillan). Myrus 
covers а great deal of ground in his slim 
volume—from Moe Hill to Bob Dylan 


SONY SOLID STATE 250-4 


Sony adds an 
exciting new dimension 
to home entertainment 

for less than $149 50 


Now, from World-famous Sony, the perfect play- 
mate for your record player—the new Sony model 
250 solid state stereo tape recorder. With a sim- 
ple, instant connection to your record player you 
add the amazing versatility of four track stereo 
recording and playback to complete your home 
entertainment center. Create your own tapes 
from AM, FM or FM Stereo receivers, or live 
from microphones—up t0 64 hours of listening 
pleasure on ene tape! This beautiful instrument 
is handsomely mounted in а low-profile walnut 
cabinet, complete with built-in stereo recording 
amplifiers and playback pre-amps, dual V.U. 
meters, automatic sentinel switch and all the other 
superb features you can ahvays expect with a 
Sony. A lithe best jromSony forless ап 5149 50. 
Send today for our informative booklet on Sony 
PR-ISO, а sensational new development in mag- 


netic recording tape. Write: Sony/Superscope, 
Magnetic Tape, Sun Valley, California, 


Fer literature or name of nearest dealer write to 
Californie.® 


Superscope, Inc., Dept. 12, Sun Valle 
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powy, persuasive. By George 
After Shave Lotion and After Shower Cologne, by Cary] Richards,* 2.50 to 10.00 at the in-est stores. 


-martini of a fragrance, dedicated to the knowng . . . 


— a dashing dry: 


сп Paverio-Fabomé Ine. 


from Elvis Pelkey to Ray Charles, fr 
Francis Child (of the Child Ballads) to 
Man Lomax, He has strong opinions, a 
lively style holic appreciation 
of the scope of the folk and pop renas 
cence. He is particularly astute at core 
definitions: “Hillbilly is white country 
music: rock ‘n roll is lavier-day hillbilly 
plus rhythm and blues; and rhythm "n 
blues is blues with а big beat" He also 
to the roots of other essential 
ferences: abeh Couen is a folk 


singer: Оцена is a singer of folk songs. 
There will never be another Elizabeth 
Couen. There w bc many more 


Odetta-type singers." And in а remark 
ably brief space, he provides the histori- 
cal backgrounds for the bı tegorics 
in the book, both in general n nd 
in the odysseys of such seminal figures as 
Leadbelly, Pete Seeger and such of the 


current. young ах Joan Baez, 
ler and Julius Lester. Nor are the Bea- 
пез and “the Supremes overlooked. A 


first-rate gallery of photographs aisply 
complements the text, and there is а sc- 
lected discography and an index. It is 
usually fatal praise to say that a book can 
be read by everyone from teeny boppers 
to hip осоре s. but this guide is 
casily asimilable and yet has pungent 
avor. Myrus, let us be grateful, does not 
mistake popularization for emasculatioi 


Few journalists have had more exten- 
sive omthescene experience in chroni 
ding the history of the New Left than 
has Jack Newfield of The Village Voice. 
In A Prophetic Minority (New American Li- 
brary), Newfield provides a sympathetic 
but not uncritical description of this still- 
nomenon. The strength of 
book is that he has been 
ently on the inside to recognize 
that the “New Radicalism is pluralistic, 
ered. Из three 


pacifism 


characterizes the pronouncements ol 
many editorial writers. J. Edgar Hoover 
and the Attorney General. He incisively 


contrasts the impotent disafliliation of 
the preceding Beat Generation with the 
thrust by the New Left to bring a new 


ethical 


e to politics and to 
and. economic ch: 
He makes the point that "the Beats had 
to “cop our of the ratrace because they 
couldn't ренот: the New Left chooses 
to reject a society it could casily be з 
cessful in." Newfield is at his best in 
clarifying the divergent persos 
and philosophies that make up the Ha 
est body of the New Left, Students for a 
Democratic Sociay. While perceptive 
bout the early years of SNCC, he may 
be somewhat hasty in predicting the I 
ure of its present turn to “black power.” 
But his estimaie of the strength and 
resiliency of SDS is Newfield 


iif you hate wine, 
women and song... 
if you can't stand 
the thrills and revelry 
of living it up with 
the Jet-set! 


but... if you're rarin’ 
to go for a real 
orgy of excitement 
with a swinging 
crowd ... jet-away to 


CA€$AR$ 
PALA«€ 


HOTEL & CASINC-LAS VEGAS 
TOR RESERVATIONS, RATES. 
COLOR BROCHURES SEE ANY 
TRAVEL AGENT. OR WRITE 


WORLD'S LARGEST 
ELECTRONIC KIT 
CATALOG! 


108 colorful pages ... illustrates over 250 
kits for space-age fun at 50% savings. Build 
your own stereo system, color TV, 

Organ. guitars & guitar ampl 


portablos, 
marine electronics. ham and shortwave ra- 


. plus many more. No special skills or 
knowledge needed. Find out how easy it 
is... mail coupon for FREE cop; 


az ___. 


1 1.256 | 
| Heath Company, Dept.38-12 
Benton Harbor, Michigan 49022 
| Please send FREE 1967 Heathkit Catalog. 
| Nome 
| Address 

I 
| city 


TI PPED... 


Here isthe long cigarette that's 
long on flavor: Filter Tipped 
Pall Mall. You get that same 
famous length of fine Pall Mall 
tobaccos—and a filter tip! 


understands that the combination. of 
forces challenged by the new radicals can 
(and perhaps will) crush the movement 
it any moment. He also knows that those 
in the New Left, like radical Americans 
of every generation, will have an influ- 
ence beyond their numbers. Newfield 
comes to this book as a journalist: he has 
produced the best report on the New 
Left so far 


When an explosion racks a mine in 
the coal town of West Condon, 97. per- 
ish; but one miner, Giovanni Bruno, 
survives, He is introverted and with. 
drawn, but he is enough of this world to 
allow others to take his survival as а mir 


acle. Mystics and cultists, homosexuals 
and nymphomaniacs, sadists and Tad- 
dists, all lor their own psychopathologi- 
Gil reasons, flock to him as the center of 
а new religion; and even the local news- 
paper editor, a bachelor-type 
hero out to make the new saviors beau- 
tiful sister, joins in. These followers di- 
vine from Bruno's ambiguous statements 
the prediction of Armageddon. At first, 
the vested interests of the town look 
upon the doings of the Brunists with 
mild enjoyment, but the attitude soon 
changes to one of hateful persecution, In 


an apocalyptic scene the world does not 
come to an end. but neither do the 
Brunists; they seatter to plant. the seeds 
of what someday might develop into an 
institution as formidable as Christianity 
ог so author Robert Goover hints. For 
in his ambitious list novel, The Origin 
of the Brunists (Putnam), it is Coover's 
point that a Christlike figure arriving 
upon the modern scene would have а 
ver getting started. Christian- 
ity ally, would be his stem- 
est loc. Coover makes an interesting. go 


hard time 


sel, ironi 


of this Shavian notion 
though, by overloading his tain with 
symbolic hreighr that can only move 
alo 


Unfortunately, 


theologically laid-out tracks 10 an 
ned terminal, he restricts his own 
obvious talent for a [ree rangin 
The result is a journey whose way s 
tions are more rewarding than its goal 
But Goover does show himself to be a 
first novelist worth following, 


ога 


realism. 


These days one would be hard put 
to imagine a double agent with a dif- 
ference, but Rebecca. West. (somethin 

of a double agent herself in her frequent 
passages across the borders of fiction and 
nonfiction) may have turned the trick. 


In. |i filth novel, The Birds Fell Down 
(Viki Dame Rebecca puts some ek 
gam English on a group of fin-desitcle 


Russians 


ad comes up with an agent 


who applies Hegelian dialectics to jus 
tify his carvyingson in the mortally 
embattled сатрэ of czarism and revolu- 
The verbal action— 
and the action is n 


tionary terrorism. 


aly verbal—cen 
тез on Count Nikolai Nikolaievitch 


LUXURY 
LENGTH! 


—a new longer length for a taste 
that challenges comparison! The 
taste? Unmistakably Pall Mall— 
the finest quality money can buy. 
Buy Pall Mall Filter Tipped. 
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Here come Wildcats 


A wild, new casual shoe for the man who 
knows where the action is, New lines, 
new leathers and new lightness. Like the 
Charger. ..new over-the-ankle boot, rug- 
ged and lean. In soft, crushed leather. 
Trap yourself a pair of Wildcats. Great 
things happen when you putem on! Most 
Wildcats are priced from $12 to $16. 
Brown Shoe Company, St. Louis. 


Ч 


°" Pedwin. 


‘(teaming up 


The Playboy warm-up shirts. On the 
beach, the campus, it’s the newest 
action-ready gear for guys and gals. 
The rugged good looks 
of fine cotton outside, 
soft, absorbent 
double-brushed 

fleece inside. 

Machine washable. 

The rollicking Rabbit 

is embroidered in white 
on black or black on 
white. S, M, L, XL sizes. 
WA106, short sleeve, 
$4.50 ppd. 

WA107, long sleeve, 

$5 ppd. 


Shall we enclose a gift card in. 

your name? Send check or 

money order t0: PLAYBOY 4 
PRODUCTS, 919 N. 

Michigan Ave.. 


Chicago, TIL. 60611. f 
Playboy Club credit 

keyholders may charge 

1o their keys. 


Diakonov, former m 
living in Р 
deserved 


ister to the czar, 
under the shadow of un- 
Accompanying this 
y trip is his grand- 
an 18-year-old, 
(-Englis n, who becomes 
involved in "ийде so thick and gar- 
rulous that her bewilderment acts as a 
source of comfort to the reader. On page 
91 of the novel, an agent of the terrorist 
gang confronts the count and Laura in 
their railway carriage and embarks on 
tion of how it is that a trusted 
of the count’s entourage 


daughter, 


ac 


jon comes to an end, 
and the old count understandably has a 
stroke, Thereafter, Laura is on her own, 
knowing much too much for her own 
safety. Dame Rebecca has her Rus: 
and talk. They talk artic. 
ely, brilliantly and with total recall. 
They talk the Byzantine mosaic of the 
plot together stone by tiny stone—but 
from the distance of a book's page, it is 
dificult. to make out their image as 
human beings. 


In the second chapter of his new 
work, A Sign for Cain (Macmillan), psy- 
chiatis Fredric We m asks, 1 
violence be studied scientifically?” By 
book's end, all that the good doctor 
has proved is that if violence can be 
studied scientifically, he isn't the man to 
do it. His book seems less a search for 
wath than for a handy truism (“The 
media of communication can be a pow- 
erful force for violence or against it.” 
“The next war, if and when it breaks 
out, will be an orgy of violence."). He 
indulges in sweeping ge 
better left unswept ("Overdrinking is 
related to overadvertisi 

ion is almost none: 


basis of specious theories; and there is 
much beating of straw men and be- 
g of the obvious, In the end the 
reader is cheated, because Dr. Wer 
ig to oller but the most 
of hopes. Having depicted a world 
ning to hell on the lava slide of 
violence, he writes: “Human progres is 
not an abstract concept but is a scientific 
fact" He acknowledges “the fearful re- 
veils of genocide, atom-bomb. killing, 
mass ‘cuth 
the starvation and murder of prisoners 
in the Second World War,” and goes on 
But] we do not practice cinni- 
ymore. . . . We slaughter one 
but we do not devour one an 
tc 


asia’ of menal patients, and 


to say 
balim a 
апо 
other. We also do mot practice s 
and religion-sanctioned hu 
anymore.” Quel progress! 


an sacrifice 


Really 
give it to 


A 
| 
© 
© 
: 


somebody! 
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popular coffee liqueur © 
in the whole wide Ў NO) 
world, now ina С 
colorful gift package X 


that is its own 


greeting card. Ў 
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Coffee Liqueur 
from Sunny Mexico X 


ООЖ, 


surround yourself with... 


THE PERFUME OF ROMANCE 


THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR 


ЮМ, question concerns women and 
money, two subjects often linked in 
more than one way. Occasionall 

ng lady and I spend an evening to- 


store together to select 
food and drink. L of course. pay the tab. 
However, whenever this particula 
young lady gets the change, she puts it 
in her purse and it is never seen aguin. 
The sums are never very great, but there 
is a principle involved. May I ask the 
duly for the ch. „С, Tucon, 
Arizona. 

Sure, if you think it's worth making a 
Juss over. But this young lady is already 
that she's pocketing your change. 
and you run the risk of hurting her feel- 
ings and ihe relationship by pressing the 
matter. You'll have to decide whether the 
“principle involved” is really that impor- 
fant—remembering that, even with what 
your date is keeping. for herself, this is 
certainly an inexpensive way lo spend an 
evening. 


the evening 


aware 


AAS a member of Phi Beta Kappa, Га 
rather not go the keyon-watch chain 
route, as I think it looks a bit preten 
tiou Ar the sime time, I hie 10 con 
sign the honor to a dresser drawer. Can 
you suggest a substitute зро А. А, 
Chapel Hill, North. Carolina. 
Your hey ring. 


WI, girl, who is a college graduate, her 
parents and the members of her soci 
ub (who are mostly college and career 
rls) all have the impression that I pos 
sess that. priceless piece of parchment. 1 
do not, although | did complete iwo 
years of college and I am now holding a 
job that ordinarily demands а degree, I 
have never lied to her about my failure 
to finish school. but neither have 1 told. 
HT the иһ about it, con- 
science grows heavy. How € 1 det her 
know that I haven't got a degroci—N. К. 
Atlanta. Georgia 
The fuct that you obtained a job that 
usually requires а degree, and that you 
are holding it, speaks pretty well for 
your abilities—and we trust that your 
girî will be able to see it that way if you 
Tell her the plain truth. 
Wi a few months ago, I 
ble relationship with my 
At that time she told me that on si ral 
d lifted 
her up while she slept and taken her 
into his bed. After she told her school 


and mv 


ad an 
песе. 


recent occasion 


her stepfather 


counsclor, at my urging, hei 
accused me of “putting id 
head,” and took it out on her by treating 
her badly. Пу she handed me my 
walking papers. She says that she can't 
make me happy. and that because she 
loves me she must make me happy, and 
that because she loves me she must let 
me go. Does that sound fishy?—J. 
Mobile, Alabama. 

Yes, and so does her original. story. 
This girl seems to be putting you on and 
brushing you off at the same lime. We 
think you should consider yourself. 
doubly fortunate to be [ree of this far-out 
female and her family. 


family 
o her 


Bm being transferred to London and 
Га like to get the English monetary 
squared away before Т take off. T 
pound is worth 5230. but how 
a gu a half crown 
Also, what are the various ab- 
ed with the 


syste 
know 
much 
florin? 


"da 


аса, 


currency? 1 


have no idea what this 
ler alone how much it is in 


—C. R, Se Louis, 


n mor 


As you indicate, the principal mone- 
tary unit is the pound sterling (abbrevi 
ated as € from the Latin libra). There 
are 20 shillings in а pound, and. each 
shilling is worth H cents, There ave 12 
pence (abbreviated d. for “denavins.” 


a 
small Roman coin) to a shilling. (Pence 
is the plural of penny, and each penny is 
worth a fraction тоте than 1 cent.) 
Coins include a half crown (2s. 6d.) a 
florin, which is also called a “twoshilling 
piece," a shilling, a sixpence, а three 
pence (say it “thrupenny bit"), a penny 
and a halfpenny (pronounced “haypen 
ny"), Paper money is commonly issued in 
denominations of five-pound, one-pound 
and notes. A 
called because the gold from which the 
original coins were made from 
Guinea, in Afitca—is ¿I 15, (82,94), but 
there is по longer а note or coin for 
il. Use the following table for quick 
conversions, 


tensshilliug guinea—so 


came 


American British 
$t 1d. 
10 9d. 
J4 s. 
1.00 7s. 24 
2.80 H. 
10.0 — £3. Ils. 5d. 
14.00 £5. (abo called a "fiver") 
50.00 £17. lis. dd. 
100.00 135. Ps. За. 


To geb the most from the swinging 


London scene, we suggest you read 


Will these 


woolly 
Britishers 
shrink 

in the 
heat 

of 


dryers? 


Е 


Never. You сап tell by the 
Red Toe Stripe.® It’s the mark of the un- 
shrinkables— Jockey Thorobred" English Wool 
Hose. The patented English process (a Jockey 
exclusive) makes them so machine washable and 
dryable—you get this guarantee: a new pair free 
if they shrink out of size. In anklet and over-the- 
calf styles. $2. A gentleman’s hosiery. 
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Chri 


with the 
eat round 


үйө" 
м 


R 


Refillable Syphon for 


CLUB SODA ON TAP 


The Sparkle! Syphon, so rich in appearance 
and with so many uses it will impress the 
sophisticate and the practical. 
Sparklet transforms a full quart-and-a-half of 
plain water into sparkling club soda, 50% more 
than other syphons, It's fresher than the bot- 
tied kind, no empties to return, and you never 
run out. Like having à case of soda in the palm 
of your hand! 
With the Sparklet Syphon, you get the full 
quart-and-a-half of club soda for less than 
15е. Sparklet Syphon . . . the crowning touch 
for the home bar that makes every man 2 
perfect host . . . welcomed by women too. 
About $20.00, in gift and houseware depart. 
ments, liquor and drug stores. Standard one- 
quart model only $17.50. 
И not available locally, order direct with 
check or money order fro 


SPARKLET DEVICES, INC. 
3501 Bent Avenue 
St. Louis, Missouri 63116 


Retail price — $1.50 box of ten bulbs. 


“Playboy on the Town in London” in 
this issue. 


V am 20 years old and conservative in 
gion, politics and taste. 1 seem to give 
impression that makes me some 
щ of a “Lather” image to the girls I 
«ross between a father-confessor 
psychianist. Та the aftermath. of 
tls start confiding in 
ly that 1 can't help 
1 is not 

" 

Fi, 


1 should do—! 
Flushing, New York. 

A girl who wishes to shave confidences 
after sexual intimacy isnt necessarily seek- 
ing advice. As often as not, it's just a 
sympathetic. response she's after, as a 
means of establishing that the relationship 
is more than just. physical. If the confi 
dence is expressed їп terms requiring an 
answer, try offering alternate possibilities 
ийет than ану one solution—with the 
suggestion that the girl, in turn, should 
make the final choice [rom among these 
alternatives. This, of course, іх precisely 
what she would have done anyway, but 
this tack will make you seem both wise 
and sympathetic. 


V have caen m many fine те 
nd have hı с served 10 пи 
the usual ceremony—showing the boule, 
the preliminary sip. etc. However, while 
t loc t, the head. 
waiter did something that left pu 


resta 


лей. After pulling the cork from. the 
boule, he examined the bottom of it, 
smelled it and then handed me the cork 


with the bottom end up, I. too. smelled 
the cork and then set it down, Only then 
did he proceed 10 pour. Can you tell me 
what the headwaiter expected. me to do 
with the cork?—A, Z.. Chi Illinois. 

He expected you to confirm his deci 
sion thal the wine was fit to drink by (1) 
smelling the cork [or any trace of spoil- 
age in the wine, and (2) feeling it for 
proper moistness. If it had been brittle, it 
would have been an indication that the 
cork had dried ont and air had gotten 
into the bottle, which causes the wine to 
turn vinegary. 


WI, fiancée is салох 
tant. Recently we tried to tic 
but it was impossible. Her f 
disown her completely if we don: 
Catholic ceremony and mine is fight 
every inch of the way to prevent it. The 
priest who interviewed us is most 
pleased about the length of time we 
have known cach othe: 

reluctant to marry us at all. 
> my fiancée said it didn't matter 
where we got married, bur now she 
sists that we'll have a. Catholic wedding 
After hours of lectures by both 
families, 1 say we should just find a 


nd I am Protes- 


the knot, 


or noi 


accom ES 
hit 
the slopes! 


The Playboy Ski Sweater makes 
the runs, later, the lodge fun. The 
finest pure virgin worsted wool 
fashioned for full-speed-ahead 
comfort. With the Playboy Rabbit 
interwoven in white on cardinal 
red, white on black or black on 
white. For playboys: S, M, L, XL 
sizes, WA101, $22 ppd. Playmate's: 
5, M, L sizes. WA201, $20 ppd. 


Shall we enclose a gift card in your name? 
Send check or money order to: PLAYBOY 
PRODUCTS, 519 N. Michigan Ave.. CI 
cago. Illinois 
60611. Playboy 
Club cre 
keyholders 
may charge lo 
their keys. 


Fine fastening for any 

man—The Playboy Key 

Chain. It's a cinch 

to hold your keys securely. 
Handsomely finished in ebony 

black enamel on rhodium; brightened 
with Playboy's famed Rabbit. 


$3.50 ppd. 


Shall we enclose a gift card in your rame? 
Send check or money order to: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS 

919 N. Michigan Ave. e Chicago. Ilinois 60611 
Playboy Club keyholdersmaychargebyenclosing key no. 


RENT-A-CAR 
SYSTEM 


They said, “That'll be the day when little Budget 
Rent-A-Car System can offer an exciting new 
Chevrolet Camaro for *7 a day and 7« a mile." 


Today is the day. 


Pardon us for painting the town, but our sporty offices, and pick you up promptly at the airport. 
new Camaros are something to celebrate. So are Our Chevrolet Impalas still go for $7 а day and 
our rates. Just $7 а day and 7¢ a mile* gets you 6¢ a mile*; Corvair Monzas or other fine compacts 
one with the works—and proper insurance. You for our familiar $5 a day, 5¢ a mile*. We honor 
buy only the gas you use. We'll teletype your major credit cards, but we're big enough to have 
reservations free to any of our 375 world-wide our own. Send the coupon below for an application. 


Prudent people save a buck with Budget. .. look for us in the Yellow Pages 


Budget Rent-A-Car Corp. P 
35 Е. Wacker Dr., Chicago 60601 

Gentlemen: I'd like a Budget Credit Card. Please send me an application 
form and a wallet size list of your System's office locations and phone 


oe : ) NAME. __ 
Ө 0 = - 
city. STATE Zio 


Const To-coistCortinenta US A. and canada = Аана = Himei + 
We feature the 1967 Chevrolet camaro, > 22 
newest car on ће road © sagt Renta са сар 


Puerta Rico = England « tumpe 


^et America rates 
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Enjoy the 
icentifiably 
excellent martini— 
it has a first name: 


First name for the martini 


FROM ENGLAND BY KOBRAND, NY • 94 PROOF « TRIPLE DISTILLED 100% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS 


[ the great 
wrap around 


Soak it up! Thirsty 
cotton terry cloth 
makes great wrappings 
post pool, shower or 
sauna. For playboys: 

a new kick called the 
bath kilt. One size fits 
all. For playmates: our 
svelte bath sari in S, M, 
L sizes. Snugly secured 
by side buttons. Each 
in convenient carrying- 
case. Clever *His" and 
"Hers" gift thinking: 
MM326, kilt, $5 ppd; 
MM327, sari, $6 ppd. 


Shall we enclose a gift card in 

your name? Send check or money 
order to: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS, 
919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
60611. Playboy Club credit 
keyholders may charge lo their keys. 


a 


e of the pi 
at do vo 
North Caroli 

Thal you two can't even agree on how 
to get the show on the road certainly 
casts some doubl on the prospects of a 
long and successful run, Many mixed 
marriages work. but not when both 
parties ате ах inflexible as you seem to 
be. We suggest that you postpone any 
plans of marriage in the immediate 
future and concentrate on improving the 
relationship that now exists. And since 
your fianece’s insistence on a ceremony 


ce and be done with it. 


in her own church seems more familial 
than religious in dis inspiration, you 
would be wwe to try winning her parents’ 
approval on as many other nonreligious 
levels as possible. A place to begin in 
establishing rapport. with them 
might be in the explanation of the post- 
ponement of your marriage plans. since 
it can be emphasized that this ix precisely 
what her priest has recommended. 

Jn truth, we think that the short time 
you have known each other should give 
you more serious reservations about en- 
fering а marriage than the religious dif. 
ferences thal seem to be disturbing you. 


more 


ІМІ, boyfriend absolutely refuses to сай 
before he comes over to visit me. This 
mes causes an embarrassing situ 
since 1 might have another n 
guest, or I might not be dressed for con 
pany. We've discussed this many times, 
but he c my point of view. I en 


nings. How can I explain my objections? 
—Miss D. С. Richmond, Virgi 

Your boyfriend already understands 
your objections, He drops by unex- 
pectedly precisely because he sometimes 
catches you in embarrassing situations, 
This is his way of keeping an eye on you 
and discouraging your interest in other 
теп. The only solution to the problem 
—unless you want to switch to a less 
possessive boyfriend—is to refuse to al- 
low him to disrupt whatever you're 
the scene 


when he arrmes on 


doin; 
unannounced. 


МУ... the correct procedure to follow 
when splitting openers in draw poker? 
Do 1 declare the move. thus giving 
the other players insight into my 
hand, or do 1 quietly keep my discards 
separate from the others? I've played 
both ways and nobody seems to know for 
sure.—T. Y 

The custom of announcing the split of 
openers—althongh it's frequently done— 
is not in keeping with the spirit of pokes 
or the rulebook. The player who opens a 
diaw-pakey hand always keeps his dis- 
turds separate from those of the other 


TALK SOFTLY... 
AND 
WEAR A 
GENTLEMAN'S 
COLOGNE 


HANEL 


0 1966 Chanel, irc, 1 West 57th SÉ, М.Ү, NY. COLOGNE, 4 O7. 5.00, В OZ. 8.00. AFTER SHAVE LOTION, 4 OZ. 3.50, 8 OZ 6.00 
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NEW LOCATION IN 
1S WEST FOURTH ST 


014 Second City Rquare Fast 
Acron from "MAN OF LA MANCHA" 


stant success. 


Fans of all vintages cheering 


[p 


Free Recipe Booklet! Write: Dept. 


Crisper than Vodka, 
Drier than Gin, 
Lighter than both! 


GAVILAN 
TEQUILA 


Gin and Vodka s rival! 


PBD, Foreign Vintages, Inc., 630 Fifth Ave., N.Y.10020. Sole U.S.A. Distributors 


players, whether he splits his opener 
cards oy not. (*Hoyle" recommends that 
they be placed face down in the pot.) 
Only after the hand has been. played 
should the opening player announce 
the split, then show his cards, thus dis 
closing his strategy. 


Wo a few months 1 will be marrying the 
greatest girl in the world; but sud to say 
we 
the following questions for us: What is 
the best way to enter a virgin? Do you 
think we should go away for a weekend 
before the wedding and have inter 
course? Would this spare us difficulties 
during the honeymoon? E 
size of the penis really important? 
R. Z. Ludlowville, New York 

Its not the size of the wand that puts 
the rabbit in the hat, it’s the magic of 
the performer, Dr. William Masters and 
Virginia Johnson state, in “Human Sex 
ual Response": A “widely accepted ` phat 
lie fallacy’ is the concept that the larger 
the penis the more effective the male as 
а partner in coital connection." The dif 
ferences in phallic sizes during erection 
also tend to be exaggerated, Masters and 
Johnson add. "The delusion that. penile 
sie if related to sexual adequacy has 
been founded in turn upon yet another 
phallic misconception. It has been pre- 
sired thes fl erection: of tha larger 
penis provides a significantly greater pe- 
nile size increase than does erection. of 
the smaller penis.” Acrualty, Master and. 
Johnson report. the difference in the size 
ry flaccid and small 


тс both virgins. С 


uld you answer 


nally, is the 


increase between larg 
er flaccid sex organs is not significant 
The best way lo enter a virgin is 
gently, after considerable sex play. If 
your future wife has reason to believe 


that she still has her hymen, consult a 
gynecologist together and, after an ex 
amination. the doclor can advise you on 
how best to proceed with your first sexual 
experience. 

We see no reason why you should go 
away for a weckend before the wedding; 
if you've abstained until now. you'll ha: 
plenty of opportunity after the ceremony 
to adjust to cach other in this and other 
ways. The best advice we can give the 
both of you on your initiation into the 
mysteries of sex is 10 be understanding, 


tender and loving. 


All reasonable questions—from fash- 
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars 
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquette 

will be personally answered. if the 
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy 
1dvisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Mich- 
igan Ave.. Chicago, Illinois 60611. The 
most provocative, pertinent queries will 
be presented on these pages each month. 


UNLOCK THE WONDERFUL WORLD 


OF THE PLAYBOY CLUB” 


give him the 

fabulous Triple Gift — 
three gifts for the price 
of a Key — just $25! 


Last Christmas 34,000 delighted men received the Playboy Triple 
Gift. Here's your chance to give the same th 
important men on your list, e gift that continues to give enjoyment 
year afier year, that assures furepacked days and nights ell year 
long. Playboy's Triple Gift holiday package 
gift your friends end business associates will receive this season. 


lling gift to the most 


be the most exciting 


THIS CHRISTMAS, YOU CAN OPEN AWORLD OF ENTERTAINMENT 
FOR THE FAVORED MEN ON YOUR LIST—PLAY SANTA WITH THE 
TRIPLE GIFT—THE PLAYBOY CLUB'S FAMOUS CHRISTMAS HIT! 


Here's what the lucky man will get 
1. His Personal Playboy Club Key-Cerd. This famous 
symbol of the good life will admit him to every 
Playboy Club in the world. As new Playboy Clubs 
are opened (16 Clubs are now in operation and more 
are in the planning stage) his key will provide 
entree to each. The key constantly becomes more 
valuable and brings to mind your thoughtfulness. 


2. A Bottle of Fine Champagne. Upon his first visit to 
‘The Playboy Club, a beautiful Bunny will present 2 
bottle of Playboy's champagne to the new keyholder, 
with your compliments, He'll begin his life as a 
playboy in our famous festive atmosphere, with а 
sparkling reminder of vour good taste. 

3. LeRoy Neiman Print. Neiman paintings have been 
featured in PLAYBOY for 12 years and his works are 
an essential part of the decor in every Playboy Club. 
Each time your friend admires his full-color 20" x 30' 


reproduction of a Neiman original, he'll appreciate your faultless selection of his gift. 


In the spirit of the holiday season, Playboy Club Triple Gift Keys are $25 everywhere, including 
gift keys for recipients in Arizona, Florida, Illinois, Indiana, Kansas, Louisiana, Missouri and 
Mississippi (where keys are normally $50). As a special benefit to new keyholders the first year 
Annual Account Maintenance Charge ($5) will be waived. Consequently the new keyholder will 


be entitled to credit for the first year 


This offer definitely will not be made after Christmas, Orders received 
Др to December 19 will be filled in time for the new keyholder to be- 

using his key during the holiday season. To order Triple Gift 
MO ies ER rahe) And if you don’t have a Playboy Club 


f, what better time 


Key yours 


at all Playboy Clubs. 


Keyholders Dial a Bunny for 
speedier TripleGiftshopping. Dial 
a Bunny andorder by phone. (Area 
codes precede phone nos.) We 
will confirm your order by mi 


ATLANTA 404 525-4626 
BALTIMORE 301 VE 7-1111 
BOSTON 617 536-7900 
CHICAGO 312 WH 4-3010 
CINCINNATI 513 241-8580 
DENVER 303 292-1300 
DETROIT 313 962-0011 
JAMAICA Oracabessa 222 
KANSAS CITY 816 НА 1-5080 
LONDON Mayfair 6666 
LOS ANGELES 213 657-5050 
MIAMI 305 751-7543 
NEW ORLEANS 504 523-5001 
NEW YORK 212 PL 2-3100 
PHOENIX 602 264-4314 
ST. LOUIS 314 OL 2-4700 
SAN FRANCISCO 415 434-2550 


|| To: PLAYBOY CLUBS INTERNAT'L, Playboy Bui 
Gentlemen: 


Mere is my application for 
D Triple Gift order only D personal Triple Gift only O personal and Triple Gift order 


(In the spirit cf the holiday season, Playboy Club Keys are $25 everywhere, including states 
where keys are normally $50.) Recipient must be т 
the Annual Account Maintenance Charge for the first year ($5) will be waived. 


New keyholder offers playmate a champagne toast beneath LeRoy Neiman oil- 


If you are a keyholder yourself. or have ever been to 

The Playboy Club es a guest, you already know the 

numerous advantages unlocked by the coveted key: 

* The gentlemanly pleasures of relaxing in your 
very own Club 

* Man-sized potables, brewed with an ounce- 
and-a-half-plus of the finest liquors and served. 
to you by The Playboy Club's Bunnies 

* Outstanding entertainment by such stars as 
Tony Bennett, Prof. Irwin Corey, Woody 
Herman, Jackie Gayle, Dizzy Gillespie 

* Special events for keyholders only, such as golf 
tourneys, fashion shows, Meet the Playmate 

+ In addition, new keyholders receive a one-year 
subscription to VIP, the Club's own magazine 


This wonderful world of Playboy is yours 
to bestow with The Playboy Club’s Triple 
Gift offer—BUT YOU MUST ORDER NO! 


Each gift key, accompanied by certificate entitling the 
recipient to champagne and reproduction of a LeRoy 
Neiman painting, is mailed to the recipient in a per- 
sonslized package . . . including а pop-up Christmas 
card signed with your name, as you direct. Imagine 
his delight at being able to celebrate New Year's Eve 
in the clubrooms of The Playboy Club! 


The lucky new key holder may use bis key in all Playboy 
Clubs. At the present time. state laws allow us to re- 
n print certificates in 


deem champagne and N 


Certificates may be redeemed any time during 1967 


In Massachusetts, 


"s Playboy of Boston 
1] 


ling, 919 N. Michigan, Chicago, Ш. 6061. 


and over 23. | understand that 


Revenue Service г 
The rules 


YOUR ONE KEY ADMITS 
YOU TO EVERY 
PLAYBOY CLUB 


precii Pustoy erat terre, Û ja) (BASE 
НАМЕ (PLEASE PRINT 

тена 

aw STATE TIF OBE 


-If ordering personal Triple Gilt Key only, you need not complete this portion 


OPEN — Atlanta . Baltimore 
Boston . Chicago • Cincinnati 


SEND TRIPLE GIFT KEY TD (PLEASE PRINT) 


Detroit « Jamaica « Kansas 
City = London » Los Angeles 
Miami • New Orleans • New 


ADDRESS 


York - Phoenix - St. Louis 
Sen Francisco 

LOCATIONS SET— Denver] 
Lake Geneva, Wis. 

NEXT IN LINE—Cleveland 
Washington, D.C. 


env 
CHECK DNE: 


O Send Triple Gift to recipient with gift card signed. 
O twish to present Triple 
Usa separate shoot of paper to or: 
D Check here И you wish оу information about obtaining personal Triple Gift. mI 


STATE Zip СОСЕ 


ift personally. Send package and 


'dditional gift keys. 


‘Signed card te me. 
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Now Harry runs his own taxi service 


Here comes Harry again, taking another lovely downtown on 
that Bridgestone of his. 

What turned Harry into a ladies’ man? He's convinced it's 
his fatal charm. We like to think his new Bridgestone 90 Sport 
helps a little. Here's a motorcycle that is engincered to squecze 
every ounce of performance out of its design class—competition- 
proven racing components as standard equipment. brilliant new 
styling, plus performance that stops all the small talk when the 
light turns green. 

But, besides outperforming every 80 or 90cc in the business, 
Harry’s new "taxi" gets 200 miles out of 39¢ worth of fuel. And, 
talk about pickup 

You can check the pickup of the Bridgestone 90 Sport, or 


any of the seven other Bridgestone models, at your Bridgestone 
dealer. But, take a tip from Harry. If you're trying to be a 
ladies’ man with anything but a Bridgestone, you're doing 
things the hard way. 


BRIDGESTONE 90 SPORT: Top speed: approx. 65 mph. Engine: single 
cylinder, two stroke, rotary valve, aluminum alloy cylinder, chromed bore. 
Bore x stroke: 50 x 45 mm, Compression 
ralio: 6.55:1. Horsepower: 8.8 ¢ 8000 rpm. 
Transmission: 4 speed, constant mesh. 
Weight: 158 Ib. 


For the full story on all eight Bridgestones 
for '66, see your dealer or write to: 
Rockford Motors, Ine., Dept. P5, 1911 
Harrison Avenue. Rockford, Illinois 61101. 


E BRIDGESTONE by nocktora 


PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK 


BY PATRICK CHASE 


carsivat in Rio de Janeiro is a kaleido 
scope of sights and sounds. During the 
pre-Lemen revel. you can sleep the 
morning away lulled by the sound of 
lapping waves, spend the afternoon 
chatting with lovely South American 
señoritas and the carlyevening cocktail 
hour enjoying an overall view of the 
city from the nearby resort of Corcovado. 
But be sure to save your swengih—i 
night on the town at carnival time 
usually doesn't end until about seven 
o'clock the following morning. Out on 
the street, you'll see samba clubs prac 
ticing for the big parade down the Ave- 
nida Presidente Vargas; and everywhere 
there'll be masked balls with hundreds 
of people dressed in brilliantly colored 
costumes 

If you have a friend in Rio who be 
longs to the Yacht Club, be sure to wan- 
gle an invitation to the club's private 
ball—one of Rio's most gala allai. But 
«хеп if you don't, you won't be lonely 
the carnival mood spreads from the 
beaches of Copacabana all the way to 
ihe hillside sh 
and the whole town goes on holiday. 
Even the newspapers suspend publication 
during the carnival 

А good way to meet the distal. side— 
both local and tourisi—i 
on the sind at Copacabana Beach 
Along toward evening, you and your 
newfound acquaintance should head for 
the Night and Day Room, located in the 
Serrador Hotel. or for Fred's—both have 
excellent Brazilian floorshows. Later, you 
сап vary the itinerary with dancing at the 
Studium Room of the Excelsior Hotel 
or the Midnight Room of the Co- 
pacibana Palace Hotel; then visit nwo 
of the mos popular night clubs—Le 
Bateau and Balaio, For fine food, as 
well as a fantastic view of Rios mag- 
r, dine at the Restaurant 


ytowns, or favelas, 


to stretch out 


nificent har 
Mesbla. 

Should you want to visit authentic 8 
—preferably with Brazilian friends in 
tow—vou'll find it near Tiradentes 
Square. The Estudamina is a popula 
student tavern, where scions mingle 
with neighborhood types and sing, 
dance or spout poetry as the n 
strikes them. Also ty Zum-Zum, a small 
night club that often features. some of 
the top folk talent in Brazil. With luck 
Dorival Caymmi from Bahia will be on 
the bill, or Vinicius de Morais, one of 
of the bossa nova. 


ood 


the origin 

If you're still in Rio after carnival 
time, don’t neglect the city’s other sights. 
cable-car ride to the 
ain or get on 


For example, take 
top of Sugarloaf Mou 


hoard the cog railway for a trip up to 
Corcovado, Also allow a few days for an 
excursion to Petrópolis. Brazil's leading 
summer resort. [t boasts one of the 
world's greatest resort hotels, Quitan- 
dinha, a magnificent. structure. located 
beside a small lake with a background 
of lush tropical loliage. 

When your winter wandering takes you 
10 the sunny shores of Greece, be sure to 
allow plenty of timc to sce Athens. 
While you're there, make a walking tour 
of the fascinating old section of the city 
called the Plaka. It’s not 100 far from 
the Grande Bretagne Hotel on Consti 
tution Square. Just lollow Pandrosou 
Street through the Plaka, past vendors 
selling roasted. chestmuts and sesame-sced 
rolls, an accordion player or two, а сор. 
bler making shocs on the sidewalk, 
store displaying antique icons and silver- 
ware, and a sore that offers Greek 
national costumes for sale. At antique 
shops on this sireet, you can buy old 
Greek coins dating back to the Filth 
Century mai, е age of Pericles, and 
perhaps a small but beautiful vase that's 
2000 or more years old. (Make sure 
the dealer obtains. permission from the 
government for you 10 take out of the 
country any antique souvenirs you buy 
process that usually takes two or 
days) 
rly in your stroll you'll pass Acolou 
Street; and if you follow it to the left, 
you'll come to the ruins of Hadrian's 
Library, facing a green square. Farther 
down Acolou Street is the Tower of the 
Winds, which dates to the First Century 
вас. About 50 yards beyond, a right and 
then а left lead to a flight of steps just 
below the Acropolis, Take this winding 
street a short distance and you'll come 
upon several of the quarter's most popu- 
lar taverns, Stop at one, order an ouzo 
or two and silently offer а wast of thanks 
to the ancient deities of this sunny land, 
the gods of Olympus. 

The next time your travels take you 
to Italy. visit the island of Sardinia. ИЗ 
rapidly becoming the Mediterranean's 
hippest spot. Planes now fly direct from 
Great Britain, as well as from Genoa, 
Rome and Palermo. Sardinia has a wild, 
beautiful coast line that’s backed by rug- 
ged hills in which deer and wild boar st 
roam. Be sure to explore the local r 
that date back through the Greek, Roman 

1 Phoenician eras to the Neolithic age 


Several luxurious hotels are available, 
including the Cala di Volpe, the Pitrizza 
1 rwo newly opened superposh palaces 
—the Cervo imd the Romazzino. 

For further information write to Playboy 
Header Se Playboy Building, 919 
N. Michig ve.. Chicago, I. 60611. У | 


The glory 
of Rome in 
a classic 
cologne. 


A classic the moment 
it touches your skin 
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Englishmen have more dash, 
the French greater finesse, 
How come Scandinavian men 
get to carry on the way they do? 


Petter Jorgenssen believes in a schedule for everything and 
everything on schedule. Invariably, he wears steel rimmed glasses, 
a warm sweater, and a scent called Teck. Yesterday Pia and her 
sister Mia invited him on a picnic. It wasn't bad enough that they 
ruined his digestion by serving lunch 17 minutes late. but they brought 
påté sandwiches and champagne when they know he always has 
coddled eggs on Wednesday. Here, Pia and Mia plead for forgiveness. $ 


Think of what would happen if a man like you wore Teak. 


Now in America at good stores. TEAK" SHULTON 


What Seandination rien have 


THE PLAYBOY FORUM 


an interchange of ideas between reader and editor 
on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy" 


POSTAL PRIVACY 

П H.B. Montague, Chief Inspector of 
the Post Ollice Deparment. had handed 
in his letter to Senator Dirksen (rLavnoy, 
August 1966) as a thesis in my elemen- 
ary logic course. he would have gotten 
an F. The center of his argument is a 
monumental contradiction (stying what 
possibly be wue): 


(1) The Post Office Department has 
no authority nor desire to . . . prac- 
tice censorship in any form over 
first-class m; 
(2) The Post Office Department will 
comtinne 10 discharge its re- 
sponsibility as regards the postal ob- 
scenity statute . . . 
(3) The postal obscenity statute... 
applies equally to private leners. 


‘These three statements amount to a 


contradiction. To apply the postal ob- 
эссийү мание lo private letiers is to 
practice censorship. 


Many books have been written about 
the “criminal mind.” If Mr. Montague’s 
thinking is typical of the lawenlorce- 
ment officers mind, perhaps we need 
some studies on that subject as well. 
Arnold Levison 

Associate Professor of Philosophy 
University of Illinois 

ago, П 


iois 


Your evidence proves that some postal 
spectors have been guilty of deliber- 
ately wing. or attempting t0 de- 
stroy, the reputation amd position of 
those whose postal privacy has been vio 
lated—in the full foreknowledge that ab- 
solutely no known benefit 10 anyone can 
result therefrom and that the most griev- 
ous harm will be done thereby to the 
victim. his family, friends and associates. 
This is an exhibition of sadist 
y at its most vicious. fully wor 
the late, unkimented С 
ities of which were also completely legal 
in the land at the time they were 
committed. Doubtless the inspectors a 
looking forward eagerly to the time 
when they will be empowered to brand 
ds of 
the Phe next step—or 
those of short. memory—is to have chil 
dren inform on their parents, parents on 
their children, etc. 

King George’s tax on tea v 
ly legal, but a group of Boston 


dest 


identifying mark on the forche; 


e unlortunates. 


з eminent 


dians” were nonetheless certain that it 
was wrong. Conversely, probably no 
more illegal a document was ever con- 
ceived than the Declaration of Inde 
pendence; vet most of us consider it to 
have been. and to be, right. All of which 
should make clear to even the most 
obtuse that the Taw is not invariably a 
fertile field in which to look for what is 
right and what is wrong. 

H. F. Dobson, D.O. 

Kansas City, Kansas 


T was really surprised to read the v 
ous leners concerning the postal investi 
gation of private correspondence—they 
must be kidding! This is the Great So- 
ciety we're fighting for? 
ently the postal inspectors haven't 
ying much attention to the mail 
from Vietnam, or Fm sure the majority 
of Marines would soon be Stateside 
serving an exira hitch in a Federal per 
tentiary. Theres nothing sexually ab- 
normal about the men over here: but 
after 13 months away from home, you 
can bet they're writing wives and sw 
hearts personal leuers of an “intir 
or “suggestive” nature that, in m. 
cases, must. be quite similar to those that 
the Post Office Department would con- 
sider obse 


Pfc J.P. МеСапу 
U. S. Marines, Vietnam 


I The Playboy Philosophy and Playboy 
Forum were plish an- 
other thing, you would have more than 
justified their existence with your exposé 
of the Post Office Department's. invasion 
of privacy. Your revelations were chill- 
g, and their impact extraordinary, If 
the Post Office Department intends. 
henceforth, to leave private correspond: 
ence alone, then PLaynoy—and its read 
ers—deserves much of the credit 

1 hope your readers д 
ly, just how important all their let 
protest written to Washington were 
th: 
sona 


never to 


ize, inciden: 


: more 
dozen different Congressmen рег. 
Hy inquired into the Post Office 
situation soon after the protest mail 
started arriving in real quantity. 
What been achieved sur] 
everyone's earlier expectations. In. my 
opinion, PLAYBOY ought to be awarded 
a Pulitzer Prize for its key part 
James O'Donnell 
Washington, D. C. 


das sses 


DECEMBER DOT 
The gift to make points with. 
And it's all happening in the 
Swinging new colors that spell 
"соо 


if you wear 
the authentic 
shirt... 


JOP CANTER PLACKET o TOP «ENTER PLACKET > for 


SOPRA TAPERED BODY DIRA TAPIRED BODY 


TUTTI TT 


we speak 
your 
language! 


Golden Vee” 


EXTRA TAFER— 7" DROP 
FOUR TO SEVEN DOLLARS 


Golden Vee Shirts are available at: 
BAMBERGER'S, ALL STORES, (YOUNG MAN'S 
SHOP), N.J. * LAZARUS, (UNIVERSITY SHOP), 
COLUMBUS, OHIO * MAISON BLANCHE, 
(SCHOLAR SHOP) NEW ORLEANS, LA, and 
other fine stores everywhere, or write: GOLDEN 
оп, Wings Shirt Co. 4 W. 33rd St. 
10001. 
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atulations 


on your campaign 
fringement of posta 
rhe key to your success was the 
coordination of the efforts of your sup- 
porters by first giving them the facts and 
then providing the specific names and 
addhesses of those to whom they should 
protest. Organization is responsible for 
whatever success the censors and sickies 
have had lately: but organization can al 
so be ued t0 combat the auempt to cen- 
sor and suppres us. There are untold 
millions who believe in your philosophy. 
William Hurry 

Bellport, New York 


‘This is а copy of the letter I sent out 
today 10 Post Office Department General 
Counsel Timothy J. May: 


T am a teacher of seventh grade, 
mother of one, and ader of 
srAYBOY magazine, 1 teful for 
your letter to Senator Edward V. 
Long, published in the September 
Playboy Forum, in which you cx- 
pressed your concern over the postal 
interception of private mail recently 
brought to light. But at the same 
time, your letter puzzled me by 
pointing out an exception to this 
concern, If it is true that "the seal 
on a piece ol first-class mail is si- 
cred," as the Post Office claims, 
then why continue the shocking in- 
vasion of privacy to uncover the 
wifeswapping plans and organiza- 
tions of private citizens? WI 
ful purpose is served by hi 
these people who wil 
their private correspondence? 

In my civics courses, we go very 
deeply into the Bill of Rights and 
its guarantee of personal freedoms. 
rights a citizen has against any gov- 
crmnent on earth. Would you want 
these 12-year-old. students told of 
the snooping you and your depart- 
ment are continuing to endorse bla- 
tantly? What of their right of free 
speech? Their freedom from illegal 
search and seizure? Their rights not 
to incriminate themselves? And 
since the Redmonds case was re- 
versed, it is highly doubtful that a 
qion will stand. so what do 
you intend to do with the inform: 
ion you uncover? Will harassing 
continue through employes and 
publicity? What of their rights to 
due process of law, their freedom 
from cruel and unusual punish- 
ment, their “unnamed” rights 
guaranteed in the Ninth Amend- 
ment? 

This is the Bill of Rights, sir, 
practically all of it, violated every 
time one of your inspectors breaks 
the sacred seal on a piece of rst 
class mail. I hope you will reconsider 
your expressed decision to continue 
this outrageous prying, and return 


the mails to their former stare— 
that of a private medium for personal 
correspondence. 


This is one battle I ferv 
will 


nily hope you 
When you've won it, how 
ag up another torch and shed- 
ding some light on the equally shocking 
ation for expanded wiretap 
ation? The NBC White Paper 
as it was, might have caused 
of damage by stirring up sen- 
timent for such legislation. All of the ar 
sumens you have been using apply. 
There are times when, as odious as or 
ganized crime is, democracy must. live 
dangerously. Those of us who have faith 


is for police states, toralitar 
ments who have to resort to such meth. 
ods or seriously risk their existence. It is 
the existence of the wire tapper, the ce 
sor, the postal suooper that threatens the 
existence of a. democracy. 
Julie F. Forster 
Miami, Florida 
We think you'll be interested in an 
authoritative article on that very subject 
appearing in next month's PLAYBOY, the 
special Holiday-Anniversary Issue: “Big 
Brother in America” by U.S. Senator E 
ward V. Long, Charrman of the Congres- 
sional Subcommittee on Administrative 
Practice and Procedure, that is investigat- 
ing the various forms of Government in- 
trusion on the citizen's right to privacy, 
including postal snooping and wire tap- 
ping—by Mother Bell, and others. 


To chauge the law that governs obscen- 
y or lift the restrictions of using the 
any immoral purpose will 


mails for 
open the doors to the smut peddle! 


h their 
igh- 


who would flood the mails w 
filth. You would also allow some n 
bor to send. your wife a vile, anonymous 
leer that would violate her right to 
protection against such illness. The law 
is a good law, and anyone caught at this 
filthy game should be punished. 

I feel sorry for those who arc 
can and does mean fi 
but someone has to stop them. 
Maybe they should have gone for medi- 
cal help before it got out of hand 

(Name and address 
withheld by request) 

Although the Federal law governing 
obscenity is an incredible amalgam of 
ambiguity and obsolescence (for example, 
it provides the same severe penalty for 
the dissemination of birth-control infor- 
mation as for hardcore pornography), 
the statute itself was not al issue in 
LAYuoY's discussion of postal privacy. 
We were concerned primarily with the 
Ром Office Department's. alleged viola- 
tions of the Constitutional rights of 
individuals in the course of its in- 
vestigations, and with the Department's 
misapplication of its own statute: The 
established purpose of the law is to keep 


aught. It 
neil and social 


the doors closed to those “smut peddlers” 
you mention, not to justify snooping 
into the personal mail and morals. of 
private citizens, 

The Justice Department recently an 
nounced an official policy against the 
further prosecution of obscenity cases in 
ordinary priate correspondence; Те 
United States Supreme Court subsequent 
ly established this policy as the law of the 
laud with ils unanimous decision in 
“Redmonds vs. l indeed, even the 
Ром Office Department belatedly at 
knowledged that enforcement should 
“focus primarily" on commercial obscen: 
шу"... rather than on those who use the 
mail system to carry on pr 
pondence that may involve obscene com- 
munications.” This was the central theme 
of а letter on Past Office policy sent to 
Senator Edward V. Long—ai the Sena- 
lors request, as а result of тзлуноу 
reader protests—by Timothy May, Gen- 
eral Counsel of the Post Office Depart- 
ment (see September “Playboy Forum"): 
although less than a month before, in a 
letter to Senator Everett М. Dirksen— 
alo requested a а result of. mavnow 
reader protests—Chief Postal Inspector 
H. B. Montague was still insisting that 
the postal obscenity law “applies equally 
to private letters” (see August “Playboy 
Forum”), 

Regrettably, spokesmen for the Post 
Office Department are still attempting to 
justify the investigation of private citi 
zens who communicate with one another 
through correspondence clubs, claiming 
that such letters can be considered “non- 
private,” becawe the letter writers are 
frequently not well known to one anoth 
er, and because the subjects discussed are 
often offensive to the moral standards of 
the community—as interpreted by local 
postal inspectors. In so doing, the Post 
Office Department is willfully ignoring 
the Supreme Court's decision in the “Red. 
monds” case, which reversed the convic- 
tion of а married couple who had sent 
compromising pictures of themselves to 
а correspondence club for processing, 

As for anonymous nuisance letters 
(concerned with sex or any other subject), 
we think five years! imprisonment and a 
$5000 fine is too severe a punishment for 
a relatively minor offense. The Model 
Penal Code, in its section on " harass- 
ment.” recommends that similar conduct 
be deemed a petty misdemeanor (penalty: 
30 days for first offense; six months to two 
years for repeated offenders}—although 
compulsory psychiatric treatment might 
be more in order for the sexually re- 
pressed neurotic who needs to get his 
kicks in this manner. 


ale corres. 


VOICES OF THE VICTIMS 

Upon buying a house several years 
my husband and I found six lovely wood- 
en picture frames. My husband, who 
was starting to get interested in phoiog- 
raphy. got the idea of sending away to a 


go, 


firm that had advertised in а very popu- 
lar photography magazine that they wer 
selling art photos. He wrote and asked if 
they would make him six 16 x 20 photos. 
We never heard from this firm; and 
being very busy with the new house, we 
had completely forgouen about the mat- 
ter. One rainy night 1 was home alone. 
when I heard a knock on the door ane 
lo and behold, there were two postal 
inspectors! 

Tt seems that they had raided the firm 
and found my husband's letter asking to 
buy "six large nudes suitable for fram 
ing." Te scems that even before they had 
paid us a visit, they had questioned my 
husband's employer as 10 his morals, so 
cial life, etc. (and result, he lost the 
best job he was ever to have). Their 
story was that they wanted to search 
the house and see if we had received 
any other “objectionable material"—the 
words are theirs, not mine. 1 refused 
and inasmuch as they had по search war 
rant, they left. However, they were back 
few nights liter 10 question. my hus 
band. ‘They made him sign a statement 
siying that he had never received amy 
photos fiom this firm. My husband at 
first refused. pointing out that many 
nudist publications and girlie books were 
given second-class mailing permits, so 
how come so much attention was being 
given to his lete? They were very eva 
sive and chimed it "was orders.” The 
upshot was that my husband finally 
yned afier about two hours of conver 
sition. In the fast few years I have often 
wondered where this statement is and 
what was gained by their talking 10 my 
husband's employer. 

Thank God for people like Hugh 
Hefner, who have had the courage to 
stand up and fight back. Half of these 
inspeciors don't know where their legal 
limits are and the other half seemingly 
don’t even care. 


(Name and address 
withheld by request) 


You may add my story to your grow- 
ing collection of postal invasion of privacy 
cases. D exchanged some juicy corre- 
spondence v “girl” who turned o 
то be à. postal inspector. On the basis of 
this and intercepted letters to a Califor 
a couple, the charges were lined. up 
(1) A Federal charge of mailing obscene 
material: (2) a stare. charge claiming the 
distribution of obscene al; and (3) 
а city charge of possession of obscene ma 
terial. The postal authorities had done a 
thorough job: Before lini, 
midable banery, they had visin 
ployer and shown him photostatic copies 
of my correspondence. This cost me a 
$17,000-2-year job. 

My attorney made deals with the stine 
and the Feds in exchange for a conviction 
by the city. It wa anged in the ас 
torney’s office that (1) 1 would plead not 
guilty to city charges, and (2) the city 


If you belong 
to any of these 
great clubs... 


SPeterebur 
lade [A 
7 


^o 


...Jou belong in a Clubmari sportcoat. 


available at finer stores, or write: clubman, 1290 avenue of the americas, n. yn y. 
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The new, exciting scent for 
men-a fresh, completely 
new fragrance note that 
lasts and lasts! 

AFTER SHAVE $2.50, $4.50 
COLOGNE $3.00, $5.00 
GIFT SETS $5.50, $9.50 
(After Shave and Cologne) 
... cool frosted bottles 

Шы: elegantly packaged in 
po authentic wood boxes. 


CMEM COMPANY, INC, NORTHVALE, NJ. 


New EXECUTIVE 300 


a lint remover 
you can wash! 


Instantly picks up lint. dandruff, pet hair, etc. 
When it's full of lint, just wash it off. 
No sticky tape, no relills to buy. 

New "perma:tac” adhesive lasts indefinitely 

For home ог office. A unique gitt 

every man will use. Gift boxed $3.00 


at line men's git counters everywhere 


LI ser CLL? пне n Miti 


magistrate would find me guilty and fine 
me 5150. I was booked (fingerprinted 
and mugged) to the accompaniment of 
nd leering remarks in the presence of 
fe. 1 paid my fine, plus a $1000 at- 
torney’s fee, and that was the end. 1 
never met the judge nor the accusers. 
My attorney med me that the Feds 
were hanging onto the evidence; he ex- 
plained that they could still press charges 
у they felt like it D have been 
living under this sword of Damocles for 
the past two years. 

For three months I hunted for a job. I 
think my professional qualifications arc 
excellent. I have a B.S. and an M. S. and 
three years of training in a management 

stitute. My experience background. is 
unblemished, in both the technical and 
the managerial fields. My superiors from 
the firm T left have indicated that they 
would like ıo have me back. I went to 
see the vice-president about this and he 
told me: "Yes, you are an excellent man; 
however, it is the company’s policy not 
to hire persons who are sex deviates. We 
would give an embezzler or à murderer 
chance, but we are very strict about sex 
offenders.” These were his exact words: I 
will remember them until the day I dic. 

Next came the job hunt. My qualifica- 
tions were acceptable to more than 30 of 
the companies to which T applied (mostly 
ough profesional placement agen- 
"Then came the time to fill out the 
company's employment application form. 
Question number 13: Have you ever 
heen arrested? Answer: Yes. Give Details. 
Answer; Possession of obscene material. 
L was turned down on 36 jobs for which 
1 was qualified. I now have a job at less 
than half the salary 1 made before. How 
did I get it? 1 lied. Fortunately, my im- 
mediate superiors gave me excellent. per 
sonal recommendations. The cost to me 
has been around $30,000 in lost salary. 
nd my soul. ] was very civieminded, but 
now 1 refrain from all such activities for 
fear that someone will dig out my one 
mistake. 

This, then, is the society in which I 

live. Fifieen years of productive service 

nd innumerable civic endeavors wiped 

ош by Big Brother and his snoopers. 

Biter? You bet I am. Seared? You better 
believe it. I bave a family to support 
(Name and address 

withheld by request) 


1 don't consider myself abnormal in 
any way, bur D do possess a burning 


cmriosity. Because 1 was curious, 1 манс 
cd writing to correspondence clubs and 
joined four of hem~ three of which are 
now defunct. 1 picked out the ads that 
indicated a desire to meet or correspond 
with single males and wrote to these 
people through the dub. With no crim- 
inal or commercial intent, L perha 


naively, used my correct пате and 


dress. As pointed out by others, most of 
these ads seemed to have been placed by 


ly inclined males of beth 
heterosexual and homosexual natures. OF 
the 40 or 50 letters T received, only about 
ten seemed to be truly as advertised. ОЁ 
this ten, five were from couples and five 
from single girls. I met and talked with 
just two of the couples 

Well, I was soon confronted with a pair 
of postal inspectors. One was businesslike 
and the other leered. The businesslike 
one handed me a form to fill out and I 
complied. He said he had no search wa 
rant and would like me to voluntarily 
give them any and all correspondence 
п these clubs. He said that if it 
ary, he would get a search 
warrant and a sheriff to serve it and it 
would be better for me to m а clean 
breast of it and cooperate. T thought it 
over and gave them the bulletins mailed 
by these clubs and a few of the let- 
ed some pictures and a let- 
by myself that had been sent 
10 a couple in northern California in 
October or November of the previous 
y 1d also pictures and leuers sent to 
other couple in Southern. California. 
How the postal inspectors came into pos- 
session of the contents of these letters is 
still a mystery to me. But the couples had 
sked me to send them some “live pics” 
(pornographic pictures) and 1 had done 
so by first-class mail. The charge (a fek 
ony) was mailing obscene pictures through 
the U.S. mails. 

Lhe inspectors submitted the material 
I had surrendered to them to the Ac 
torney General and the warrant for my 
rest was issued. They told me to appear 
before a clerk for a reading of the charges. 
Twas to produce bail at this time and did 
so through a bondsman. Not having a 
great amount of money, 1 obtained a pub- 
lic defender. The case appeared to be an 
openandshut matter, and the lawyer 
held out little hope. Then I read about 
the Supreme Court decision in the Red- 
monds case. 1 mentioned this case to the 
public defender and he approached the 
Auorney General; a letter was sent to 
Washington to sec if the decision ap- 
plied 10 my situation, The Government 
decided to drop the charges and allowed. 
me to withdraw my earlier plea of guilty. 
‘The dismissal of the case was contingent 


on the assurance that would not bring 
against the U.S. for false arrest. I 
agreed and the cise was closed. 


POSTAL HARASSMENT 
I have sent the following letter to Sen- 
ator Dirksen: 


It was very gratifying to me to see 
your leuer in the August issue of 
PLAYBOY. This past school year in 
Twin Falls, Idaho, where I was 
teaching at the College of Southern 


Idaho, a representative of the Post 


Office Deparment went (o the 
Twin Falls police and also to the 
president of the college and told 
them that 1 was recciving pornogra- 
phy that showed that 1 was а dan- 
gerous homosexual and a threat to 
children. In spite of my protests, or 
perhaps because of them, the presi- 
dent declined to recommend my 
reappointment. I have since been 
fortunate enough. to secure another 
position, but how long I will be 
able to hold onto it with the Post 
Office on my back I don't know. 

Whether one person should at- 
tempt to tell another what he should 
is to me questionable. 
at such matters should in any way 
be the responsibility of the Post Of- 
fice is inconceivable. Surely they are 
doing inestimable harm meddling in 
things that are dearly outside their 
province. Something should be done 
to definitely curb these abuses, How 
can people respect the law while such 
injustices are being perpetuated? And 
it says very little lor the Government 
that a man like Chief Postal Inspec- 
tor Henry Montague is a part of it. 

Your own state, I understand, has 
abolished the laws that protect the 
exploiters and persecutors of homo- 
sexuals, Let us hope that the time is 
г off when everyone in Amer- 
1 enjoy this relief. 


Clayton Montgomery 
New York, New York 


AN AMERICAN OMBUDSMAN 

1 am surprised that in the discussions 
of invasion of privacy that I have seen, 
по one has raised the possibility of a 
Pos Ollice Ombudsman (rhymes with 
woodsman) or Citizen's Defender. "Om- 
budsman” is a Swedish word that means 
roughly "one who stands for" and is the 
name of a special office of government 
where citizens’ complaints may be filed. 
It а feedback system that helps control 
the government bureaucracy. [his sys- 
tem has been in use in Sweden since 
1809 and is now in use in other Scandi- 
mavian countries and in New Zealand. 
Hae in the United State: 
states (California, Hlinois, Rhode Island 
and Connecticut) have had Ombudsm: 
proposals introduced. in their state legis- 
cs. Congressman Henry Reuss of 
Wisconsin has raised the issuc in Congress. 

Most bureaucracies have their own de- 
fenders or public relations experts, who 
rc trained to give glib answers to con- 
sumer complaints. Any individual cii 
slator has a very limited view 
of the bureaucracy and cannot see the 
patterns that are evolving. In the instance 
of the Post Oflice invasion of privacy, 
PLAYBOY has been a central repository. 
where the complaints could be channeled, 
PLAYBOY has performed a valuable public 


service, But the handling of citizen com- 
plaints about Government bureaucracy in 
general should not be left ло voluntary 
private efforts. It should be formalized, 
protected from politics and systematically 
used to improve Governmental efficiency. 
Charles L. Smith 
Berkeley, California 


ROME AND WASHINGTON 

In the 19th Century, to a liberal Furo- 
Rome was the symbol of every- 
reactionary and oppressive and 
Washington was the symbol of every- 
thing progressive. What a change has oc 
curred in our time ] 
imperialistic war gainst 
the Vieınamese; and, in Rome, the voice 
of the Pope is raised in the cause of 
settled 


peace. In Washington, dogma 
into a hard, brite mold; in Rome, the 
spirit of ccumenicism is sweeping the 


whole Church through gales of change. 
Finally, in Washington, the Supreme 
Court orders a man sent 10 five y 
imprisonment for the «т 
ing: in Rome, Alfredo Cardinal Otta- 
Viena announces the abolition of the 
Index of Prohibited Books. 

My grandfather would never believe 
that, in 100 years, Rome could progress 
so fast and Washington could regiess so 
fast. 


Jean-Marie Proudhon 
‘Lyons, France 


P. T. A. PROTEST 

I attend P. T. A. meetings, in a public 
school auditori are always 
opened with a prayer. P. T. A. leaders 
scem to assume that everyone present is 
in accord with their ideas. Naturally, if 
anyone objected to this practice on the 
basis of his personal beliefs, he would 
be dassified as an atheist or an infidel, 
nd the children involved would surely 
suffer. 

Why docs a religious liberal such as 
myself object to а simple prayer to open 
a PLT. А. meeting? Let us asu 
the Р.Т. А. president is а religious 1 
eral. Instead of opening the meeting with 
an affirmation of а supernatural God 
through prayer, she proceeds to make a 
few comments on the benefits 10 be de- 
rived from the negation of supernaturs 
ism in religion. How would the orthodox 
religious minds react to this? Certainly 
there would be an impeachment of the 
P.T.A. president. Can orthodox be- 
lievers expect religious liberals to react 
ny differently when they are coerced into 
this simple ceremony? 

Those who continue to ignore the Su- 
preme Court ruling concerning, religious 
ceremonies (teachers, P.T.A. leaders, 
etc) in public schools do so for one of 
two reasons. Either they must impose 
their beliefs on others as a bulwark 
against their own insecurities or they 
feel that open defiance of the law will 
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show their true religious zeal. Neither of 
these reasons is im the spirit of те 
gious freedom guaranteed by the United 
States Constitution. 

Please withhold my name, since I do 
not wish my children to suller for my 
personal. beliefs. 

(Name withheld by request) 
New Orleans, Louisiana 

Shortly after the 1962 Supreme Court 
decision banning school prayers, the Na 
tional Congress of Parents and Teachers 
adopted the follawing resolution: 


P.T.A.s may continue (heir own 
inspirational exercises within. their 
awn meetings. Whether or not they 
mert in school buildings, P. T. A.s 
ave voluntary and private. associa- 
tions, and determine for themselves 
the observances that will meet their 
needs. 


This places the responsibility for the 
continuation or discontinuation of reli- 
gious viles upon the members of each 
local P. T. А. The power of its leaders, 
like that of leaders їп any demo- 
cratic organization, is derived [rom the 
consent of the governed. You have the 
vote and you have the right lo make mo- 
tions [rom the floor. If you are too timid 
to express your opinion, you'd have no- 
body but yourself to blame if the lead- 
ers, next year, decided to open meetings 
with "Deutschland. über alles." 


MARGARET SANGER 
Margaret. Sanger, bi 
wd опе of the greatest women of the 
20th Century, died this September, at 
2. Her career should bc an object 
lesson to those persons whose letters I 
keep reading in The Playboy Forum, 
stating that Hefner's ideas are right but 
can never make any change in the wide- 
spread ignorance and superstition of the 
masses. 


a Mrs, Sanger was brought to 
n New York City 1914 for send- 
ing birth-control information through 
the mails, she stood virtually alone. As 
The New York Times remarked in its 
obituary, “Even progressive women, So- 
Gialists and physicians offered her no а 
sistance. Fighters for women’s sulb 
seemed more concerned with the vote 
than with Маз, Sanger's immediate prob- 
lem. Physicians seemed to fear the Com- 
stock Law." Only Emma Goldman, the 
supported Mrs. Sanger publi 
s afterward, nearly single 
nded, Mrs. Sanger carried on the battle 
for the tight of 
to decide the size of their own families. 
She survived other lawsuits, a jail term, 
raids on her clinics and year alter year 
of vilification by both the Catholic and 
the Protestant Churches. 

oday, only 52 years after the begin- 
ning of her crusade, this brave woman is 
known and revered throughout the world. 
The Planned Parenthood Federation, 


which she founded, now has centers in 
150 cities in the United States and 88 
other countries. Nehru of India accorded 
her а hero's reception when she visited 
that coun She was the fist womai 
ever to address the Japanese Diet. The 
Protestant churches, almost unanimously. 
have reversed their opinion on birth co 
trol and now accept Margaret. Sanger's 
teachings as orthodox: the latest reports 
from the Vatican indicate that Rome, 
100, is rethinking this issue. 

May Hefner's crusade bring the same 
sanity to other sexual matters that Mar- 
garet Sanger brought to contraception, 
and may the victory be 
coming this time! 


Catherine Brown 
Mexico City, Mexico 


CONTRACEPTION AND CONSCIENCE 
The following story appeared in а re- 
cent San Francisco Chronicle: 


The use of the rhythm method of 
birth control causes serious psycho- 
logical harm, а 
Catholic. psychiatrist i 

It creates severe frusmation 10 
many couples and the disagr 
over its use and quarrels over its 
failures cause m cord. Dr. 
John R. Cavanagh wrote in this 
month's issue of Marriage magazine. 

Dr. Cavan 
School of Sacred Theology at 
Catholic University of Americ 
is a member of the Popes Bi 
commission, said he b 


h, who teaches in the 
the 


study of replies from 22 
who read the magazine. Only su 
cessful users of the rhythm method 
were asked to reply to the qu 
naive which appeared with an earlier 
le in the magazine. Dr. Cava- 
h wrote that “most of the com- 
ments were far from happy and the 
users did not seem too successful. 


He said many of the readers sent 
in letters with their questionnaires 
and they “made me wonder if God 
intended Catholics to suffer so.” 


It also makes me wonder if God in- 
tended Catholics to suffer so: Th 
Tm an ex-Catholic. Isn't it time thar the 
ergy began practicing a cnain virtue 
that they preach to their followers—the 
virtue of " 


s why 


ier, exam 


means asking yourself if any of you 
armless” acts, or even your seemingly 
“virtuous” acts, were really motivated by 
malice. Tt means asking whether you 
have been doing evil and lying 10 you 
self about it. Now, consider the facts 
well known to modern psychologists: A 


celibate always sulfers from some degree 
of frustration. A celibate always has 
some envy, and malice. toward those 
who me enjoying a happy sex life. Is 
it not worth asking. of those priests 
who really wish 10 serve God, if their 
whole stand on birth control is not just 
the product of their unconscious hatred 
of noncelibates? Should they not exam 
ine their consciences very. severely. and 
sk why they approve only the one 
method of binh control that is a 
surefire way of ruining marriages and 
poisoning the love act with fear and 
anxiety? I a man with a wooden leg im 
ined that he found in the Bible some 
justification for asking ordinary men to 
break one of their own legs and hobble 
around on crutches, one would suspect 
that he was guilty of neurotic malice and 
rationalization—especially if millions of 
others read the same Bible and couldn't 
find that message in it. Isn't it time the 
celibates frankly asked themselves these 
questions? 

(Name withheld by request) 

Dayton, Ohio 


ABORTION PROPOSAL 

PLAYBOY might be interested in an 
unequivocal stand. from the pulpit on a 
controversial issue 


An Towa City church pastor w 
to change Iowa's abortion 

The Rev. William M. Wei 
tor of the Iowa City Uni 
versalist Society, said he plans 10 get 
in touch with legislators to promote 
the change. 


Iowa law now forbids termin 
а pregn: 
id 


icy unless the mother’s lile 
jeopardy 
The Rev. Mr. Weir and the So- 
al Concerns Council of his church 


will work for adoption of a law fol 


lowing guidelines ser out by the 
Ame Law Institute. 
Under the proposal, 


would be permitted il: 

The physical or mental health of 
the mother would be impaired by 
the birth of a child: 

There is a strong indication that 
the child would have mental or 
physical defects: 

The pregnancy resulted from 
rape, incest or other felonious inter- 
course: 

The prospective mother is unde 
the age of 16 
abortion. would have to be 
recommended by two physicians, 
of whom would perform the 
ion. 

Said the Rev. Mr. Weir: 

“I am concerned that so many 
persons are driven to violate the law 
because it is so restrictive. I am even 
more concerned tha 
8000 women di 
result of illegal abortions. 


“Present laws drive large numbers 
of desperate women into the hands 
of those from whom the law seeks to 
shield them—namely, the illegal 
abortionists.” 


Jim DeMaranville 
Council Bluffs, Iowa 


m 
EDUCATION AND DEVIATION 
It looks like The Playboy Philosophy 
is really spreading. A recent Toronto 


Globe and Mail ran the following story, 


under a glaring headline beginning with | B 
word that couldn't have been printed 
a newspaper ten years ago 
MASTURBATION DESCRIBED m 


AS PART OF GROWING UP 


Masturbation may be one of the 
essential processes of growing up, a pee 
woman doctor told the second éE) 
North American Conference on the E aj 


Church and Family Life. 
Dr. Мау S. Calderone, cxecu- 
tive director of the Sex Information 
and Education Council of thc 
United States, also told а press cou- 


ference that for many persons а ho- HICKORY 


mosexual relationship may be more 


түй 


creative and fulfilling than mar- 

riage. 
Dr. Calderone, a grandmother, is Ө. 
arama 


one of the leading figures at а con- 
ference that has brought together 
625 clergymen, theologists, psychi- 
atrists, sociologists and lavmen from 
all over North America, under the 
auspices of the Canadian Council of 
Churches and the 


National Council 
of Churches of Christ in the United. TH E 
States. 
"Masturbation is something that PLAY BOY 
m E TOUCH 
“The churches and the medical 


touches everybody at all ages. . . . 
е IN 


I'd like to sce the churches support 

age and support honest objective 

research. It wasn't too long ago that 

Situ D ES JEWELRY 

with no part of them exposed, and 

all sorts of tragedies occurred. be- Featuring the Fashionable Playboy Tie Bar 

cause the physician was not allowed 
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Irce scientific research to find out 
Calderone, mother of three 
daughters and grandmother of two with the debonair Р1АҮВОҮ rabbit. 


ged boys, Lustrous black enamel on rhodium, 
the feelings of a group Playboy Cuff Links $5 


асс 1 she wa 


sum- 
E 


of psychiatrists, priests and sex cx- 
perts when. she pem toleration of Биш 
homosexuality. теза 
“Tt was the ge feeling of the АП реш р: 
group that homosexuality was а way Sand check or money ardar io: 
of sexual expression that сап be as PLAYBOY PROOUCTS 
constructive depending on the use 919 N. Michigan Ave 
that individuals make of cach other Chicago, Illinois 60611 
—as married life has the possibility Playboy Club keyholders may charge 


of being highly destructive.” 
She said ignorance and fear 
breed a punishing attitude toward 


by enclosing key number with order. 


PLAYBOY 


96 


homosexuality and other forms of 
deviation. “We've learned we can 
punish an alcoholic out of . . . alco- 
holism and we're going to have to 
learn this about several forms of 
sexual expression." 


I once heard a psychiatrist from Los 
Angeles say that most mental-health 
problems could be cleared up in a gener- 
ation if mental and medical doctors just 
had the guts to say in. public what they 
already knew was true. Maybe that great 
day is finally dawning? 

Edwin C. Cooper 
"Toronto, Ontario 


PLAYBOY IN THE PULPIT 

About two years ago, we became inte 
ested in the Unitarian church here in 
Auckland. "The church, isolated from 
Unitarian headquarters in the U.S.A. 
was in the doldrums. A roster of vol 
tary speakers was drawing as few as five 
people to services—no young people. no 
children, Eightcen months ago. we per- 
suaded the church to let us try a new 
kind of monthly family service. We hit 
as hard as we could—replaced. hymns 
with folk songs, and instead of a sermon 
we used a d wife and 
myself. We also converted an old mezza- 
nine or gallery into a coffee bar, and as 
part of our effort to cre 
posphere, we put nude p: 
photos on the walls (our own work. of 
course, as there was no monty to buy 


any). 
Several Sundays ago, we held 
service that included two readings from 


pLavnoy and a dialog on 
Philosophy 
Auendance is now climbing toward 


The Playboy 


Noel and Thelma Blyth 
Auckland, New Zealand 


KEYS TO THE KINGDOM 

They say a churchman a long time ago 
prayed. that Plutarch be admitted to 
heaven despite his pag . I like 
what you're doing to bring 
out a more т 
encd atmosphere 


wying 


quite sine that if you succeed, some 
somebody will sav, "Dear Lord, in addi- 
tion 10 Plutarch, let old Hugh in, won't 
you? 

Who knows? That place up there just 
may very well be the biggest Playboy 
Club ever. 


М.С. Turner 
Dayton, Tennessee 


GOD IS AN ATHEIST 
The United States is not a С 


stian 


nation. Rather, it is a nation where 
Christians, Jews, Buddhists, etc., are all 
free t0 live thei dividual lives as their 


conscience directs them. But no one is 
free to impose his religious way of life 
on others. Atheists should also have this 


freedom; but our society imposes such 
hostile attitudes toward atheism that en- 
joyment of this philosophy (of reality) 
has been difficult. This, however, is 
changing with the advent of “Christ 
atheism. 

Atheism is the universe as scence 
finds it and as interpreted by human un- 
deistanding. It is an attempt to state the 
simple truth, to g fair likeness of 
things, to photograph facis. Atheism is 
denial of nothing true, of nothing good, 
of nothing that can be proved. I see no 
good reason for abusing the atheist. His 
opinions don't make him a bad citizen 
or a bad п. He is as moral as his 
Chr п ucighbor, and as ready to help 
a fellow. being. 

Atheism is the exhilarating release 
from the mental retardation of what the 
sts call the syndrome of ego 
whose three characteristic. 
feelings of 


In countries where atheism is a crime, 
hypocrisy is more honored than integ- 
rity. And it should not be overlooked 
at Christians and Jews worship an 
Cod, the F: 
God; He is therefore an atheist 

Frank C 

Dallas, Texas 


CHRISTIAN ATHEISM 
As а good friend of the Reverend 
Richard Gary, one of Hugh Hefner's 
fellow panelists on the radio programs 
that served as the basis for several in- 
stallments of The Playboy Philosophy, 
I have been an intermittent reader ol 
yours for years. I admire Hefner's frank- 
ness, and only wish we might debate face 
to face someday. 
A publication with such wide circula- 
ion as yours is bound to influence opin- 
ion among а large circle of readers. For 
this reason, I beg the use of your pages 
to correct а misconception that could do 
severe harm, In the headline on William. 
Hamilton's The Death of God (тлу, 
August 1966). vou introduce the author a 
a “christian atheist” who “proclaims and 
defines the radical new concept of chri 
nity without a supreme being.” And 
a the article he ingeniously endeav 
to do just that. 

Bur I submit that any concept of 
christianity (even when it is spelled with 
a small 7C) without a supreme being is 
contradiction. The very essence of Je- 
sus’ teaching, preaching and example is 
the relationship of creature to Creator, 
of man то God. He himself epitomized 
that relationship. He exercised it i 
meditation and prayer. He taught it in 
parables—epecially in the Parable of 
ihe Prodigal Son. You cannot have 
“christianity without a supreme being. 


You may have something ebc—call 
“ethical atheism” if you wish—but not 
Christiani 


Any reader of yours who has the good 
sense to admire a pretty girl should be 
smart enough to grasp chis auth 

"The Rev. Marcus B. Hall 
Saint John's Episcopal Church 
Stowe, Vermont 


SITUATION ETHICS 
Your editorial comments on "situation 
eth n the May 1966 issue, some of 
them quoted directly from Dı. Joseph 
Fletchers book called Situation Ethics 
prompr me 10 take you to task, 
ing out of context. is an editorial 

ally unforgivable. T haw 
just finished reading Dr. Fletcher's book 
and I doubt that your editor under- 
stands it any better than the pastor to 
whose letter he was replying. Situation 
ethics are, indeed, based on а prcsup 
posed existential freedom—existential in 
the sense that reality originates within 
each person's mind or out of each per 
son's experience—but this is not the free- 
dom of hedonism. The new morality is 
not a sexual ethic, although it includes 
sex. Sex morality, in situation cthics, is 


part of total morality—or, in other 
words, of a total view of life and of 
ethics, 


And this view is based on the old no 
tion of individu 
sumes that moder 
10 the possibility of growing up i 
whole, and adult, human being. Dr. 
Fleicher offers men the election of matu 
rity—mentally, morally. physically and 
you will print the word) spi 
suggests that modern man, who has been 
capable of inventing the atomic bomb, 
really has no other choice than to hasien 
toward maturity—or cease to be. 

To try to equate The Playboy Philoso 
phy with situation ethics is, it seems to 


те, a misrepresentation that is intel 
lectually dishonest. Situation. cthics ar 
for the brave, the strong, the intelli 

gent. And may I add that an editorial 
policy so narrow that it does not include 
some dedication 10 the facts is one that 
ill prove self-defeating. 


Ann Neusel 
Wyncote, Pennsylvania 

We agree that “quoting out of context 
is an editorial sin": we would add that 
unjustly accusing anyone of this trans- 
gression is an equally serious sin. We 
quoted—with Dr. Fletcher's permission— 
eight paragraphs from “Situation Ethics" 
in order to defend the “new morality" 
against one of its critics. We made 
absolutely no equation between “The 
Playboy Philosophy" and situation ethics: 
moreover, our own comment was merely 
а brief introduction 10 the subject. and 
could hardly reveal our editors under 
standing of the book. 

Yes indeed similarities and 
differences. in Fletchers and Hefner's 
ethical codes, Both men know each other 

(continued on page 264) 
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It should be just as beautiful inside, right? 


Right! It’s our Ultra-Slim attaché. 


Sure, that lush soft vinyl lining makes it 
beautiful. But the Ultra-Slim attaché is roomy 
too. Just 344-inches thin, and a mere 5 pounds 
empty, it takes everything a busy executive 
needs. A three-compartment expandable folder 
keeps papers orderly And a cast vinyl cover- 
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American Luggage Works, Inc. 


ing (to resist scuffs and scratches), rein- 
forced with fiberglass, keeps it travel-tough. 
"Typical of Amei n Tourister Luggage, it 
sports springless locks and a foam-cushioned 
handle. Okay? Why not make this Christmas 
lots merrier with an Ultra-Slim? 


Warren, Rhode Island 02885 
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Mr. Gordon's discovery put a special gow 
in many an Old English holiday greeting. 


Was it thc bloom in her cheek? The gleam in his eye? Or the glow from 

Mr. Gordon’s discovery? That smooth, provocatively dry gin that’s made England merry 
since 1769. The cheering, snappily crisp gin that's still England's favourite holiday 

cup o' kindness, after almost two centurics. This Christmas, give the gift 

the English give, Gordon’s. Let the romance of Merry Old England flow frcc. 
Gordon's, the biggest seller in England, America, the world! 


PRODUCT OF U.S.A. oiiro tos 


PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: SAMMY DAVIS JR. 


a candid conversation with the kinetic singer, dancer, comedian, musician, mimic, actor and best-selling author 


Whether Sammy Davis Jr.. as so often 
billed. is really “the greatest entertainer 
in the world” may be open to debate, 
but even his critics would admit that no 
опе has worked. harder—nor overcome 
more hardships and handicaps—to carn 
that appellation. Literally a child of 
show business (his parents, Sammy and 
wra Davis, toured with a vaudeville 
troupe headed by Will Mastin, whom he 
called his uncle), Sammy made his stage 
debut at the age of one and became 
a fulltime profesional when he was 
three. He had no opportunity for formal 
schooling and was forced to scuffle for 
pin money with Mastin and his father 


during the Depresion years. But the 
younger Davis proved a quick study as 
а song-and-dance man, and soon eclipsed 
his elders to become the star of their 
struggling little act in carnival side 
shows and those few small-town theaters 
and night cluby that would book Negro 
taleni in that pre-civil rights era. 

After an eight-month hitch in the 
Army's Special Services—a traumatic first- 
hand exposure to racial bigotry and bru- 
tality for the 18-year-old entertainer (his 
nose was broken twice in beatings ndmin- 
istered by white Gls}—Sammy jomed 
the Trio with redoubled determination to 
make the big time. It finally happened 
in 1951, when Sammy (still second-billed 
lo Mastin) electrified audiences—and 
earned notice-duiing u hinm- 
phant first engagement al Ciro's in Holly- 
wood. Suddenly in demand for solo. 
recordings and movie voles (in Аппа 
Lucasa" and “Porgy and Bess"), and 


rave 


“Every time 1 walk on a stage, I feel like 
the cat who walks into a saloon and says, 
“ОК, who's the fastest gun here?’ And the 
audience out there is the cat who stands 


up and says, ‘I am. Let's go outside. 


celebrated for his kinetic performance in 
the Broadway hi “Mi. Wonderful.” 
Sammy found himself vich ау well as fa- 
mans almost overnight. Living his new 
part to the hilt, after “a lifetime of wiit- 
ing and wanting.” he plunged headlong 
into the maelstrom of Hollywood night 
life: punishing the bottle. plunging at the 
gaming tables, playing around with the 
chicks and tossing big money away with 
spectacular—and self-destructive—aban- 
don. His income and has audiences con- 
tinued to grow, but his performances 
began to su|ler—along with his heatth— 
and Sammy was soon several. hundred 
thousand dollars in debt. But his for- 
tunes had not yet reached their lowest 
ebb: Late in 1954, while driving from 
Las Vegas to Hollywood for a recording 
date, he was seriously injured in the an 
tomobile accident that cost him his left 
eye. Although he was soon working again 
at Ciro's, and even joking about his mis- 
fortune, he was privately distraught and 
depressed. and ane night tried unsucess. 
fully to drive his car off a cliff. His two 
brushes with death, however, shook him 
into a fateful decision: А few months 
later, secking “a purpose bigger than 
myself.” he converted to Judaism amid 
а storm of publicity assailing him for 
insincerity. 

If Sammy was looking for peace of 
mind, he was not lo find it yet. Whe 
the news leaked out that he was secretly 
dating Kim Novak late in 1957, despite 
warnings pom Hollywood higher ups, 
Sammy became a target for racist hate 
mail—undeterred even by his brief mar- 


“My mother was born in San Juan. So 
I'm Puerto. Rican, Jewish, colored and 
married (qo a white woman, When 1 
move into a neighborhood, people start 
running four ways at the same time.” 


riage fo a Negro dancer—that reached 
food proportions with the announce. 
ment of his engagement to Swedish ac 
hes May Briti in May oj 1950, Defying 
a barrage of anonymous death tients 
Sammy and May were marvied six mouths 
Tater. with friend Frank Sinatia as best 
man and fellow ratpack chum Peter 
Lawford among the guests, May's movie 
career was over, bul the marrias 


ished and Sammy's own successes multi- 
pled—along with his family (they naw 
have three children, tea o them adopt 
ed). In the years that followed, he con- 
linned lo make movies (“Ocean's Eleven.” 
“Threepenny Opera.” “Robin and the 
Seven Hoods"), performed at more 
benefits than any other entertainer in 
history. simultaneously starred in a suc- 
cessful Broadway remake of Сота 
Odety “Golden Boy." and in his spare 
tine, co-authored "Yes 1 Can.” a painful- 
ly candid best-selling autobiography. Sat 


uraiing television with specials and 
guest shots. he eventually earned his 


own weekly series, but low ratings and 
lukewarm reviews forced its cancellation 
early this year after 15 shows. Undaunt 
vd, Sammy went on lo produce and 
sar in his most recent. film. “A Man 
Called Adam,” but it, toa, was in- 
differently received both by the cities 
and by the public. Not pausing long 
enough to тєшї his mistakes--and well 
enough established by now as а jack of 
all entertainment trades to withstand 
such setbacks without jeopardizing his 
хисем атту set ош last summer on 


“It may sound hopelessly idealistic and 
unattainable, when you look around to- 
day, but 1 believe the day is coming when 
the К.К.К. will be relegated to history 
books along with CORE and SNC 
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а nationwide one-man concert tour; the 
ds were S.R.O. in every city. 
maynoy  inlerejewer Alex Haley 
caught up with the peripatetic star dur- 
ing an engagement at the Forest Thea- 
ter in Philadelphia (shortly before Sammy 
was hospitalized in Chicago with hepatitis) 
Haley tells of his experience: "I had been 
туй to get his car, and his confidence 
Jor two weeks. dogging his tracks [rom city 
10 city, Dying to penetrate both his shell 
op reticence and the cordon of cronies 
and coworkers with whom he surrounds 
himself, waitmg in vain for Sammy to 
alight anywhere long enough to button- 
hole him for anything more than а wave 
and a greeting. Genuinely apologetic. he 
finally took те ed that 
somehow he'd make time Jor me in 
Philadelphia. He was as good as his 
word: but it was still an uphill battle 
“Late every afternoon during the 
four-day engagement, whenever Sammy 
хоће up. his close friend and sceretary 
Murphy Bennett гош telephone me to 
join them in Sammy's lavish suite at the 
Hotel Warwick. There, [or the next two 


PLAYBOY 


aside and төи 


от three hours, we would try to talk 
swimming upstream against а steady 


lide of bellboys bearing telegrams and 
delivering packages—mostly gifts from 
Jans, which were added to the vocational 
and avocational miscellany already over- 
flowing the suite: books, tape recorder. 
seripts, contracts, cameras, record play- 
ers, movie projectors and the wardrobe 
of 50 suits Sammy takes on the read. 
Adding a nole of shrill urgency to 
the melee, the phone rang incessantly 
and without mercy. Most of the calls 
were fielded by Bennett, but a few Sam- 
my had to lake himsel{—among them, 
one from Vice-President Humphrey, in- 
iting Sammy to Washington to discuss а 
possible Vietnam tony: and several from 
Mrs. Davis in New York, requesting at 
vive on wallpaper and bathroom towels 
for the family's new apartment on 
Manhattan's Бам Side. 

“Each evening at eight, Sammy left 
for the theater in his $25,000 limousine, 
custom-[itted. with intercom. bar, stereo, 
television and telephone. His stocky 
chaufleur, an ex-Marine named Joe Grant. 
denied that he functioned as a body 
guard: ‘Just call me Sammy's right- 
hand man. Be that as it may, Joe's own 
havate-trained right hand can split a cin- 
der block. The marquee at the Forrest 
Theater—where Sammy had won an 
amateur freestyle dancing contest at the 
age of теста, SAMMY РАТАТ” 
~ Inside. Sammy vang. danced. did his 

impressions and his pistoltwirling act, 
imitated the walking styles of current 
Western sts, and followed up with a 
pantomime und an uninhibited dinnk 
routine, Then his dancers took the stage 
as Sammy quick-changed to finish the 
show as a wistful clown. The audience 
gave him a standing ovation. Back in the 
100 ubbub of his dressing room, he acted 


AL 


out impromptu ideas for improving the 
show, accompanying himself with fierce- 
ly mouthed sound effects. Then, afler 
al hours, 20 оу 0 people set off in 
taxicabs, following Sammy to onc of his 
almos-nightly private screenings of un- 
released feature films. Later, though this 
relentless. round-the-clock schedule 
obviously draining his strength (he had 
been rubbing more and more al his 
plastic left eve—a sure sign. according to 
Murphy, that the 3%yearold star was 
really exhausted), he would talk with me 
back at the hotel—tlus time without 
interruptions and distractions. Often as 
not, the light of dawn would find us 
Mill immersed in conversation, We began 
with a question about a subject Hat 
pieocenpies his profilers and. perpleses 
even his closest: friends: What makes 
Sammy run?” 


vas 


PLAYBOY: Sinny. you seem to be in a per- 
manent state of exhaustion and perpet 
ual motiou— nying по keep up with vour 
nonstop schedule ol commitments. What 
makes vou drive vourself so relentlessly? 
DAVIS: If you want to be the best, baby, 
you've got to work harder than anybody 


ch. Fm not in this business ro be 
second-rate, 1 you've worked and waited 
for a lifetime, and finally your opportu- 


nity comes. do you swing at the ball or 
do you bunt? Well, E want to swing at it. 
PLAYBOY: Some might feel that you're 
ng to swing five or six bats at once. 
DAVIS: So what if Lam? Puy not nying to 
hit anybody with them. Fm not Sammy 
Glick. stepping people, destroying 
people. Why should vou be pur down 
because you're ambitious, because you 
want to succeed —so long as you're not 
hurting anybody? Jesus! Is ib criminal 
to have drive? 

PLAYBOY: ОГ course noi. But why do you 
take on more commitments than you can 
fulfill? 
DAVIS: Well, 
Macc or four 
to do one 


starts ош to do 
jor things at once. You 
thing. amd suddenly а 
chance comes до do another. You're ha 
dling these two all right, then suddenly 
here comes another thing you can't re 

Alier a while, it gets out 


nobody 


май 


fuse. and so on 
of hand. 

PLAYBOY. During the run of Golden 
Boy. you ran yourself ragged doing free 
benefis between shows—more than any 
other performer ever has done in so 
short a time. Why? 
DAVIS: Wall, 1 wasn't thinking 
ting some record. People just a 
This one. that one, people 1 knew, 
people who knew somebody 1 knew: 


Sammy. baby, just a lite half hour for 
us” Another one: "You can't det us 
down.” Fd say, "Yeah, yeah, OK— 


en when I knew E shouldn't 
The dates always sounded a while off 
Word filtered around Td ny to help. 
good causes, and the promises started 
piling up on me. Man, sometimes in 
one day Ud be doing two, three benc 


w 


fits, then the show that night. 1f T tried 
to beg olf because 1 was beat, they'd 
say, “Sammy, this organization helps 
your people: you've gol to make it 
We'll send a limousine.” 1 had lime 
sinos: what | needed way sleep. But il 
Is : 


no. they'd. hate me—and [s 
some of that, too. So Fd sleep on the 
way over m the car; chaufeur would 
wake me up to walk in the door and do 


the benchi. I gor so rundown 1 looked 
и. And vou know what Pd hear then? 
“Sammy. you're too tired! You got to 
quit de henefits just. this 
one more for us.” I knew something was 
going to give 1 kepi feeling it, different 
ways —warnings, you know. 1 kept stying 
10 everybody. “Give me some time oll. 
Te got to have some rest” Bur they 
never really lisiened. and I tried to keep 
going—unil finally it happened. 1 col 
lapsed and had ro mis several shows 


You can only do лә much to yourself, 
then vour body acts to sive itself, 1 
learned my lesson. I'm not going to let 


поте. 


myself ger thar overburdened no 
VII still help. but within reaso 
to help anybody Т can. is the р 
bag 1 happen to swing i 
being. But there must be 5000 good 
causes: T learned E can't help all of them. 
PLAYBOY: Vour nervous collapse 


only one of many problems—bad. r 
views, script changes. firings. frictions. 
accidents, injuries that seemed to 


plague the run of Golden Boy. Has that 
experience soured you on the theater? 
DAVIS, No. Um going to go back, a 
going to keep going back until L learn it 
Most people cannot. understand. eve 
this day, why 


nd a half or two million dollars а у 
would want to come back and do a 
Broadway show. Well, 1 cin't say I need 


the theater i 
but irs my vitamins. legi 
is marvelous if vou can 
ol Greumstances 10 nder. In 
Golden Boy, we just didu't have all the 
right circumstances. Ir. became two hard 
то perlorm-—pliysically and mentally. 1 
gor hurt too many times, and finally 1 
gor bored with it. 

PLAYBOY: То judge by its low ratings and 
lukewarm reviews, your recent television 
even les succesful than 
Why do you think it 


series was 
Golden Boy. 
didit click 
DAVIS: I've got no cop-out. И was no- 
body's fault but mine. D apologize expe 
cially for those first five shows. Газ being 
as honest as 1 know how to be. They 
were horrible. We never gor over thai 
bad be » when we started to 
swing those last six or seven shows. Bur 
it was a ball to be on for the 16 weeks 
it га 


PLAYBOY: Do you plan to wy again with 
another series? 

DAVIS: sure. T don't. know 
about this coming s though. H 


NBC doesn't pick me up. Гус been 
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offered other parts—like CBS wants me 
10 be the CBS eye. 


PLAYBOY: ‘That sounds like type-casting. 


Your latest film, A Man Called Adam. 
which you produced and stirred in 
didn fare much better than your TV 


series, either. critically or commercially. 
Were vou satisfied with i 
DAVIS: Not completely. but 1 liked ir. 1 
think we said some things never siid be 
fore in а picture. 1 don't think it’s as 
strong. as powerful, as gr picture. 
as, say. Cham pion or The Defiant One 
or any of the others with that kind ol 
punch, Bur I think it's à good, ente 
ing picture, in iis own way, And even if 
the critics didn't like it. Fm pleased that 
а det of them, and other people, were 
pleasantly surprised by my performance 
in it P never before had a dhane то 
really act in a piciure, and T tried ıo act 
ay ass off in this one, pal, 1 really did. 
PLAYBOY: lis often said that everything 
you do as а performer is Characrerized by 
whit one critic has called “a fanatical 
desire for approval" Is there any ruth 
10 that? 

DAVIS: Maybe so. 1 know every time I 
walk on a stage. or do а television show, 
OF dct nn it movie, feel Jike the cat in 
the old West who walks into a saloon 
with the guns on his hips and says. "OR. 
who's the fastest gun here?” And the au 
ci out there is the cat whe stands up 


says Let's go outside. 1 
going to Every audience is 
like ih me 1 walk m 


1hinkiug. “Oh. God. is this if? Is rhis the 
time 1 fail? Is this the time this other 

a's going 10 be faster than mc? 
I win them over, see, iis 
on my gun, Û have said on a stage, when 1 


haven't been able to move them, “Look, 
you people, 1 aimi leaving this stage un 
il Û find something you all like.” Aud 


fter doing a [ull show. | have gone on 
other hour and а half. u 
il Û won them. H's like you've got these 


thing you've got pictured in your mind. 
but vou. just can't seem 10 get that sun 
bright enough. V kı ence will 
courteously applaud just. because Tm 
singing loud. bur that’s not what E want 
Egor go have them pulling for me: d 


want them feeling, "Oh, God. il he 
doesn't make it, he might ran oll and 
cut bis wrists.” They want me to climb 
that mountain, And then. “Oh, God— 
made і s how Pye got to make 
them teel. 

ls constam challenge, because 


there's no surefire acr. no smetie per 
former, You cm be the world’s biggest 
мат. and any night that stage cin fall 
Irom under vou. The way this business is 
going today. it's getting to the point 
where you're really only ay good as your 
last. performance. 1 have to fight. mysell 
to pur thin loot across that magic divid 
ing line between backst lon s 


uc 


—bhecause I can never be certain what's 


going to happen out th Take this 
show Pm doing right now. Opening 
night, the audience liked the show all 
right. but | knew something was wrong. 
1 just sat and sat and sat in my hotel 
suite alter the show and tried to figure 


what 10 do. Tt wast till the third or 
fourth wight that it finally click 
Us right. T gor them turned on. 
PLAYBOY: Your night-club 
diences «domin white 
you think there may be some element of 
ice consciousness in your compulsion 
win their approval? 

DAVIS: No question about it. E always go 


on маре anticipatin people out 


ire 


there may be feeling against me emo 
tionally. 1 want to rob them of wha 
theyre sining there thinking: Negro. 


With all the accompanying clichés. Ever 
since E recognized what prejudice is. Гле 
iried to fight it away. and the only weip- 
on P could usc. was my rale Away 
back. when 1 was learning the business. 
I dad no educition. no power. no in 
fluence: entertaining way the only 
1 had to change prejudiced thinking. Î 
ald see ith every time Will Mas- 
my dad and 1 did our act, For 
as we were on stage, our skin 1 
по color: the people were just seci 
is entertainers. We didit. become Ne 
goes again until we stepped off ihe 
Mage. Again in the Army, especially the 
Army. where 1 met the most concentrat- 
ed bunch of haters E ever experienced 


9 


On та stage, for the eight months 1 
was im Special Services. that spotlight 
crased my color, Ii made the hate leave 
their Faces temporarily. Br was as if my 


talen as from their prej 
udire, if only temporarily. Mud when 1 
spouted haters in the audiences. Û tried 
10 give ext good performances, Û had 
fo ze to them. to neutralize them, t 
make them recognize me. |i was in the 
that 1 got the convicrion shar 1 
1 to become a great enough enter 
or that the hatred of prejudiced people 
contldivt touch me anymore, See? 
PLAYBOY: Yos the most conce 
cd bu 
the Army. Way their hatred. direcred ar 
Negroes in general or at you in 
иеш: 
DAVIS: We all bur being 
former and а little guy besides. 1 


e me a | 


said 


ch of haters” vou ever met wis in 


par 


à per 
ues 1 


was an especially tempting. Larger. 
PLAYBOY: For whit? Verbal or physical 
abusc: 


eu 


DAVIS: Û don't like talking about it 
thinking about it. lı dont bother me: 1 
dont mean tht. I mean E don't 
body thinking lm whini 
When it was happening. 1 didn't whine 
I fought it, And now it’s ove 


PLAYBOY: Will you g 


want 


bout. it 


€ us some idca of 


what vou went through? 
DAVIS; | met some prejudiced сму all 
right 1 gor pushed and banged around 


got my nose broken twice—all 
? But the roughest part wasn't that 
ihe roughest was the psychological 


Like. you know. Га been all my lite i 


show busines. 1 had never known one 
white agent. manager or anybody ele 

any of the acts my dad, Will. Mastin and 
I had worked with who hadn't been 
friendl 1 mean every rime we 
n ey bugged me: they didn't, My 
point is that umil the Army. nobody 
white had ever just looked at me and 


hated me—and didn't сусп know me 


From the day I gor imo the basic 
E 


was Fort Fran 
Warren. i . Wyoming—froi 
the first ten minutes, 1 started. heari 
more “nigger” and seeing more sucers 
and hate looks than Fd. ever known all 
my life. Walked inside the gate. asked 
cat sitting on some barracks steps to 
show me how ro get ro where I had то go: 
Excuse me. buddy. Viva little lost —— 
Cat told. me. "lm not your buddy, you 


black bastard!” When 1 got assigned ii 
harracks. cats ol them 
hom the South. and) Souihisest- don 
want to sleep nowhere next 10 me. And 
there was this one guy elected himself 
head of the haters, nde 
he ground his boot heel down on 
the S150 chronometer wach my dad and 


Will. had borrowed the money t0 give me 
as a present. Û had ieasured that watch 
Man. they did all kinds of things. sick 
things. One time L remember, 1 had just 
done my first show there at the center 
nl P oancan D lad enteetuined 
Well back in the barracks. suddenly 
they all acted friendly. Offered me this 


beer—bur it wasn't becr, man, it 
warm pis. Then a cat “accident 
poured it on me. Well, I went for 
ready 1o Kill, Hc uocat 

didn't weigh bin ils. He broke 
my nose the fst bar man. T 
fought him Jike a wildeat, and belore he 
beat me unconscious. 1 broke Ais nose 
w. F then on, nearly as long as Т 


stayed there. maybe every other day I 
had some knockdown. drag out fight, un 
HET bad scabs on my бише! Got ms 
nose broken again, Tt got so everybody 
white I saw, | expected то hear “nigger 

Somebody ask me if 1 want my collec 
bek. V was vcady : 
PLAYBOY: Were all the white soldiers t 


anti Neg 
DAVIS: No. there was youd cats there 

онч ger ar Teast some 
that did't wa ойс, or wh 


And 1 


finest 


didu't hare Negroes rhat bad 
had a sergeant who was one of the 
men ГИ ever meets Anyway, 1 met 
George М. Cohan, Jr. and we got an 
aa going with this WAC captain in 
charge of us, Well. one time some cars 
fr 


n headquarters came. and said the 
amd Û went 


captain. wanted to see me 
with rhem into a building where they 
id she was bur there were four othe 
s waiting instead. Pushed me imo 
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The Head man is more than a skier. 


He's dedicated to enjoying the best of everything. 
On a rally course, a wine list, a stereo system . . . or 
on a mountain, as above 

His skis are Heads, naturally. The Head man 
knows they're the world's great skis always have 
been, since their metal first turned skiing into fun. 
And he knows today's Heads are even greater, the 
best that ever came down the piste. 

After all, he's been a Head man for years. 
Skied the classic Standard, for openers ... moved 


Ski [HEAD 67 


Head. the Skier's Ski . . . at serious ski shops the world over. 
For colorful new poster (new handbook free), send $1 to Hes 


Seven models, $112.50 to $148.50 
Skis, Dept. H143, Timonium, Maryland 21093, U.S.A. 


up to the Master ... then to the hot Competition 
This year he’s discovered our new all-around 360. 
only the most versatile ski ever built, 

So he has also discovered TF-8 . . . the radi- 
cally new base now on all Head Skis (and no 
others). Tough and smooth-running as a permanent 
custom wax job. 

If you're not already a Head man, become one 
this season. Be more than a skier. More of a skier, 


too . . . because you have more of a ski. 


. Poles, $24.50 


latrine: some of them held me and 
the others beat me. They wrote “coon” 


in white paint across my forehead, and 


Im a nipger" across my chest. Then 
they red me to dance for them. 
Dance, Sambo—fast!" Man, 1 fought 
10 ge them. but they pinned me 


and punched me in the gut until it 
looked like Td have to dance or die. 
Don't even like 1 think abont i! Sick 
eas! 1 danced unl I couldn't no more. 
Then—bam! In the gut again—and 1 
had to dance some n ий finally 
they saw I was ready to pass out. Then 
they poured turpentine over me, and 
told me the reason they'd given me “thi 
ttle lesson": They'd been watch 
"making eyes” at the white WAC cap- 
m. She was my bos, man, my со 
manding officer—and that’s the way I 
treated. her. Didn't make no difference. 
Anyway, they finally left me there. I 
so sick. 1 just wanted to aawl imo the 
Iurine walls and die, man; | just lay 
down and cried. 

That was when, for the fine time in 
my life, E didn't want to go out and do 
d smile at people 
. But 1 made myself do 
iyhow. 1 was fighting mysdf so hard 
to stay out there that the lighti le 
me do maybe one of the best shows I 
ever did in my And T'm glad it did 
because J discovered something. I saw 
some of those faces out there grudgingly 
take on different expressions. T don't 
mean for a minute that anybody sudden 
ly started loving me— didit want that 
from them anyway—but they respected 
e. Te taught me that the way for me to 
fight, bener than with my fists, was with 
my talem. For the next eight months 
going across the country doing my act. I 
nearly filled myself every show ying to 
ke them respect me. Maybe I still 


pre, u 


am. 


Do you fed any bitterness 
whites because ol your Army 
nees? 


expe 
DAVIS: No, I can't harbor tha 
опе very simpl 


based on 
fact. If Fm going to 
liced eye because 
you're white, then how are you going to 
look at me? Am I going to try to hide 
my bigotry, hoping that you'll show vour 
tolerance? Dr makes no sense, D dont 
know how I can ask to be regarded as a 
fellow man, as I wish to be, without my- 
ing that same respect to you 
too many decent white people 
to hold the prejudices of other whites 
ast them—even in the Army. Like 
nt | told vou about. He's the 
one who got me suited reading, some 
thing besides comic books. 
PLAYBOY: You were in your lale 
then, Is it true, as some writers h 
claimed, that you could barely read and 
write, tht you'd gone to 
kindergarten? 

DAVIS: Yeah, it’s wue. What's more, ГЇЇ 
be turning 40 this yew, amd 1 still 
haven't gone to kindergarten. Haven't 


look at you with a j 


teens 


ave 


never even 


spent a single day 
life. 1 say that with n 
very proud in one sense: 
ashamed in another. For instance, 
know Fm always being asked for 
graphs. Say a girl tells me, “My name is 
Rosemari, with an "i^". Well, 1 don't 
know how to spd die names. I can't 
hardly write anything but my own 
тате. Its a constant, daily embarrass 
ment. It's even more of an embarrass 
ment because of my articulate. façade. 
People think, "Why, he's got to have 
education.” But I сапу even write! 
Nothing but chicken scratches! That 
Um not proud of. Fm proud that I've 
pulled mysell up by my own bootstraps, 
with the help of some people who cared 
enough; but I'm not proud of having no 
education, What lite I do have started 
on the road, when Will Mastin and my 
dad found someone around the theaters 
10 tutor me go wad and write, Wed 
work between shows in the dressing 
room—when there was a dressing room— 
until it was time for me to go on for the 
next show. Then in the Army. like T told 
you, this sergeant took a liking t0 me 
and started me reading books. Things 
like The Picture of Dorian Gray by Os- 
car Wilde, and some of Carl Sandburg's 
books about Lincoln: books by Dickens, 
Poe, Twain: and a history of the U. S. T 
would read every minute of the day I 
had free, then in my bunk until taps, 
then in the lamine until afer midnight 
At the PX T bought а pocket dictionary, 
nd 1 would look up words in places 
where nobody would see me, then I'd 
the books over again 

Imagine somebody 18 years old. 
grown. discovering, the thrills of Robin- 
Crusoe for the first time—reading 
that kids of ten take for granted. And а 
showbiz kid is already ten years up on 
the average сш, in strecr-knowledge 
terms. Like, man, Fd had my first serious 
ad ar 18 E still didn't know 
serious book was, That's a sad 
paradox. D remember so well the first 
hook Т ever read about my own people, 
and the ellect it had on me. It did some- 
thing to me. That was Native Non. by 
Richard Wright. Then, later, 1 read 
Black Boy, They made me feel some 
thing about being black that 1 had never 
really felt before. It made me uncom- 
fortuble, made me feel trapped in black. 
you know. im a white society that had 
created you the way it wanted, and still 
ted you 
But to get back to your question. 
People hearing me today don't think I 
have no education. I've worked hard — 
hard, man. to be able to give this im- 
pression. Blood, swear and tears went in 
то every combination of words that I use 
now. Гус read, and I've remembered, 
Гуе listened and. recorded in my 


n school my whole 
хей er 


rea 


sou 


Now. Fd be confident anywhere I 
asked to speak. But I still make mistakes 
that infuriate me. especially wh 


corrected. People very close to 


Like Bu 


nd Jane 


when 
lone, "You're pronouncing this 
word wrong.” It infuriales me—but I 
know they're right. Say, ГЇЇ get up and 
extemporaneously make a speech that 
would put Burt to shame if he tried 
it. IWI just. come off the top of my 
knot; icll roll —brrrrr—and ГЇЇ look at 
Burt riumphanily, Then later on, hell 
get me somewhere away from people 
ad say. "You pronounced two words 
wrong.” and that little comedown really 
kills me, because I've struggled so hard 
vou ki lı took five years. T 
guess, to quit saying “Ladies and gen- 
nermen— lt just hurts when I'm 
told 1 was making a mistake, particu 
larly by someone very close to me, even 
though I know he only wants ıo help 
me. And I wand them to help me, but 
Mm torn between "Help me” and “Geer, 
I thought I was doing good. 

PLAYBOY: A friend of yours told us it 
bothers you that without a da 


Ow: 


me 


tion, vou cam more than th 

top dozen college presidents. Is tha 
true 

DAVIS: Yes and no, Ou the one hand. 1 


feel guilty about making all the money 
that 1 do. 105 like, say, 1 talk to а cat, 
а policeman, that’s exposed all the 
time to crime and corruption, and he's 
just saved someone's Tife. and what does 
he make? You know? But then I think 
w the people in, and they're 
if 10 pay the тар, then Fm entitled 
to it, Irs a mixed-up feeling, 
PLAYBOY: While we're on 

dd m 


the subject, 
1 telling us just how 


much you earn 
DAVIS: Well, it Huetuates, This year, two. 
million. dollars. I know that sounds 
like an awful lot, but vou have to con- 


sider that just yesterday my accountar 
told me that to keep my books even— 
understa just to break 
terms of salaries, spending money 
household things, plus taxes—I've got 
to make 517,000 a week. After all, Pm 
in the 90-percent tax bracket. Nest year, 
TI make less. about a million and a half. 
because of the six months in London 
with Golden Boy there, You make a lot 
less on the stage than in night clubs as 
top ac. 

PLAYBOY: How much of that two million 
did you саги as a performer? 

DAVIS: I'm not sure of the exact amount, 
s vou know, I got a couple of other 
g5 going for me, too. There's ihe 
royalties Irom my book. for one thing. 
And I'm now sincerely and hon 
the motionpiaure business. A 
Called. Adam is on the screens 
and I've bought. future. film properties, 
such as Being Wallaces The Man. 
which Ossie Davis will star in. l've also 
got two music publishing. Гать гает, 
musical director, George Rhodes, 
has one and | have onc, And Гус got 


md me, 


ewen, in 
and 


my 


105 
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a record company: Tt releases through 
Reprise Records, but it’s my company. 
ME of the masters come back to me. 
And I've got a personal management 
company: they're all part of my over 
all enterprises, 

If you count the houschold help 
the West Coast office, I've got 
people working for me. 1 don't Y 
know what the weekly payroll amounts 
to, or what Т average spending just m 
self a week. either. Rut 1 know 1 don't 
spend as much as 1 used to. 

PLAYBOY: During the first [ew years after 
you made it big, vou spent several mil 


lion dollars on. custom-made suits and 
shoes by the dozen. expensive jewelry 
nousines, pan а planes, 


amd enough photographic and record- 
ing equipment to fill a small warehouse. 
Why? What were you trying to prove? 
DAVIS: List you ever had а mus 
tard sandwich? Just mustard spread on 
bread—and then tried to dance on the 
nourishment ftom that? Will Mastin, my 
dad and me. we used 10 heat a can of 
pork and beans on the radiator. when 
they were nice enough to have heat in 
ator, and split it three ways, eat 
ıg right from the can, There were times 
when for a meal we had a Mr. Goodbar 
I remember our 
our stomachs with nothing 
I mean, I paid my dues, b 
don't you ever overlook d ıd any 
body who does сап go jump in the lake 
We got stranded more times than I cim 
! Our beds were benches in drink- 
water train depots. And once in ihe win 
ter in Ohio, I rı it was so bad 
we went to th sked the man to 
let us sleep . In the Thirties. 1 
remember. we lost the old 590 car wi 
l, and we had ro join Hank Keane's 
s а day—and 
“Heyyy! Here they come! 
ttle hooters, hot from Н 
There was no dignities then 


was trooping around sa 
our rights." You were alone out there— 


cvery Negro performer was. We danced 
so hard our feet scarcely touched th 
floor; but we kept saying inside, "Tt ai 
ppen. ain't never gonna hap 
for us." Jesus, man! We starved 
literally starved. If we got two lit 
de one-nighters а week, we were lucky! 
Like all Negro performers, though, we 
put on the best [ront we could. But th 
insults. The indignities. You haven't 
known indignity until you have to 
dance, and have people throw money at 
you, and you take the money off the 
floor 

Anyway, we'd go wherever it was, and 
we'd work, And then we'd go back to my 
dmorher’s little rai 
waiting for some call, 
death, knowing all the entertainment we 
had in us to give to people. And Га 
All day waiting to tune in on Jack 
men's celebrity interview. program from 


the Copacabana. He'd always say, “I'm 
at the Сора, where are you?” And Fd 
holler at the radio, “I'm up here in my 


mned hole in Harlem, that's where 
nwhile, my grandmoth- 
on relief, and The \ " 
l, checking up. “I hear your son 
was working”—meaning my father. And 
she'd say. "Bur he didn't make any 
thing.” And hed say, “Well, if he's 
working, you're not supposed to be on 
licL" That seemed to be the concept 
in those days—if you were on relief. you 
were just supposed to sit there, and not 
even fry to work. 

Te was а frighte thing to think, 
“Jesus, Vm never going to live, live big! 
ever going to be able to walk in 
place and buy something and not 
ask the prices Never!” Jus work. kill 
myself working, and waiting, and. pray- 
ing. Tt was like that song from Sweet 
Charity: “There's got to be something 
better than this. ) know the hu- 
miliation for а Negro to walk in a моге? 
You got on your front, that one good 

it. You got on your Sunday shoes, the 
ones vou use on the stage—we always 
prided ourselves on being neat on the 
you the store, you say. 
"d like to get one of those shirts 
you've got there in the window." And 
the man says "You know that shirts 
And you want 10 say 
me the whole fuckin" store!” 
know? Because you knew his 
thoughts: "Snap. bop. broke з na 
moncy—deadbeat.” Man don't want your 
business! Negro ain't got no money to 
pay for it! Negro going to ask for credit 
Man, you'd dream it in your mind 
whether thats what he thought or not. 
If hed done the same thing 10 cight 
white customers. iı didn't matter to you 
You sce what 1 mean? So suddenly it 
becomes a personal vender with this 
guy. One time Т walked 
last ten dollars 1 had, when I 
ing else to ral on. and tl 
me the price of the shirt and gives me 
the eye, and I said, “Well, then. give me 
two of them!” And I walked out with 


is comi 


my little package, saving to myself. “Boy 
I sure showed him! 


Who the hell did I 
What the hell did I prove? Noth- 
ing! But, boy, what satisfaction! Except 
that now I 1 have nothing to cat. 

nyway, we worked, and we starved, 
and we kept hoping that somchow, 
day. something would happen. 
Only it seemed like it never would. You 
know? And then —suddenhy—pfoom! 1t 
to happen! And you're looking 
around, blinking, like you're staring at 
the sun. And all of a sudden it’s your 
world, You rum into stores. You say 
"Hey. man! Gimme twenty of then 
And eight of them! And a thousand 
of those!" Man—you understand? You 
k around with а thousand. dollars in 
r pocket. Like. that had been a year's 
salary! Nobody else can Anow that god- 


shor 


damn thrill—nobody! To be able to give 
а waitres a hundred dollar tip. Nobody 
Knows that thrill who hasn't been at the 
bottom of the barrel—where, as the joke 
goes, the rent was a dollar а month. and 
you was still 12 months in the ‘rears 
cue you couldnt pay even that 
rent! So when 1 spend money now, I 
guess it's because that’s how it was for so 
long, man. It was so hard, baby, I really 
couldn't tell yo 
PLAYBOY: A few minutes 
don't spend as much anymore 
used to. Yet you still have a терш 
for Is iı unfounded? 
DAVIS. Not entirely. I still live wa 
yond my means; T know that. By i 
1 Fm living beyond the means th 
my accountants would Jike me to live 
The difference is now 1 have the security 
of knowing my family of 
My wife is taken care of so that she’s in 
good shape if anything happened. tomor 
wd so is the rest of my family. My 
children each have million-dollar insur 
псе policies on. me, and money in the 
bank besides that. And Tm paid up on 
hv taxes. Гуе gor my enterprises and 
corporations set up—legitimately. T don't 
want to ny to gyp the Government out 
of а goddamned dime. Including, back 
taxes. 1 was $300,000 in debt when 1 
met May, Bur you know something? 
T don't really have any rej 1 had 
lived good. you can believe that! "Cause 
when | did it, baby. D did it. Cats see 
mc come in town today, Gis who 
knew me then, and say. “Here he comes! 
My man! My main n I tell 
them, "Cool it, baby. I'm not doing it 
anymore.” The way I Teel about what 
i's a whole lor beter 
о va there,” instead 
of “I never was" You know? А уо 
cat suddenly makes 520,000 a wee he 
doesn't know how to protect himsel 
He doesn't know how to move. He's 
le to апу. everything. But 
now Гуе been there. Гуе made the mis: 
takes. Гуе had the love al I've had 
1 roversy. What happened was 1 
met May. and suddenly all ihe rest of 
it ceased to be atractive, 
PLAYBOY: Bur you 
beyond your means, 
DAVIS: Well. l'm not on any austerity 
kick. I've worked hard, baby, and 1 still 
to enjoy the pleasures and the lux. 
wies of life, Nobody enjoys luxuries 
more than 1 do. Tve got a limousine 
that costs. 593,000 w I the fixtures. 
I sit there, I press that bution, а tele- 
ion comes up. Ain't no other pleas- 
ure in the world like that lor me. Press 
another button: The tape recorder plays. 
Ihe bar—fix me a drink. [vs right 
there! That's my pleasne, mun! Do 
vou understand what | mean? 1 enjoy 
opening my closet door and saving, "Oh, 
?" So I have 20 
suits too many! So 1 have too many tape 
l ain't 


go you said you 
s vou 


5 cai 


row 


you still live 


recorders! And too many 
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Underwear that's styled for the 

bold look. 

The bold styling of Life underwear 
by Jockey complements the wide wale 
cords, the tough textured tweeds and 
the other “IN” styles this Fall. 

5o go ahead. Co totally bold. Anyone 
who says underwear has to be dull 
just deesn't know about Life. 

Take a look across the page and see 
what's happening. 


Life underwear by 


{iJockey 


Ws not Jockey brand il it doesn't have the Jockey boy 


hurting nobody! | didn’t take а gun 
and stick somebody up and beat them 
over the head. 1 didn't rape nobody's 
daughter 10 get it! So Гус got a lot of 
gold lighters: who did I fiat t0 get 
them? So I bought some gold watches 
ves me pleasure, is all. 
. T wouldn't do this if it me 
nily wouldn't cat, or I'd pron 
someone money and couldn't come up 
with it, P ain't taking no dope. 1f le 
comes out for опе of my cameras, TH 
buy it. aud 1 don't care what it casts 
Everybody has his shtick, that he enjoys 
doing. 10 give him personal pleasure. 
Mine is luxury. E Jove luxury! М1 could 
wear cashmere 1 


ised 


underwear, Td we 


i 
Jove having my underwear made. 1 love 


made, sending to Hong 
specialmade shoes. Tm not 
going 10 cop out with “I never had it as 


a kid," bei 


пке very few people ever | 


ir as a kid. My point is that it’s my pleas- 
ure: V love it, and T саги it. and nobody 
gives it to me, and nobody works any 
harder for his than D work for minc 


riveter on a bridge, for 
don't nobody work no 
mo matier what he 
there sweating blood 
ng me a little Rolls- 


goes for 
a ditchdigger 
der than m 
works ar. I'm ош 
So if 1 feel like hi 
Royce, 1 buy one 
[used to gamble in Vegas -lost more 
money than 1 could make. Once Т was 
odd thousand dollars in debt. gi 
bl ckjack. craps, anything I could 
get my hands on. But 1 dont owe it any 
more. Now. I cin allord to lose 510.000 
at the tables in a six-weck. engagement 
in Vegas. [can't aflord no more than 
that, The difference is my accountants 
would like for me not to play at all. 
They don't realize that 510.000 gives me 
some sort of adrenalin, gives me wha 
ever psychological answers make it pos 
sible for me to earn all that other money. 
See? Ain't nothing going to happen on 
if Im bugged mentally, Vd 
hospital someplace: 
PLAYBOY: Aside from the things you've 
mentioned, what do you spend your 
mey on? Do you make any contribu. 
tions 10. clarity? 
DAVIS. Last year 1 gave to various cha 
than $100,000, and this ve: 
Fm going 10 give more, A man don't just 
ind and nor contribute: some 
thing 10 the society he i 
PLAYBOY. How 
to Civil rights groups? 
pavis: Т know- 
e. The gocs 
it across the board. 
PLAYBOY. Apari from dona 
you do for civil rights? 


fies better 


Гау ime 


half or 


may 
10. Other 


don't 
аем. 


causes, 


ns, what do 


DAVIS: ] give my time—a lot of my time— 
ı0 benelus. personal appearances and 
such. as a profesional entertainer. You 


то find nobody in show busi 
ness—cxcept for Dick Gregor 
more of his time to civil rights than I do. 


PLAYBOY: How about Hany Belafonte 


giving 


ad Sidney Poitier? Do you contribute 
more than they do to the cause? 

DAVIS: Nobody could contribute more 
than they do. I could never match them. 


based on their commitment. But ГЇЇ 
match them based. on mine. We're all 
doing whatever we can, however we can. 


within our abilities to do. 
sleep at night knowing Pm contributing 
all irs possible for me to do. consistent 
with maintaining my business, which is 
being out there on somebody's stage 
about 300 nights of the year 

PLAYBOY: Have you participated, like 
Gregory lalonte and Poitier, in many 
divil rights marches or demonstrations? 
DAVIS: Yeah, J do dun, too. ] flew to 
Jackson, Mississippi. and 1 flew to Selma. 
1 doni like talking about it, though. be. 
сапе E don go for this “Where were 
you? I didn't see you in the march? 
That bag thar a lot of civil rights people 
re in. Because there are plenty of other 
contributions ay important as marching. 
Like if you're privileged 10 he a. person 
ality. theres the responsibility of. what 
new image of the Negro do you. project 
when vou're reach Ш chem mies audi 
ences in movie th rs and on national 
television. and those big live audiences 


I can go wo 


like | play ro. "The way 1 scc it my 
roadway show ails lor me, the movies 
I make Gil for me, if they aren't pre 


senting N 
never been scen belore 
nity and sell respect 

my act, I like to tl 
few more white people's way of thinking 
about Negro people. So—1 give my mon- 


e har ain't 
an ima 
Every 


beating at pre ght after 
What more have 1 got that 1 can. 
PLAYBOY: Most. people would элу nothing 
more. But you didn't start. participating 
actively in the civil rights movement 
until five or sis years ago, Why not? 

DAVIS: During my years of driving 
sell to get somewhere in this business, 
and then in the kind of personal re: 
tions T had 10 making it finally, T wa 
thinking about but making it, 
and then having was't thinking 
about nothing else. 1 didn't give a d 


bout no race cause. 1 knew about the 
problems, but E just didit care, 1 didnt 
care about nobody but me. 1 cut. tell 
you the truth no more honest than that. 


Bur then different things. stated to 
happen. Some of them had to do with 


me: most of them didnt. until. finally I 
called up Harry and Sidney. 1 go 10 
them when Fm bugged) about some 
thing. Harry has been my hend for 
many years, And Sidney, I named my 
son alter him. Mark Sidney Davis. 


and so did Ossie 
ad angry, and 


They talked to me. 
Davis. I was confused 
maybe а litte guilty 
PLAYBOY: About wh 
DAVIS: Well. for i 
thought that m 
people asking for your 


long time 1 
popu 
autograph, that 


ney. fi 


underne 
ihe 


old 
0K? 
k 


Life T-shirts by Jockey. 

Every style fits the look—from the 
sleeveless Surf shirt to the turtleneck 
Alpine shirt. 

Fitted and comfortable, these T-shirts 
won't droop at the collar or sag in 

the arms. Life T-shirts stay smooth Irom 
their Seamfree® collars to their 
stay-in tails 

For Autumn-mated styles, look in 

the next column. 


LiFe underwear by 


4 Jockey 


doesn't have the Jockey boy 


Irs not Jockey brand if 


was what it wa pout; but it was be- 
ng 10 gnaw at me. It’s like 
s balling every chick he can 
‚ (оа 


се! 


I and end-all 
псе. There comes a time when he 
hing else, something more. 
And the fast cars, the fancy clothes, the 
money. the chicks, all that jazz. they're 
not enough anymore. It's fi imes: 
it’s adult Monopoly. 
to justify your life, and 
ıl had better. wise 


w 


it’s too kue. Well. 1 4 

1 didn't know where to turn. 1 wante 
te commit myself. but E didn't know 
how or to what. So I talked to Harry 
ad Sidney and Ossie, and finally I 
knew: 1 ied go help my people 
When I said to them, “OK, where do 1 


мап?” they embraced. me, they were so 
happy. Ever since then. I've been try 
10 make up for what I didu't do in 
past. And it’s been a 
glorious time to he alive 
PLAYBOY: And 10 be a Neg 
Davis: К s something T never 


felt befor none of us ever felt he 
fore: pride in our color and in our 
cause, Jesus, Um proud 10 be black whe 


the moves thar T make and 
e making. and the opportu 
opening up to my people 
^ where pride comes from— 
when it’s possible for my pe 
everybody che, to accomplish something 
Aint nobody going to feel much pride 
in being black as long as we ler ourselves 
Lull into all the cliché categories they use 
inst us: "They don't want t0 help 
themselves, they just маш to sit back. 
and whatever we hand out, they'll take.” 
Vhat shows no d mo purpose. n 

m 1 live in 


Тан se 
that others a 
nities that 
To me. 1 


ty where nes every m 
ion, white or black, to exte 
to help—to do what we know im our 


hearts is the right thing? I'm proud t0 
say that Im Honorary Mayor of Har 
fem. 1 did а lot of work up there with 
TarYou-Act [a Harlem civil rights youth 


group]. And rhe most rece 
marvelous position, very dear to mu 
ve been made the head of the life 


mbership department of the NAACP. 
IVs nor something you are: Ws sos 
thing you do. Its the first time the job 
ever was held by а perform 
PLAYBOY: Honorary Mayor or not, wer 
you heckled out of the pulpit in the 
middle ol a speech for HarYou-Ac in a 
Harlem church a few vears ago 


DAVIS: | way booed right out of the 
chureh—by black nationalist rabble 
vowsers shouting, “You're nor for the 
black mant" “What about vour white 
wile?" Well, P carry a gun. vou know 


They lei me carry one in New York, the 
hardest state 10 get à gun permit in, be 
se they realized that I get some kind 


What goes on 
underne 


Tapered Brute Shirt. Tapers down 
from the shoulders to the hips. Sleeves 
are a little longer. Tail is, too, so it 
stays put. Only $1.50 gives you a head 
start on the bold look. 


Slim Guy Racers by Jockey. Legs are 
trimmer, tapered, shorter and vented. 
They won't bind up on the move or 
ride up when you sit. Only $1.50. 
What a bargain 
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of threat about every day of my life. I'm 
not а violent man, but thal marvelous 
day, that fur afternoon, I never in my 
life felt so much like shooting someone. 
What's my wife got to do with it? J was 
there! Fm black? 

PLAYBOY: Despite your commitment to 
civil rights. many Negrocs seem to feel 
that you're trying to disavow your race 
and your responsibilities as a Negro by 
"mixing" in the whi ld. What's 
your reply? 

DAVIS: Baby, the best answ 
you is the background of all this. 
thing roten about me that’s sa 
around, or that’s been in the press, w 
started by а Negro photographer. You 
remember that picture of me and Ava 
Gardner that was in Confidential? 1 w 
playing the Apollo Theater in Harlem 
Ava was in New York publicizing The 
Barefoot Contessa. She did me a favor 10 
come up to the Apollo and let me i 
troduce her. William B. Williams was 


escorting her, and a guy from United 
Artists. Well. the four of us had one 
quick drink after the show, then later on 


at her hotel suite. two photographers 
took a cover shot of Ava and me for Our 
World magazine, with me in a Santa 
ch "Then. when 1 got out of the 
costume, one photographer shot some 
pictures of me and Ava together, with 
the United Artists guy standing right 
with us, E told the photographer to give 
me the film. but he said he'd develop it 
for me. I told him to be very rcful. bc- 
cause in the wrong hands the shots could. 
make trouble for Ava, 1 felt embarr 
even saying that to another Negro. know- 
ing he'd understand. Well, next thing 1 
knew, that picture Gime out on the cover 
of Confidential. the United Artists guy 


s suit. 


sed 


cropped out of it entirely: and it had 
the headline blurb, “What Makes Ava 
Gardner Run for Sammy Davis Jr. 
cheekto-checking it in her 16th floor 
suite at New Yorks Drake Hotel?” And 
in the story, the one quick drink the 
four of us had had together became, 


at ghissy-eyed through а gay tou 
of Harlem with Sammy”: and quotes 
Ava had made about my performance on 
the Apollo stage—“exciting. thrilling 
masculine" d ıo make them 
sound like she meant in bed 

That's what really started my troubles, 
black and white, all over the count 
Eating me up! I don't cue what T did 
it was wrong, That "Sammy Davis Jr 
thinks he's white” bit. Га take out benu- 
[ul Negro girls, like an old friend of 
mine. Ruth King, a top model, and the 


were Мап 


columns would have something like 
“The Negro girl with Sammy was only а 
coverup for the white woman who w 


really his date," You know? In fact, 1 
sometimes use a line in my act that 1 got 
i D used to really feel durin 

І say. “L buy Ebony, Jel. 


from wh 
that time 


110 the Pittsburgh Courier and the Chicago 


Defender because 1 can't wait to find 
out what lm doing. 

One day ГЇЇ be proud when I can see 
my kids not having to bear а stigma for 
being the children of an interracial mar 
riage, nor having to struggle for the 
rights that every white American takes 
lor granted, and that'll make it all 
worth while, But in the me. иза 


mime. 


pain in the ass sometimes 10 be Sammy 
Davis Jr. because I just can't make a 
right move racewise, My mother. w 


born in San Juan, you know: her name 
was Elvera Sanchez. So I'm Puerto Rican, 
sh. colored and married to a white 
. When 1 move into a neighbor 
hood, people start running four ways ас 
time. Dp defies explanation, 
No matter what you do, 
ter where you go, you ain't right, 
with your own people, It used 10 
nd all I 
could feel around me was arms. 1 could 
take my wile: i'd be beautiful Le was 
just downtown Td get the hising 
sounds. Now, uptown, too. The color 
don't make no difference. Every day be- 
comes а challenge. to keep yourself level. 
10 keep yourself from becoming embit- 
tered. Mind you. I'm proud to be black, 
but T don't want my blackness 10 be a 
burden to me. T don't want то have to 
wake up every morning saving to myself, 
“What cin 1 do today to prove to white 
people that I don't fit the racial sterco 
type? And at the same time, what can T 
do to prove t0 my black brothers and sis- 


evel 
be Vd go uptown to Harlem, 


ters that Fm black. and I love them, 
1 FI help any way 1 can?" This is 
whar certain groups indicate they want 


to make you do, Та unfai 
PLAYBOY: Have you ever wished that you 
weren't a Negro? 

DAVIS: Well. not. professionally. anyway. 
Earlier in my life—despite all the b 
ers—it proved gous 10 be a 
Negro, because they hadn't ever seen a 
ipressions of whites, and 
I've never wished, or felt, 
thar I'd be making it better in show busi- 
ness if 1 were white, That's been written 
bout me. but it's nor true. On а person 
al level. though, maybe 1 really have at 
subconsciously wished. like prob- 
ably every other Negro. that there was 
some way I just wouldn't have 10 go 
through all of it. you know? Because it’s 
all based purely upon the pigmentation 
of yonr skin, or the way your hair is. You 
might be the next Nobel Prize winner, 
but it don't mater: “If you're black, get 
back.” You'd just like to look like every 
body else so that people wouldn't auto- 
matically start. hating you а block ама 
White cu secs vou walking down the 
street. maybe from across the street, and 
he never saw vou before in his Ше, and 
he's not even close enough to distinguish 
anything about you except that youre 
not his color—and just for that, right 
there, snap, bop, bap. he hates you 
That's the injustice of it, thats what 


makes you cry out inside, sometimes, 
“Dann. 1 wish E wasn’t black 
PLAYBOY: Some say that’s why you wau 


your hair straight. 
DAVIS: Well. vears ayo that might have 
bee 


so. bur the only reason 1 leave it 
is because it's become part. of 
А show business personality 
ed a successful image of опе 
lias 10 keep that image 
. I don't м b Calloway 
with a секси: He's a great performer 
bur ar this lare date he'd look. pretty silly 
with kinky | d so would 1. Am 1 
supposed to cut it short and let it grow 
a natural just 1o prove Pim proud to be 
black? Even if D did, the Negrocs who 
don't like me would find something else 
to knock me for. 

I don't care whatever move T make 
some of my own people won't like it. 
Maybe they'll like me when I die, But | 
can't die like normal: 1 got 10 be shot 
by some sherill in Mississippi. Like 
Dick Gregory got shot at Watts. Shoot 
me—bam! ‘Then thevll sty. “I guess he 
really was on our side” T don't under- 
stand it. 1 would voluntarily die to have 
my own people love me as much as they 
love some of those goddamn phonies 
they think are doing so much fighting 
for civil rights! To me. the obligation of 
being а Negro is 10 carry the banner of 
being proud 10 be a Negro and helping 
in the areas you сап best help in. In 
terms of the civil rights fighting front, if 
we're all picketing at Selma, or wherever 
eke the particular locale is this month, 
then who's left 10 help put Negroes into 
motion pictures? Who puts the Negro 
into mainstream television? Ге put doz 
пу of Negro cats 10 work! Fm not br 
ging. but that’s got 10 be recognized. 
too. We're all in the le; Fm 
just fighting it on another ho 


same b: 


PLAYBOY: A moment ago. without naming 
any names you relerred to some civil 
ghis leaders as “goddamn phonies. 


Would you care to tell us who they аге? 
DAVIS: I'd rather not 
PLAYBOY: Well, do you number Martii 
Luther King among them? 
DAVIS: 1 would give him my good сус 
That's what 1 think of Dr. King. He’ 
one of the great men of our time. They 
should retire the Nobel Peace Prize with 
his name on it. 
PLAYBOY: Despit 
continui 
Dr. King has been accused—most re 
cently during last summer's Chicago riots 
—of fomenting violence, Do you think 
there's any substance in that charge? 
DAVIS: Those who make such charges 
don't seem to realize that the Negro 
publics abiding fh in Dr. Kings 
aching commitment to nonviolence 
the Face of a rising tide of white vi 
him and other Negro 
rchers—is just about the only thing 
that’s kept the lid from blowing oli 
ial pressure cooker. Without his 


id hi 
ncc 


his Peace Prize 
dedication to noi 


...from 


wc PLAYBOY 


A. Gold Playmate Key Chain, $10. B. Gold Flaymate Pin, $6. C. Gold Playmate Charm Bracelet, $12.50. D Gold Playmate Charm with Disc, $8.50 
E. Gold Playmate Charm, Dimensional, $8. F. Gold Playmate Earrings, $10. С. Gold Playmate Fin with Disc, $8. Н Gold Playmate Ankle Brace- 
let, $7.50. 1. Gold Playmate Pendant, $10. J. Gold Playboy Club Necklace (14 kt), $20. К Gold Playboy Club Charm (14 kt), $20. L. Gold 
Playboy Cuff Links, $10. М. Gold Playboy Tie Bar, $5. N. Gold Playboy Money Clip, $7.50. О. Gold Playboy Pin, $5. P Playboy Hand Puppet, 36 
All items, except J., К. and P., are of lustrous gold finish. J. and К. are of solid 14-Kt. gold. All prices are ppd. 


Please specify code letter when ordering 

Shall we enclose a gift card in your name? Send check or money order to. 
PLAYBOY PRODUCTS Department G919 N. Michigan Ave.. Chicago, Ill. 60611 
Playboy Club keyholders may charge by enclosing key number with order. 


PLAYBOY 


SKINDIVE 


THIS WATCH TELLS ELAPSED TIME UNDERWATER 


SAIL 


ADIUSTS FOR 5-MINUTE STARTER'S WARNING 


ШЇ 


IT INCLUDES STOP-WATCH FOR TIMING SPORTS 


RACE 


IT GIVES CAR'S M.P.H. OVER MEASURED COURSE 


ШИП 


IT SHOWS THE TIME AT POINT OF DESTINATION 


IT CONVERTS TO AVIATORS 12-HR. RECORDER 


ANO STOP TO REST: IT MEASURES REMAINING 
TIME-OUT, TAKES YOUR PULSE IN 30 SEC. THE 
WORLD'S BUSIEST WATCH-HAS MORE USES THAN 
EVER COUNTEO! WATERPROOF, PROVIDING CASE, 
CRYSTAL, CROWN INTACT; SHOCK-RESISTANT, 
KEEPS FIENDISHLY GOOD TIME. $100. WRITE FOR 
FACT-BOOK ТО DEPT. P-12. CROTON WATCH CO., 
CROTON-ON-HUDSON, м.ү. 


CROTON 


» CHRONOMASTER 


goes steady goes steady goes steady goes stead 


counsel of patience and brotherhood, the 
попу 


olent Negro revolt could 
c imo а bloody revolution. 
PLAYBOY: Among those advocating а revo- 
lutionary course are а number of racist 
roups dedicated to “getting Whitey” 
xd sabotaging “the white power struc 
ure" How do you feel about their 
philosophy? 

DAVIS: They're living 


sily es 


in a dreamworld 


Vhey think they're to 
Whitey” and take over the country. Well. 
I gor news for them: They ain't going to 


get nobody or take over nothing! ‘Cause 
whenever they get ready, right there is 
going to be the end of it. The Man will 
just open one eve and swat them like a 
gnat, and that will be that. They ain't 
made no razor yet that will stop an 
atomic bomb. You know what them cats 
should do that are so mad? Go down ro 
Mississippi and Kill them cats that killed 
them nee civil rights workers. Every- 
body knows who dil it. Find out who 
bombed that church in Alabama: Wipe 
them out. If you want to deal in jus- 
tifiable violence, why kill the n 
trying to learn the right road t0 walk? 
Destroy the guy who has already proven 
10 be your enemy. You know who it was 
that murdered Mrs. Liuzo down in Ala 
bama; they're out walking around. Go 
down there and wipe them out. you're so 
brave. When they bomb your church, 
bomb ten church! ‘Cause then that 
would prove, as it was proved in Africa, 
“Ten blacks may be killed for every 
white you kill. but you'll cause such an 


à who's 


upheaval that every eve in the world 
will turn toward Africa. And the world 
will look and say. “The sleeping giant is 


амак 


ning. 
PLAYBOY: Are you scrious about bombing 
white churches? Would iwo wrongs 


make a right? What if innocent children 
were killed, as they were in the Negro 
church bombing? 

DAVIS: Of course, youre right. ] don't 
mean literally bomb churches. 1 
wouldn't literally bomb where even the 
most violent segreg:tionists worship. 
Not for the segregarionisis as much as 
Tor the meaning of the mstirurion. Whit 
1 really mı take care of the bombers 
themselves. I'm saying that if these ex 
tremíst cats want to get Whitey, ler them 
go take care of all those knows 


murder- 
ers, the bombers and the others, who are 
walking around free because seg 
tionist juries wouldn't convict. 


PLAYBOY: || they haven't been convi 
in a court of law, how can you be s 
they're guilty? 


DAVIS: In practically every case 1 men- 
tioned. the evidence was airtight: their 
guilt was established by the prosccution 
beyond a shadow of a doubt. The segre 
nore it, 


gario ic» simply chose to 
PLAYBOY: Then vowd feel justified in 
ing the law into your own hand: 
pavis: Yes—just as long as the law per- 
mits whites to kill Negroes, or 


white 


Negro" civil rights workers, 
away with it. I'm for any kind of protest 
including retaliatory violence against 
known killers who get off—as long as Ne 
grocs are denial the full r 
other American enjoys. 
PLAYBOY: Wouldn't such acts of ven 
ance—even il the victims were guilty 
set back the Negro cause by alienating 
millions of whites, as well as Negroes. 
who deplore all lawless violence? 

DAVIS: | imagine millions of 
would be alienated, the same w 
lions of Negroes were alienated when 
their church was bombed and th kids 
were blown to bits. I never will get out 
of my mwd thit famous Tine cover 
showing that stained-glass face of Jesus 
tered by the bomb that killed those 


wd get 


hus that any 


whites 


y mil- 


little Negro girls sitting there in Sunday 
school hearing about peace on carth. 
That sticks in millions of Negroes 


minds—same as that other famous ріс 
ture printed around the world. of that 
Alabama white cop's heel ou that Negro 
woman's neck. You see, baby, too many 
people don't want 10 face the terrible 
uth that violence begets violence 
American Negroes have been on the re 
ceiving end of white violence for over 
300 years: it would be a grievous error 
for anybody not to recognize that, if he 
wants to understand what's happening— 
and the consequences of doing nothing 
about it. Unless white society acts to end 
that violence by punishing those who 
commit it, Negroes may run out of pa- 
tience and take care of the job them 
And because violence begets morc 
violence. it could spark. a bloodbath 


selves. 


in which the innocent on both sides 
would suller along with the guilty. Im 
mor applauding it: | dread it. Bur Um 


afraid thats what may happen if some- 
thing isn't done—soon, and once and 
for all. 

PLAYBOY: Are you predicting more riots 
like the one in Wats? 
DAVIS: I'm predicting т 
make Watts look like 
picnic—unless we get 10 Ixia 
what causes th And you won't do 
that by blaming everything, like the FBI 
does, on black revolut 


ots Шш would 
Sunday-school 


work 


aries and. Com. 


munisi (roublemakers. They don't start 
the fire: they just fan the flames. Put 
them all iu jail. you'll sull have riots 


But the fact that riots are unplanned 
don't mean they 
outbursts of 


© nothing bur isolated 
spontaneous hooliganism. 
Riots are simply. violent manifestations 
of what Martin Luther Kin; 
ing nonviolently, ol what 
man in America is protesting, опе way 
fac that our race has 
wrongly been denied that which is en 
joyed and. raken 


is protest 
every black 


or another: the 


for granted by every 
other American, Rioters аге people who 
have no stake in their country, по stake 
in their c ə wake in cli 
no stake even in their own survival 
How much worse could death be than 


ir homes. 


what they have to live with—and for? 
They feel they have nothing to lose—and 
they're probably right 

PLAYBOY: Do you feel that enough is 
being done in Negro ghettos such as 
Watts, Harlem and Chicigo’s South Side 
10 climinate the conditions that breed 
riots? 

DAVIS: Baby. you got to be putting me 
on! They ain't even scratched. the sur 
face in any of those places You know 
what always seems to happen after every 
rioa? Immediately, — committees are 
formed to find out why it happened, and 
they investigate, and they study, and 
finally they tum in a fat. reassuring re 
port—full of all the standard sociological 
platitudes—recommending further. study 
md investigation and urging “better 
understanding between the white and 
black communities" The concrete re- 
sults, if any, are way-out things like a 
new pocket park just about big enough 
10 pitch pennies in, a front 
extermination drive in one block where 
а baby was last bitten, а ceremonial 
sueerdeaning campaign presided охе 
by the mayor, and if we're really lucky, 
maybe a biracial civilian review board 
empowered to investigate police brutali 
ty and “make recommendations” for 
form and discipline, Is it any wonder. 
when the лехі summer rolls around, that 
thei other riot? You can't bail out 
а sinking ship with a teaspoon, 

You want to end riots? Fumigate their 
breeding grounds: Wipe out the black 
gheno and the slums. Irs а chain of 
cause and effect: Give the Negro the 
same chance whites have to get a decent 
education, so that he can qualify for a 
decent job, so that he can live in a de 
cent home, so that he can lead a decent 
self-respecting life—so that he can live in 
dignity as a human being, side by side 
with his white brothers. 

PLAYBOY: Many whites, particularly in 
Northern suburbs adjoining newly inte 
grated neighborhoods, regard the Negro 
drive [or equality of opportunity as а 
threat to their homes and jobs. Do you 
think there's any justification for that 
fecling? 

DAVIS: Negroes don't want to take away 
nothing that belongs to white folks 
White folks ain't giving up their own 
rights by ing the Negro his. There's 
enough human rights for everybody; 
don't need to fight over them, But you 
know, the real gut reason whites are 
afraid of us isn't a matter of job security 
and property values. T's bec 
not ne color. Anything that's 
dilter they dont understand, and 
anything they don't understand thi 
fear—and anything they fear they hate. 
Well, they're just going to have to get 
ed to the idea of having us around as 
equal partners in this society, We share 


Be were 


the same land, just as we share the same 
aspirations. We're stuck with each other, 
baby, so let's make the best of it. You 
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Y EH 


accept ош faults, we'll accept yours, and 
ler bygones be bygones. "Cause if we 
don't learn how to live together, we're 
sure as hell going to die together. 

PLAYBOY. How do you m 
Davis: The Negro's destiny in America is 


America’s des s a democracy, Mal- 
wlm X said it: "As the black m walks, 
so shall all men walk." Well. if the Ne 


gro falls, American. democracy will fall, 
because all of the things it stands for 
have betrayed. But 1 don't 
think that’s going to happen. Tt may 
sound hopelessly idealistic and unat- 
tainable, when you look around at all of 
the worsening racial strife we're con- 
fronted with today, bur I honestly be 
lieve that the day is coming when the 
Ku Klux Klan and the White Citizen's 
Council will be relegated to the history 
books along with CORE and SNCC 
when there'll be cobwebs not only on 
racist hate but on these 
NAACP life-membership cards that I try 
to get just about everybody I meet to 
sign up for. 1 may not be here to see it 
happen—even if T live to be 80—but I 
ak my kids will be around to wi 
birth of a truly color-blind soci 
PLAYBOY: As vou know. extremist groups 
such as the Black Muslims share the 
view of the K.K.K. that American white 
nd Negroes will never be able to live 
gether in peace and should therefore 
knowledge the inevitability of racial 
ration. How do you feel about it? 
1 feel that the vast majority of 
k. want to get 
along with one another, and they're will- 
to do whatever they have to do i 
on out their differences. That's wl 
count all about, T think all 
those cats who don't believe in that, who 
don't think itll work 
uy, who preach rac 
to separate black and white, they should 
get the hell out of Americ Р 
some desert island and live among their 
own sick kind. We don’t necd them. 
It may sound hokey as hell, bur 1 lave 
y country, It's no paradise, God knows 
апа it never will be, color blind or not 
— but it's my country, like the man said, 
right or wrong. If youre outraged by its 
racial injustices—and you ought to be— 
then fight to do something about them: 
don't be a defeatist and a dropout. 1 you 
don't like its foreign. policy. then bitch 
s loud as you like, ‘cause that's 
zen; bur don't put 


been 


ness 


ad 


» 10 


your pi 
down the country that allows you that 


lege as a cit 


ght. 

PLAYBOY: You sound 
DAVIS: Maybe so. Г nut, Т guess. I 
love America. It's given me opportuni 
ties that no other country in the wor 
could've given me. If I had to go and 
fight, and lose my good eye, or die for 


a patriot. 


this country, I would. Because there's n 
country better. I've traveled the world 
and th Yt no place God ever created 
like America. Even with all the troubles 
we've still got to solve, if a guy doesn’t 
want to det me into а hotel here, if I 
make enough money, E can buy the joint. 
PLAYBOY: As à major s 
not di 
hotels 
fact, you might be olfered the те 
treament ас a hotel that 
ра to other Negroes 
DAVIS: If E was, I'd tell them what they 
could do with the carpet. 105 not 
big, banner-waving thing with me: I just 
don't want to stay anyplace my people 
can't, and E don't care if they roll out an 
ermine carpet. 
PLAYBOY. Would you refuse, for the same 
reason, 10 perform in а white-only club? 
DAVIS: Absolutely. I'd never even consid- 
jı when I was poor and hungry, 
didn't do it. 
PLAYBOY: In those carly days with the 
Trio, were there many clubs that 
wouldn't book you because you were a 
Negro act? 
DAVIS: I lost count of them. For years I 
remember telling Will and my dad that 
eventually we'd be able to make our w 
into clubs that had never booked Negro 
talent, if only we got good enough and 
pushed hard enough. But they kept tell 
ing me, "You can't White folks ain't 
ler you get bur so far.” I been 
g that all my life. Bur I kept in- 
sisting. "Yes 1 can! there's а good 
title for а book—and 1 kept believing 
that somehow, someday we'd be able to 
break down the wall of prejudice that 
was blocking us. Well, we finally did: 
but the battle still i 
there are big clubs today 
gest right in Las V 
book mo Negroes on the stage; don't 
| want to se 


mmy 
kely to be turned. away by many 
vmore, even in the South. In 


you 


pet 
refused 


ач won, be 


sc 
two of the big- 
as—tha 


still won't 


e your black face inside 
the night club, star or no. And there ai 
other clubs that wouldn't touch me with 
a tenfoot pole if I wasn't having the 
luck to be hot and swinging now and 
people weren't lining up to sce me. 
PLAYBOY: On the whole, though, wouldn't 
you say that the opportunities open to 
the Negro performer today ате consid- 
"у you 
starting out? 

DAVIS: Much wider, overall, and geting 
wider every year—in clubs, movies, tele 
vision, theater, everywhere, But we're 
still on a trial basis, in terms of both the 
onstage and oflstage attitude. They're 
still watching us. 1 know certain clubs 
1 l book only Negroes who "be 
have themselves." Thats such a marvel- 
ous line—"if they behave themselves.” 
How about the drunken, loudmouthed 
big-time C п the audience? How 


a wider thin when were 


w 


ilies 


about their behavior? Tm nor knocking | esoro/wu rousse 


them for it, as long as they don't mess 


QM rers oeu rans is X | in my аа Му ‘nla i tat ete em 


Speck Y | allowed the luxury of getting as drunk 

noone го paiera. $| (ae кїйє can; the luxury ‘ûl bênê as 
70% mohair! 30% orion loud as others can get 

CIVIC SRL M Tt wasn't long ago that you could make 


have him. 


аө vin 520.000 a week in Las Vegas. but you 
pleasure È | couldn't live in а howl on the Strip. 1 
Christmas $ | worked at one of them-—packed in the 
morning, So пке B Î people, could have rented a whole Hoor 
fo, too? $ | of the howl with what 1 was making— 


14,95 9| and 1 wasn't allowed to go into the m. 

room. You had w have your dinner 
served in your dressing room: and if you 
m to stay in, it was in the back. 
yed there, you cooled it—no 
j any of the people. Its 
1 anymore. But now 
teman 


goan 
And you st 
relationship wi 
not quite that ba 
there's kind of a 
going on. “Hey 
do us a favor 
ich as you 
Is nothing personal vou under 

erc) g | Is the customers; we get а lot of th 


Ripley 55553 5 | nos tne som tes never ce 
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wavs “them.” At least they're ashamed of 
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agreement 


baby. we love you, but 
1 мау in your sui 
| between shows. 


w. That's some ki 
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PLAYBOY: Do vou think Negro entertain 
4 ers have reached the point where they 
e cin suceted—or fail—on the strength of 
ا‎ their tale e 
DAVIS: Yes—most of the time. Only we're 


u whites 

ad 1 don't 
just get by. 
Negro jazz group 


espeued w have zn 


You'll find your Santa a sott 10 make 


touch in 
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IUH have him ever boast of. Some of the saddest acts 


melting with ` I've ever seen were colored—sad as Mc д 
Kinley's fun n. My poi y А 
just as we've carned the pom to be Fragrances by Lancóme 
judged on our meris as е ns ТОР ТОГУ 
меле earned not only the right 1o star alove that 
m bur the right 10 mediocrity, the once washers 
Tight to be adequate, OK, u al in Paris 
nd still make a living in this bu 
At this point. though, Negro performers 
2 they're 
e the grade, they've got te 
have something going for them besides 
their good looks or their sex apy 
PLAYBOY: Shouldirt the 
DAVIS: OF course they should but whites 
inept P | should have to meet tbe same. require 
aim INY. ® | ments. And that brings up something 
Please send me. eina ei else that. bugs me out show business 
жызып СГ сету айдары Young performers. black and 


Olive/ Sage Green tod: 
sizes: Smali O Medium O Large O Extralarge $ | white, are gi ght up in the over 
histar syndrome. Some electronically 
agmented rock-n-roll group makes it 
big with one hit record, and. audiences 
go locking 10 sce them; yet they'll 


Lers face й: Every 
n't Louis Jord: 
d's not. Count 


proportionately, just as n 
and bad performers as the whites c 


is thar 


TS 


NAMI 
ADDRESS. 
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Magie? ool; Tresor... fragrances 
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Му talented, maybe more tal- 
ented performers who've been around 
s relini . getting 
иң out one great 
alter another—only nobody's lis- 
ng у like Damita Jo. Mar- 
velous! One of the best. voices in the 
business. Well, one night I went to catch 
her singing, and you could have shot 
doer i There's no justice in it, 
g în today have plenty 
of ambition. and some of them суеп 
have talent, but they don't want to pay 
their dues: they don't want to carn their 
success. They're not interested in becom 
ing pros—just stars. And they don't seem 
10 have whatever it is that tu 
motor оп. You know, the all-consuming, 
Imost disastrous desire to make it. I re- 
ber going into penny arcades and 
dropping a quarter into those Record 
Your Own Voice machines, Pd sing like 
Billy Eckstine, Louis 
speak like Edward Id sing 
my own voice; then Td play the 
records over and over at home. And talk 
about envy: Td go ло the show at the 
Roxy and the Paramount, and all I 
could think about was, "Why ain't that 
me up there" Td go back home and 
dance before a mirror, copy a cit. And 1 
wasn't afraid to ask for help. Td go to 
riy Starch and say, "Teach me how 10 
do Jimmy Cagney, Cary Grant. I want to 
learn " And he ta e. ith 
Mel Tormé, who taught me how to han 
dle guns—which I've made а standard 
part of my act. Even when 1 had 
started making it, I was still g. still 
listening, still watching, still learnin 
experimenting, accumulating, practicing 
polishing. 1 learned, in time, something 
a lot of your young performers today 
don't appreciate, really—the importance 
of every single thing you do on that 
ery gesture, every inflection. 
every tiny thing the audience sees, hears 
and senses about you makes a positive or 
ach one alone 
ant. bur. cumulative. 


“d my 


may seem 
ly. they can make the difference between 


а good act and a great onc. 

PLAYBOY: Other than your father and 
Will Mastin, who would you say has con 
uibutcd the most to your success as а 
performer? 

DAVIS: Frank Sinatra, Mickey Rooney 
and Jerry Lewis—in terms of guys who 
really went out of their way, who did 
tangible things, who stood up and were 
counted where it needed to be done. 
PLAYBOY: You named эдга first, Why? 
DAVIS: It would embarrass Frank if I old 
even half of the reasons why. 1 first met 
him in 1041 when he was singing with 
Tommy Dorsey in Detroit, when he was 
in his 20s. He just walked over, matter- 
offactly, to Will, my dad and me, and 
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Burris Chair, for a folio of The 
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stuck out his hand and introduced him- | 
self. That might sound like nothing 
top vocalist i 
those days wouldn't give the time of day 
to а Negro supporting 
. for the rest of tha 
ank would sit down on the di 
room stairs with me, and we'd talk show 
business. 

After that, every chance T could, Vd 
o shows. He'd see me 
line and invite me to 

Im talking about 
nobody. 
months Гаек, ont of the blue, 
plu land when a wire 
came for us 10 open im the Capitol 

Jew York wi 

and at > 


Then 


1 For 
money —it 
«nd out that 
agement lind 
piroducing us 


was incredible. 
Frank had insi: 
us and book us with him. 
to the audience, hed siy, “We've got 
ag cats here. Keep your eve 
on the little one in the middle: he's 
After that show 
npressions i 


his dressi 
ме me hell that 1 hadn't used 


ed that 1 
пу own 
ms 10 


the show. And he 


- 1 took liis advice—and it se 
v paid off pretty good. 

1 gues а doren times over ihe n 
several years. every en 


xt 
er d bad with 
he went out of his way Bs do 
ing for me. to help me up. That's 
а sweet, outgoing. 

touch who'll do anv- 
anylhing—to help a 
friend. know how many бітеу 
mid he would want it known if | 
did —he ly picked up the tab 
the hospital, or some 

ht spot. Buy you don't hear many 
nd that's part of the 
such a misunderstood 
about the real Sina 
the father and the friend; you only 
about the legendary the 
swinger, the idol. the king, with guys 
supposedly standing around biting iheir 
е him. You don't hear 


I don 


hear about how he's supposed 10 be so. 
rude to people. 1 
Тхе never 
rude to anybody. If ther 
ing for h 


honest to God, 
or do 


a minute, these are the people 
who make my cucer for mc. Yes of 
course, darling, it will be my pleasure.” 
He ain't got take no rudeness, 
still for no stranger, 
or not, coming up to him with a 
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big “Hey, Frankie!” 
punch on the should 
PLAYBOY: With Sinsatre’s help, you were 
just beginning to make it really big when 
vou had the accident that cost vou vour 
eye. How did it happe 
DAVIS: I was driving from Vegas to Los 
Angeles to do the sound track for Six 
Bridges to Cross, In Vegas. our act was 
playing the New Fronticr—57500 а week, 
the most we'd ever made—and to cele 
c, my dad and Will had just given 
у first Cadillac convertible. Charley 
d, my valer, was with me, He'd been 

. then Vd taken over, We were 


playful 


v: wanted to break her in 
nice. you know? When 1 100k over thc 
wheel. 1 remember I turned on the radio, 
jd I heard myself singing Hey. There, 
alk about a gas feeling, man! Then up 
ad after a while was this green c 
women in it: 1 could sce their hats. The 
driver was pulling left. then right, then 
shed saddle (he dunes. P didit dig 
what was happening with her for sure, 
so 1 stayed 1o the far right. Then sud 
denly she started imo this wide U-turn 

and stopped broadside across both I 
No room > right. My 

Ove was 10 try swinging ато! 

» the oncoming lane. Started 
saw cars coming ar me, hit my brake: 
cut hard righi—but J knew 1 couldn't 
мөр in time to miss her. 1 cut for her 
rear fender. oving to miss a broadside 
where rhe passengers were. Then, this 
crash! Never will forge! that sound: you 
don't know what it's like unless you've 
been in a car crash, 1 saw her car spin- 
round, and then my forehead hit 
the steering wheel. 

Man, the pain! Bur 1 saw my hand 
moving, so 1 knew 1 was still alive. 
Blood was running down my face, Char- 
Jey was in the back seal moaning. | 
ed die door and gor our to help 


w me to 


ope 
him. b siw his jaw hanging all loose, 
blood running from his mouth. 1 had 
just gotten my am id him, wrving 
to help him out, when he looked up at 
шу face, and he made this gargling 
sound. 1 reached up. f 
hand—and man, there w 
ing by а string! D was try 
back 1 1 started sag down, 
backing out 1 was on the ground pray. 
all them hard. years, our ac 


ou 


x with m 


my eye g 
g to sll it 


ewhere, 


was just ма 


ng to get si 


"God. please doi 
please don't 
hemd а 


y now." And I 
n, and felt some movement; 
d knew 1 was 


the siren 
in an ambulance. 
When E came to, 1 was in the hospital, 
and this doctor way stand 
bed telling me very calmly that he'd r 
moved any lelt eye. How do you take 


beside my 


whatever the 
occasion ... 
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to their key 


that news, baby? In that bed, my head 
wrapped up like a mummy, everything 
dark, I did a whole lot of thinking. I 
might have gone olt the deep end if it 
hadn't been for that public. Stacks of let- 
ters! Thousands of them! So many 
flowers the florists ran out; couldn't even 
get them all in the hallway! The nurses 
were reading names off letters, and fow- 
ers, and Bibles, and all kinds of things 
from everybody 1 ever knew in show 
business and out, and people T never 
heard of, white and black, all over Amer- 
ica, even the deepest South. People send- 
ing me their prayers and best wishes. 
Man, that’s one of the reasons you can't 
tell me the different races have to hate 
each other; I've seen too much of the 
good in people, white and black. 
Then, finally, came the day when the 
doctor took oll the bandages. When I 
saw that first gleam of light. baby, 1 was 
ready to jump up shouting! And then 1 
saw the doctor and the nurse and my 
dad and Will. Mastin all standing there 
at ihe foot of the bed, and I knew I 
wasn't finished. I had another chance. 
PLAYBOY. Did vou have much difhculty 
adjusting to monocular vision? 
DAVIS: [t wasn't easy. For а while, right 
after the hospital, ГА reach for some 
nd miss it by two, three inches 
first time I tricd dancing a 
1 kept kicking myself in the other leg and 
tipping, Т knew Td have to learn how 
10 dance all over again. Wasn't nobody 
going to be saying, “He's nearly as good 
as before." I had to be better! But 
everything's pretty straight now. I'm still 
aware that I'm seeing with one eye 
things look flatter ло me than they do to 
vou. and I've got a blind side that 1 have 
to keep aware of. But with this onc eye 
L see more now than you would if you 
closed one of your two good eves. My 
anded to make up 
lor the missing сус, like а wideangh 
lens. 
PLAYBOY: For a year or so after the acti 
dent, you wore a black eye patch. What 
made you decide to take it off? 
DAVIS: Humphrey Bogart convinced me 
to quit that, He asked me, “How long 
vou gonna trade on that goddamn 
patch? How long are you gom 


field of visi 


keep us 
ing it for a crutch? You want people call- 
ing you Sammy Davis or ‘the kid with 
the eye patch?" Well, you know, Fd had 
myself figured with а glamorous trade- 
mark, but what Bogart said kept on bug- 
ging me—especially knowing he was 
—until one night in Vegas I took it 
off and threw the goddamn thing away. I 
don't need no pity, and I got nothing to 
hide. 

PLAYBOY: It wasn't long after the accident 
that you converted 10 Judaism. Did one 
have anything to do with the other? 
yes. After one 
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with Eddie Cantor, he saw 
t his mezuzali—that's а holy 
m for good luck, health and 
happiness—and he insisted on giving it 
to me. He told me that his religion had 
the basic belief that every man should 
have Freedom to face God in his own 
way. Well. I wore that charm around my 
neck all the time from then on—until 
that day in my car, just before the acci 
Thad Heft it in my ho- 
tel suite. If T had followed my impulse 
10 go back and ва it. Td have both my 
eyes today—but I didn't 

Anyway. when the bandages were re- 
moved after my operation, | noticed a 
cle tine of the Star of David cut 
imo the palin of my right hand. Then 
1 remembered Топу Curtis and Janet 
Leigh walking alongside me as 1 was 
being wheeled to the operating room. 
d | 
hand, saying, 


show T 
me looking 
Hebrew ch 


dent, E missed it 


а 


anet pressing something into my 
d 


"Hold tight, and pray, 
everything will be all right,” And 1 
clutched what she gave me so hard th: 
it bad cut into my flesh. It was kind of 
like a stig it shook. me. 


Then onc Christmas I read а history 
ol the Jews, 
the 


d it astonished me to see 
nity between. Jews and the Ne 
s: their oppressions. their enslave 
ments—despised, rejected, searching for a 
home, for equality aud. human. dignity. 
For thousands of years. they had held 
omo their Чиста съ and in 
their right to a place in the sun. It got to 
me so much that [visited a rabbi, who 
gave me books to read. ‘The 
ready а lot of Negroes converted 10 Ju 
daism, but my talking about converting 


belief 


worried the rabbi, because it could so 
casily be taken by people as a publicity 
stunt. He insisted that 1 not rush into 


it just because 1 was filled up with what 
Га read about Judaism. He told me that 
neither he nor anyone else could make 
me a Jew. that only 1 could do it. 
Anyway, around this time, 1 was get 
wo deeper and deeper trouble— 
up into the hundreds of 


my performances weren't 
they should have been, and all my 
high-lifing, until finally I tried suicide, 


as you know. I tried 10 race my car over 


cliff, but right at the edge the drive 


shaft hit a rock y 
al of it jimmed imo the ground 
held the car right there at the edge 


God h 


like 
around me. The hardest thinking session 
I've ever had was after ihat—until 


m anchor. а his 


ims 


I said 10 God, asa Jew: “Here 1 am.” 
PLAYBOY: Do you observe all the rit 
and holy days of your new faith? 

DAVIS: Well, in those orthodox terms, 1 
couldn't rate myself the best Jew; but 
nly not the worst one, either, If 
its posible, I'd say today I feel even 


m cert 


more committed than when T converted. 
It took me a long time to really learn 
the truth about commitment, but finally 
I have, and it’s one of the most beautiful 
things that ever happened to me. 
PLAYBOY: It was only a few months after 
your much-publicized conversion that 
your name hit the headline n. this 
time linking you romantically with Kim 
Novak. Were they true? 

DAVIS: Yeah, they were 


but, ironically, 


hot until after the first stories appaued 
about u: . because 
of them. It alb started so innocently. 
Tony € is asked me over to his house 


one night for a drink. He was having 
some people in, Kim Novak was there, 
and we were introduced. I doubt we ез 
changed 20 words. She was just one of 
the group, Well, the next day one of 
the columns carried an item: "Kim No- 
vak's new sepia love interest w 
studio bosses turn lavender." I called 
. She knew I'd had nothing to do 
with the item. She said, "Come on over 


and lets talk about it.” She was cooking 
spaghetti and meatballs. 1 went over. She 
said her studio had called, м 1o 


know if she'd seen me, and when she said 
yo. they wanted to know how many 
times, When? Where? What was going on 
between us? It would have to stop! Well, 
e me, Kim just naturally rebelled 
against anybody making rules for her. 
And so We became couypiraors, drawn 
together by defiance. 

Well, from that point on, the press 
columns took it and ram. 1 mean, they 
erybody found out about it 
added a few trimmings of 
erybody I knew st 
and everybody she knew was 
"Don't wreck you 

columns ng 
items that Td been warned by Chicago 
gungsters if I ever “that blonde" 
both my legs would be broken 
1 torn olf at the knee. And the Negro 
press stated riding me harder than ever. 
Stull like: "Sammy Davis Jr, once 
pride to all Negroes, has become a never 
ending source of embarrassment. Mr. 
has never be ly race 
1 displays 


made sure e: 
—and they 
their own. E 


ied. ad. 


career! 


telling her. 
The scandal 


c runni 


ме 


ELI 


responsi 
thing, 
Meanwhile, E rented a beach house at 


Malibu so we could mect secretly. and I 
had a guy drive me there incognito, like 
ı the spy stories. The press was so hot 
on it, we didn’t know if they wouldn't 
have movie cameras hidden on the road, 
so I got to hiding on the car floor while 
drove there. Well, one 
car floor, it hit me in the face: 
What the bell was I doing the 
ing around in the middle of the 


ght down 


we 


. sne: 


ight? 1 


just confirming what they were say 
ing: “You're not good enough to be 
seen with a white woman.” I got up 
off the floor, told the driver to turn 
around, and that was that—the end of it 
I never saw her again. If only I'd known 
s were just beginning. 

your first m 


DAVIS: If you want to call it that 
t work ош? 
the 


PLAYBOY: Why didn't 
DAVIS: It was doomed from 
You got to understand the sl 
Deep in debt, from all m 
x problems. Losing my сус. 
Kim Novak thing down ar y 
For the first time in my life, T started 
nking the hard stall. I felt like a man 
g pulled down into quicksand. with 
mosquitoes buzzing around his head, | 
was taping my TV shows, and they were 
hollow. Then one night, after a show at 
the Sands. 1 got drunk in the lounge. then 
got in my car and drove over to the Sil 
ver Slipper. The show was letting out 
I saw Loray White—a Negro girl, 
one of the dancers, Once we'd had a lit 
tle thing g Î broken. up when 
she couldn't play it for laughs. Well, 1 
took another look at bea 
and the thought occurred to me that if I 
had a Nego wile, maybe the papers 
would get off my back. I was drunk, 1 
proposed, and Loray accepied on the 
spot. Tr was unreal. Drunk. 1 pulled her 


маг. 


wha 


up to the bandsiand and. T announced 
our engagement, The сару press agent 
brought a photographer, It was done 


By morning. it was all over America. T 
wake up. my head's splitting, it's on the 
dio, frontpaged in Vegas, long-dis- 
tance calls from all over, telegrams pour- 
g in. What had T done? But 
could I do? All my carcer needed now— 
all Loray needed— to back 
down. 

Nest time 1 saw her, she said, "You 
don't have to marry me, Sammy." “Yes, 1 


what 


for me 


do," I told her, and I explained why 

She said OK. So we got married. and aft 

erward ih ty in a West Side 
loon, I drank like a fish. Fi 


left in my пе driving 
us. Well, so ide me, 
nd the next thing I know Гус got my 
wis arou ays neck пуш de 


a buddy of m 
hing snapped 


her—as if it was all her fault 
1 d what J was doing, 1 
must have, like, gone into shock, "caus 
my buddy had to carry me into the ho 
tel, like a baby, up to the bridal suite. 
Lory was in hysteries: even he wa 


rying. Man, it was а mess. Well, every 
paper im the country smelled it was 
phony, and all kinds of rumors started 


1 began to draw bigger crowds than ever 
—hut for the wrong reasons. To the pul 
lic, I wasn't a performer а 
а geek, a side show. 1 wa 


iore; E was 


close to the 


oa, 


E THEO De asveny Sood Ea 
'Send аута sale mr 9 Е who, lik 
seligappreciate-the 
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bottom, professionally and emotionally. 
Well, of course, Loray and I got di 
хокей. Its not а репу story. l'm not 
proud of it 

PLAYBOY: Two years later you met May 


Brin 


ı Hollywood, and three months 
after that you announced your engage- 
precipitating a storm of protest 
and hate mail from whites and Negroe 
throughout the country. Did you expect 
reaction? 

DAVIS: Well. 1 didit think it would win 
me any popularity contests, but 1 didn't 
expect such a flood of venom. As long as 
Ive lived with prejudice, I'm 
lous every time it hiis me in the face 
and this time it just floored mc. Threa 
Obscer s. Ravings Гус never 
anything as sick, as vitriolic as some ol 
the letters I received. Things like: "Dear 
Nigger Bastard, I see Frank Sinatra is 
going to be the best man at your abor- 
lion. Well, it's good 10 know the k 
people supporting Kennedy before 
too luc" When 1 played the Geary 
Theater im San Francisco that month, 
there were threats to bomb it, and letters, 
including one with a bullet drawn on it 
d rhe heartwarming messages “Guess 
when Em going to shoot you during 
your show?” Man, how would vou like to 
perform, wondering which burst of au 
dience applause will help to cover the 
sound of a gunshot? When 1 played the 
Lous Club in Washington, the Nazis 
were picketing me—cartying signs like 
“Go back to the Congo, you kosher 
coon” And a black dog wearing a swasti- 
ka, with a sign on his back, “I'm black, 
100, Sammy, bur. Em Jew di 
makes you ashamed that a country. like 
America has to be taimed with people 
like these, But when I walked on stage in 
the club, the audience in a body stood 
up. calling to me, “The hell with ‘em, 
Sammy. Were with vou." The world is 
98 percent filled with nice people, see? 
I's only the other two perce 


neredu- 


s 


seen 


PLAYBOY: Ay you know, there was a wide- 
spread Tecling among both whites and 
Negrocs thar you were marrying May in 
order о gain мати in white society 
DAVIS: Yeah, 1 know. I's a sad comme 
tary that so many people's minds would 
jump to that conclusion about me. Even 
if they think I'm low 
thing like that, they should give me 
credit for not being stupid. I I had 
been thinking about improving my sta 
tus in the white world, baby, the last 
marry a white girl. Don't 
s 10 figure that out T stood 
n. TF 
got a sneak preview of that right. after 
mnounced our engagement: Friends 
stated dropping off rapidly, both hers 
and mine, and suddenly they were no 
where to be found—and we're not look- 


Du 


gh to do some 


thing Pd de 
take no gen 


to Jose whatever status I had, not 


we 


ing for them. That's why I feel hound 
by hoops of steel to those who proved 
tried and true when the chips were 
down, who were risking a lot themselves, 
in the convictions they exhibited. You 
know? Like Frank—standing up with me 
being my bes man. Pat Kennedy, 
coming to my party, and Peier Lawford, 
then the President's brother inlaw, and 
others that I haven't. menuoned. They 
knew. and they risked a lot to prove 
their friendship. 

For the information of those who may 
not have been able to figure өш yer why 
1 did marry May—deypite everything we 
knew we were lening ourselves in for—it 


was love, sweet love, baby. How 
cam you get, right? Well, I didi 
whether she was white, black. 


green or polka doil loved. her. 
miracle of miracles, she loved me. It was 
a Well iot quite 
that simple, because 1 kept asking myself 
why 1 loved her: T had to know, becuse 
it had to be Tor the ri 
mulled it over a lor. and finally 1 re 
ized it was because May, as my wile. i 
just being the kind of human being she 
is. would he i 10 make а bener hu- 
man being of myself: amd паг just the 
way its turned out. l'm not а new man 
or anything, but gradually, and in some 
ways rapidly, I'm getting lo be а bener 


mavbe 


hi reasons. Well, 1 


1- 


person, She understands my drives, my 
needs, my frustrations, and she bends to 
them. She has heen patient enough tn 
ler me develop in my own time and in 
my own way. And our love has been 
deep md broadened by the things 
that we've һай to face and to fight to- 
gether—and I don't mean just the specia 


problems of an 
PLAYBOY: How have vou faced the prob- 
lem of adjusting your marriage to the 
de 
two weeks been 
around, you haven't had time eves 
visit with your wife and children 
exepr on ће phone—ter alone for a 
gin at home. € 
satisfactory arrangement 

DAVIS. ОГ course nor. Even though May 
joins me on the road. during the longer 
engagements, we're not together nearly 
enough, and I don't spend as much time 
at home as 1 wish 1 could. But at this 
point Гуе got no choice- and this is i 
other area of her understauc 
the debts I piled up before my m 
this is the first year Гус been on 
financially. She understands that I need 
out ns of this kind of 
workin аро vo злу home 
more. 

PLAYBOY: You've 
because of the pace. How much longe 
do you think you cin keep it up? 
DAVIS: God willing, as long as I have to. 
I was told two years ago in this very 
room that Fd never sing that 


ids of your work schedule? In the 
following you 
for 


we've 


Us not a 


ny own 


тко 


ave yi 
КЕП 


g before 


already coll: 


ped once 


nodes at the bottom of my 
throat, and three specialists were going 
to strip my vocal cords, they were 
such terrible shape from overwork, But 1 
stuck by my guns, and Fm still singin 


there were 


today. So 1 think FH be able to hold out 


I want to 


long enough t0 get wher 
professionally. 
PLAYBOY: Where do you want 10 go? 
DAVIS: I'd like to work my w 
class of the Duke, or Durante; they 
well established it doesn’t matter whether 


they've got а show on or a movie run. 
ning. They're liked, theyre accepred. 
they're respected. Bur when you've de- 
voted. as many years to show business as 
I have, you know that it could all evapo: 
rate overnight, no mauer how big you 
are. Things are really swinging [or me 


now, but 1 cart help thinking that 1 
might wake up some morning and find 
myself out of vogue, kaput, the way Frank 
did when the bobbysox. craze died out. 
He made a comeback: bui I might not 
be so lucky. 

You know what che haunts me? The 
thought of dying before 1 finish what 1 
have to do. Like a few weeks ago: Fn in 
а plane, and Murphy is sitting next to 
and things have been going tremen 
ad suddenly this cold feeling 
comes me amd I siy to Murphy, 
“Fm going to die, because things are 
going too well. I'm going 10 die aud TIH 
never finish it" IT can legitimately 
make the mark that I want 10 make as 
human being and a performer, TH be 
willing w go then. But Fm still hungry. 
1 need more time. 1 need at least anoth- 
er good ten yews in the business to try 
and creare what 1 want 10 create. 
PLAYBOY: And what's thai? 
I want fwo kinds of success: One, 
1 to build—lor myself and my Fini 
a organization ol enterpri xd 
investments such as has made 
es of some of my close friends. 
Frank. And ıo make all my 
sions. Frank don't let nobody 
what to do. The other ki 
Want ds ds human be That dont 
have nothing t0 do with making money 
Some friends Pye got—visit the 
they ain't got this, ain't got tha 
borrow. dishes, all that jazz, but I gor to 
envy how successful they are as Di 
beings. Belore 1 die, 1 want 10 be able to 
know that 1 gave my full share of the 
blood, swear and tears that millions of 
both white and black people have pot 
give 10 win freedom for their kids and 
minc. Whenever death comes, PIL consid- 
cr my life's been full and Таа il 1 
can get these things accomplished. 
PLAYBOY: One more question, Sammy: If 
you could choose an epitaph for yo 
self, how would it read 

That's easy: “It's been a gas" 
El 


me 
dously 


ove 


million 
Like 
wn deci- 
tell him 
ad of success 1 


wx, 
dave 10 


AN EXPENSIVE 


PLAGE 
10 ШЕ 


Part I of a naw mo 


By LEN DEIGHTON 


тнк mins FLEW AROUND for nothing but 
the hell of it. Tt was that sort of spring 
day: a trailer for the coming summer. 
Some birds flew in neat, disciplined for 
ions, some in ragged mobs, and high: 
much higher, flew the loner who 
didn't like corporate decisions 
I turned away from the window. My 
visitor from Ше Embasy was still 
complaining. 
Paris lives in the past.” 
er. "Manet is at the opera and Degas at 


said the couri- 


the ballet. Escolher cooks while Eiffel 
builds,” he said somfully. “Lyric by 
Dumas, music by Ollenbach. Oo-Li-Lt, our 
Parce is gay, monsieur, and our private 


rooms discreet, our coaches call at three, 
ns.” 


monsieur. and Schlieffen has no p 
They're not all like that,” 1 id. 
Some birds hovered near the window de- 


tiding whether to ea the wed Ud 
scattered. on the window sill, 
"AM the ones I meet ave,” said the 


Embasy courier. He stopped looking 
across the humpty-backed rooftops, and 
с turned away from the window he 
noticed a patch. of white plaster on | 
sleeve. He brushed it petulantly, as 
though Paris was trying to get at him. 
He pulled at his waisicoat—a natty affair 
with wide lapels—and then picked at the 
seat of the chair before siting down. 
Now that hed moved from the 
window, the birds returned and began 
fighting over the seed I had put there. 
“L pushed the collccpor to him. “Real 
collec," he said. "The French seem to 
126 drink only instant coffee nowadays.” 


away 
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Thus гез he un- 
locked the briefcase that rested upon his 
knees. It was а large black case and con- 
ed reams of reports, One of them he 
passed across to me. “Read it while Im 
here. T can't leave it” 
“It's secret? 
"No. our document copier his gone 
| irs the only one I have” 
Tread it, It was а “stage report” of no 
importance. 1 passed it back. “It's а lot 
of rubbish," I said. “I'm sorry you have 
10 come all the way over here with this 
sort of junk." 
He shrugged 
осе, Anyway, 
people like you 


sured of my decorum, 


“It gets me out of the 
it wouldnt do то have 
ind out of the Embas 
sy all the time.” He was new, this cour 
er. They ай stated like him. Tough, 
beady-eyed young men anxious to prove 
how efficient they can be. Anxious, too, 10 


demonstrate that Paris could. have no 

attraction [or them. A clock chimed two 

FM. and that disturbed the birds. 
"Romantic," he said. I don't know 


what's romantic about Paris except. cou 
ples kissing on the steer because the 
city’s so overcrowded that they have no- 
where else to go. He finished his coffee 
“Its terribly good colle,” he said. 
“Dining out tonight?” 

“Yes,” T said. 

“With your artist friend Byrd?” 
him ihe sort ol glance that 
п reserve for other English- 
twitched with embarrassment. 
"Look here," he said, "don't th 
moment... mean... we dont have 
you... that is 

"Don't start hi 
ties," 1 said. "OI 
surveillance.” 

“L remembered your saying that you 
always had dinner with Byrd the artist 
n Mondays. I noticed the Skira an 
book set aside on the table. 1 guessed 
you were returni to him” 

“AI good мий” I said. “You should 
be doing my job.” 

He smiled and shook his head. “How 
га hate that,” he said. “Dealing with the 
Ш day; it's bad enough having 


for a 


inde 
under 


out 
course 1 


n 


am 


French 


to mix with them in the сус 
“The French are all right" 
“Did you keep the envelopes? Tve 
brought the iodine in pot iodide.” I gave 


a all the envelopes that had come 


slishman had to find 
out whether atomic secrets 
were the stakes in those 
scandalous games being 
played at the notorious 
ic on the avenue foch 


through the post during the previous 
week and he took his liide boule and 
painted the flaps carefully. 

“Resealed with starch 
damn letter. Someone here, must be. 
The landlady. Every damned leter. 
That's too thorough to be just nosiness 
Prenez garde” He put the envelopes. 
which had brown stains from the chemi- 
cal reaction, imo his case, “Don't want 
to leave them around." 

“No,” 1 said. D ya 

“L don't know what you do all day.” 
he said. "Whatever do vou find to do?” 

“T do nothing except make coffee for 
people who wonder what I do all day." 

“Yes, well, thanks for lunch. The old 
bitch docs а goad lunch. even if she does 
steam your mail open." He poured both 
ol us more coffee. “There's а new job for 
you." He added the right amount of sug 
ar, handed it to me and looked up. “A 
man named Dau, who comes here ta Je 
Petit Légionnaire. The one dh 
ting opposite us at lunch toda 
was а silence. 1 said: 

What do you want to know about 
hime" 

Nothing.” said the 
don't want to know anything about him, 
we want to give him a caselul of data." 
Write his address on it and take it to 
the post office.” 

He gave а pained litle grimace. 
ot to sound right when he gets it. 
“What вой?” 

“lvs а history of nuclear fallout, start 
ing from New Mexico right up to the 
last test. There are reports [rom the Hi 
roshima hospital lor vietims and 
various stuff about its effect upon cells 
and plant life. Its too complex for me, 
but you read it through il your 
mind works that way." 

“What's the 
“No cach. 
What I need to know is how difficult 
it is to detect the phony parts. One 
minute in the hands of ап expert? Three 
months in the hands ol a committee? 1 
need to know how long, the fuse is, if Fm 
the one that’s planting the bomb." 

“There is no cause to believe it’s other 
than genuine.” He pressed the lock on 
the cise as though to test his claim. 

“Well, that's nice,” 1 said. “Who docs 
Dati send it 10?” 


Every 


paste. 


was sit 


y^ There 


courier. “We 


bomb 


can 


Drugged and frightened, he tried to focus his vision on Datt, who 
loomed over him grotesquely distorted to gigantic: proportions. 


gig 


= à eo 
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His well-aimed kick to the instep had taken Albert by surprise; 
before Albert could recover, he felled him with a flat hand to the nose. 


“Not my part of the script, old boy. 
Fm just the errandboy, you know. T 
ve the case to you, vou give it to Datt, 
making sure he doesn't know where 
from. Pretend you are working for 
it you like. You are a clean. new 
t should be straightforward. 

He drummed his fingers to indicate 
that he must leave. 

What am T expected to do with your 
bundle of papers lea 
опе lunchtime?" 
Don't Iret, that’s being taken care of- 
Пан will know that you have the docu- 
ments, hell contact vou and ask for 
them. Your job is just to ler him have 
them . . . reluctantly." 

“Was D planted їп ihis place six 
s ago just to do this job?” 

He shrugged and put the leather case 
nthe table. 

Is it that important?" D asked. He 
walked t0 the door without replying. He 
opened the door suddenly and seemed 


c it on his place 


disappointed. that there was no one 
crouching outside. 

“Terribly good coffee,” he said. “But 
then, it always is" From downstairs I 


could hear the pop music on the radio. 
It stopped. There was a fanfare and а 
sing shampoo 
his is your favorite, Radio 
anine,” said the announcer, It was a 
wonderful day 10 be working on one of 
irate radio ships: the sun warm, 
miles of calm blue sea that en- 
dled you to dutytrce cigueucs and 


float. 


whiskey. 1 added it 10 the long list of jobs 
u were better than mine, I heard. the 
lower door slam as the courier left. 
Then I washed up the coffee cups. gave 
Joe some fresh water and cuttlefish bone 
lor his beak, picked up the documents 
and went downst: for a drink. 

Le Petit Légionnaire ("cuisine fait par 
le patron”) was a plastictrimmed barn 
glittering with mirrors, boules and pin 
tables. The regular lunchtime customers 
were local businessmen, clerks from a 
nearby hotel, two Geman girls who 
worked for a translation agency, a Cou- 
ple of musicians who slept late ever 
day. two artisis and the man named Dau, 
to whom I was to offer the nuclear [ill 
out findings. The food was good. It was 
cooked by my Landlord, who was known. 
throughout the neighborhood as la 
voix—a disembodied voice that bellowed 
up the lift shaft without the aid of a 
loudspeaker system. La voix—so the sto- 
ries went—once had his own restaurant 
Boul’ Mich that during the War was 
a meeting place for members of the 
Front National.* He almost got a cer 
tificate signed by General Eisenhower, 
but when his political past became clear 
er to the Americans, he got his restaurant 
declared. out of bounds and searched by 
the MPs every week lor a year instead. 

La voix did not like orders for steck 
bien cuit, charcuterie as а main dish or 


*Politically mixed but Communist-domi- 
nated underground anti-Nazi organization. 


half portions of anything at all. Regular 
customers got larger meals. Regular cus- 
tomers also got doth napkins but were 
expected to make them last all the week. 
But now lunch was over. From the back 
of the café 1 could hear the shrill voice 
of my landlady and the soft voice of 
Monsieur Dau, who was saying, "You 
might be making a mistake, you'll pay 
one hundred and ten thousand francs in 
Avenue Hemi Martin and never see it 
come back.” 

“TJ take a chance on tha 
landlord. "Have a little more comi 

M. Datt spoke again, It was a low, 
careful voice that measured each word 
cuefully. "Be content, my friend. Don't 
search for the sudden flashy gain ihat 
1 cripple your neighbor. Enjoy the 
smaller rewards that build imperceptibly 
toward success.” 


said my 


I stopped eavesdropping and moved 
on past the bar to my usual table out 
The light haze that so often 


prefaces a very hor Paris day had dis 
ard. Now it was a scorcher. The sky 
was the color of well-washed bleu de 
travail. Across it were tiny wisps of cir- 
rus. The heat bit deep into the concrete 
of the city. and outside the grocers’ fruit 
and vegetables were piled beautifully in 
their wooden racks, adding their aroma 
to the scent of a summery day. The wait 


p- 


er with the withered hand sank 
nd old men sat outside on 


secret 
cold lage 
the terrase warming their cold bones. 
Dogs cocked their legs jauntily and 
young girls wore loose cotton dieses and 
very little make-up. 

A young man propped his moto 
fully against the wall of the public 
acros the road. He reached an aerosol 
can of red paint [rom the panier, shool 
it and wrote "lisez l'Humanite nouvelle 
across the wall with a senile hiss of com 
pressed He glanced over his shoul 
der, then added a large hammer and 
sickle. He went back to his moto and sat 
stride it surveying the sign. A thick red 
dribble ran down from the capital Н. 
He went back to the wall and дарей at 
t with a piece of rag. He 
looked around, but no one shouted to 
him, so he carefully added. (he accent to 


arc- 
ths. 


the excess р: 


the e before wrapping the cm in the 
rag and stowing it away, He kicked the 
starter. there м pull of smoke and 


the sudden burp of the motor as he roared! 
away toward the Boulevard. 

1 sat down and waved to old Jean for 
my usual Suze. The pin tables gliuered 
wih popartstyle illuminations and 
dickdlicked and buzzed as the perfect 
metal spheres touched the contacts and 
made the numbers spin. The mirrored 
interior lied about the dimensions of the 
calé and portrayed the sunlit street deep 
s dark interior. 1 opened the case of 


documents, smoked, read, drank and 
watched the life of the quartier. I read 
93 pages and almost understood by the 
time the rush-hour trafic began to 
thicken. 1 hid the documents in my 
room. Tt was time to visit Byrd. 


T lived in the Ih arvondisse- 
тет. The modernization project that 
had swept up the Avenue de Neuilly and 
was extending the smart side of Paris 10 
the west had bypassed the dingy О 
tier des Temes. 1 walked as far as the 
Avenue de la Grande Armée. The Arc 
way astraddle the Etoile and the uallic 
was desperate то get there. Thousands of 
red lights uwinkled like bloodshot stars 
in the wann mist of exhaust fumes. It 
a fine Paris evening. Gauloise and 
garlic sat lightly on the air, and the cars 
and people were moving with the 
subdued hysteria the French call. élan. 

I remembered my conversation with 
the man from the British Embassy. He 
seemed upset today, I thought compla- 
cently. 1 didi mind upseuiing him. 
Didn't mind upsetting all of them, come 
to that. No cause to believe it's anything 
other than genuine. 1 snorted loudly 
enough 10 attract attention. What a fool 
London must think I am. And that stuff 
about Byrd. How did they know 
dining with him tonight? 
thought. art books from Sk 
of cock. T hardly 
though he was E 
Le Petit Legionnaire. Last Monday I had 
dined with him, bat Vd told no one that 
in tonight. T'r 
professional. T wouldn't tell my mother 
where I Keep the fuse wire. 


was 


Byrd, 


The light was just beginning to go as I 
walked through) the street market to 
Byrd's place. The building was grav and 
but so were all the others in the 
street So, in fact, were almost all the 
others in Paris, T pressed the kuch. Iu 
side the dark enırance a Э5лкан bulb 
threw a glimmer of light across sev 
eral dozen tiny hutches with mail slots. 
Some of the huiches were marked with 


grimy busines cards, others һай names 
scrawled across them: in ballpoint wri 

Down the hall there were thick 
ropes of wiring connected to 20 or 


more wooden 
Gault would hà 
problem. Th 
there was а courtyard. Ht 
gray and shiny with wate 
from somewhere overhead 
Tate yard of a type that EH 
the Br 
The concierge was standing in the court- 
though daring me to complain 
I mutiny came, then that 
courtyard would be its starting place, At 


boxes, ‘Tracing a wiring 
© proved а remarkable 
at the far end 
was cobbled, 
that dripped 
и was а deso- 
d alw: 


ih prison system. 


IWUSTRATIONS BY SAUL LAMBERT 


He couldn't have hesitated ten seconds before going for Datt—but 
that was long enough for the woman wielding the heavy candlestick. 


case 
Not the 


the top of а narrow creaking s 
was Byrd's studio. It was chaos 
хоп of chaos that results from an explo- 
sion but the Kind that takes years to 
achieve. Spend five years hiding things, 
losing things and propping broken 
things up, then give it two years for the 
dust ro seule thickly and you've got 
Bees studio. The only really cle: 
thing way the gigumic window through 
which a sunset warmed the whole place 
with rosy light. There were books eve 
where. and bowls of hardened. plaster, 
buckets of dirty water, easels carrying, 
Luge half-completed canvases. On the 
battered sofa were the two posh English 
Sunday papers still pristine and unread. 
V he mel-topped table that Byrd 
used аз а palette was sticky with patches 
ol color, and across one wall was a 
Us foorhigh. hardboard construction up. 
on which Byrd was painting a mural. 
1 walked straight in—the door was 
always open. 

You're dead," called Byrd loudly. He 
was high on a ladder working on a figure 


model. She was nude and stretched 
awkwardly across а box 
“Just keep your right foot still.” Byrd 


called о her. "You cam move your 


The nude girl stretched her arms with 
а gratelul moan of pleasure. 

Is that OK?" she asked, 
“You've moved the Касе a litle, it's 
ky - . Oh, well, perhaps we'll call 


that a day." He stopped painting. "Get 
Annie” 

She was a tall girl of 
good-looking, but not b 
shower?” she asked 
"The waers not too warm, Im 
fraid," said Byrd, "but try it, it may 

ve improved." 

The girl pulled a threadbare man's 
dressing gown around her shoulders and 
slid her feet into a pair of silk slippers. 
Dyd climbed very slowly down the 
ladder on which he was perched. There 
was a smell of linseed oil and turpen- 
tine. He rubbed at the handful of 
brushes with a rag. The large painting 
was nearly completed. It was dilhcult to 
put a name 1 the style; Kokoschka or 
Soutine came nearest to it. but this was 
more polished, though les alive. than 
citer. Byrd tapped the scaffolding 
inst which the ladder was propped 
built that. Not bad, eh? Couldn't 
get one like it anywhere in Paris. Are 
you a do-it-yourself man?" 

"m a letsomeonc-else-do-it ma 
па nodded grave 
ady. is it 
Т said 
pipe of tobacco.” He threw 


dressed 


out 25. Dark, 
аши. "Can 1 


“I need 


the brushes inio a floral-patrerned cham. 
ber pot, in which stood another hundred. 
“Sheny?” He untied the strings that pre- 
vented his trouser bottoms’ smudging the 
huge painting and looked back toward 
the mural, hardly able to drag himself 


away from it. "The light started to go 
an hour back. ТЇЇ bave to repaint that 129 
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section tomorrow." He took the gl 
from an oil lamp, lit the wick carefully 
and adjusted the flame fine light 
these oil lamps give. A fine silky light." 


He poured two glasses of dry sherry. re- 
moved a huge Sheland sweater and 
eased himself into а battered chair. In 
the neck of his check-patterned shirt he 


ed iı silk scuf. then began to silt 
through his tobacco pouch as though 
he'd los so ng in there. 

Ti was hard to guess Byrd's age, except 
that he was in the middle 50s. He had 
plenty of hair and it was showing no 
sign ol gray. His skin was fair and so 
tight across his face that you could sce 
the muscles that ran from cheekbone to 
jaw. His cars were tiny and set high, his 
eves were bright, active and black, and 
he stared at you when he spoke to prove 
Low earnest he was, Had I nor known 
that he was a regular naval officer until 
taking up painting eight years ago, 1 
would have guessed him 10 be a mechan- 
ic who had bought his own 
When he һай c: 
he lit it with slow са 
then that he spoke ag: 
to England ar: 
Not ohen,” T said. 

"Nor me. I need more baccy; next 
time you go, you might bear that in 
mind.” 


ars 


Ji wasn't until 


He held 
Don't seem то 
Only stuff I like 
siil. quarterdeck n 
elbows at his waist 


packet for me 
to sec. e it here in 


Franee. 


mner 
ıd his 


chin in his neck. He used words like 
“roadster” thar revealed how long it was 
since he hi 

I'm going to а we сапу 


“He 
the 


tonight.” he 
row." He called 
sturt tomorrow, Annie. 
Very well," she called back. 
Well call dinner off if you like 
olfered, 

"No need to do that. Looking forward 
to it, to tell the auth” Byrd scratched. 
the side of his nose. 

"Do you know Monsieur Dat?" I 
asked. “He lunches ac ihe. Petit Lé 
naire. Big-built man with white hai 

“No,” he said. He sniffed. knew 
every nuance of the snill. This опе was 
light in weight and almost inaudible. I 
dropped the subject of the man from the 
Avenue Fodh. 

Byrd had asked another painter to 
join us for dinner. He arrived about 
80, Jean-Paul Pascal was а handsome, 
young man with a narrow 
pelvis. who caily adapted himself to 
the cowboy look that the French admire. 
His all. танцу ligure contrasted. sharply 
with the stocky. blunt. rigidity of Byrd 
His skin was tanned, his teeth perfect. 
He was expensively dressed in a light 
blue suit and a tie with designs embroi- 
dered on it. He removed his dark. glasses 


y day tomor- 
model: “Emly 


on- 


He 


muscular 


and put them i 


his pocket. 


“An English friend of Monsieur 
Byrd,” Jean-Paul repeated as he took my 
hand and shook it. "Enchanted." His 


handshake was gentle and diffident, as 
though he was ashamed to look so much 
like a film star. 


“Joan-P. said 
Byrd 

"Jt is 100 complicated.” said Jex 
Paul “I speak a dinde, but 1 do not 
understand what you му 

“Precisely,” sail Byrd. 
whole idea ol English. 
communicate information to us. l 


lishmen can still talk together. without 
outsider being able to comprehend." 
© was stern, then he smiled prin 
Paul's a good fellow just the 
He turned to him. 


“Busy, but 1 didn’t get much done: 

“Мим keep at it, my boy. You'll never 
be a great painter unless you learn to 
apply voursell. 

"Oh. bur one must find. onevll. Pro- 
ceed at one's own speed," said. Jean-Pac 

Your speed is too slow." Byrd. pro- 
nounced, and handed Jean-Paul a gl 
of sherry without haying asked him w 
he wanted. 

Jean turned to me, ansious to expl 
his apparent laziness, “It is difficult to 
begin а painting—it’s a stitememt—onee 


the mark is made, one has to теше all 
Vater brush strokes to it” 
Nonsense,” sail Byrd. “Simplest 


thing in the world ro begin, micky 
though pleasurable to prowed with, but 
dificult—damned dithetlt—io cnd.” 
Like a love alain" 1 sid 
laughed. Byrd flushed and scratched the 
side of his nose. 
Ah. Werk and women don't m 
Womanizing amd lose living is atra 


tive ar the time, but middle age finds 
women left sans beauty, and men sans 
skills: result—anisery, Ak your Friend 
Monsieur Dan about that.” 

Are у friend of Date?" Jean-Paul 
asked. 

^b hardly know him,” 1 said. "E was 
asking Byrd about him.” 


"Don't 


Sk too many quesior 


Jean. “He is а man of gr 
Count of Per it is said, 


family, a powerful man. A danger 
man. He doctor and а psychiatrist. 
The ises LSD а great deal. His 
clinic is as expensive as any in Paris, but 
he gives the most scandalous parties 
there, 100. 

What's chat?” said Byrd, “Es plain 

"One hears stories.” said Joan. He 
smilel in embarrassment and wanted to 
say no more. bur Byrd made an impa- 
tiem movement with his hand, so he 
continued. “Stories of gambling parties. 
of highly placed men who have gor into 
financial trouble and found themselves 
he paused 7... in the bath." 
“Does that mean des 


in trouble” idiom," said 


English. 
two important men took 
own lives." said J Some said 


they were in debt,” 

“Damned fools,” said Byrd. "TI 
the sort of fellows in charge of things to- 
day, no stamina, no fiber; and that [el 
low Dan is a party to il. eh? Just as I 
thought. Oh, well, chaps won't be told 
today. Experience beter bought than 
тишн. they sty. One more sherry and 
we'll go to dinner. What say to La Cou- 
pole? It’s one of the few places still open 
where we don't have to reserve.” 


Annie the model reappeared in а sim- 
ple green shirneais dress She kised 
Jean-Paul in а familiar way and said 


good evening to cach of us. 

“Early in the morning.” Byrd told her. 
She nodded and smiled. 

"An attractive girl" Jean-Paul said. 

"Yes D said 
child." sid Byrd. “Its 
young girl without mone: 
her expensive crocodile 
handbag and. Charles Jourdan shoes, but 
1 didu't comment 

“Want to go to an art show opening 
Friday? Free champagne.” Jean-Paul 
produced hall a dozen gold-primed invi- 
tations, gave one to me and put one on 
Byrd's easel. 


hard 


“Poor 


"Yes, we'll go 10 that,” said Byrd: he 
was pleased to be organizing us. "Are 
you in your fine moror, Jean?” Byrd 
asked. 

Jean nodded. 


Jean's car was a white Mercedes con- 
vertible, We drove down the Champs 

h the down. We wined and 
dined well and Jean-Paul plagued us 
with questions like, Do the Americans 
nk Coca-Cola because good for 


roof 


nearly 


It way 
dropped Byrd at the studi 


опе AM. when Jean 
. He insisted 
upon driving me back 10 my room over 
Le Peut Légionnaire, "| am especially 
glad vou came tonight,” he said. “Byrd 
thinks thar he is the only serious painter 

п Paris, but there are many of us who 
work equally hard. in our own. way” 

“Being in the navy." E said. "is proba 
bly not the best of training lor a painter 

“There is no maining for a painter 
No more than there is training for life. 
man makes as profound а statement às 
he is able. Byrd is а sincere man with a 
thirst for knowledge of painting and ап 
aptitude for its skills. Already his work is 
attract here in Paris, 
nd a reputation in Paris will carry you 
anywhere in the. world." 

I sal there for a moment: nodding 
then 1 opened the door of the Mercedes 
and got out. “Thanks for the ride.” 

Jean-Paul leaned across ghe seat, 
offered me his card and shook my hand 
“Phone me.” he said, and—without let 
ting go of my hand—added, “If you want 
to go to the house in the Avenue Foch. 1 


ag serious interest 


— AA 
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"Sexy little broad, my wife—eh, J. W.?" 


PLAYBOY 


132 Datt declined wi 


t, too. I'm not sure 1 
d it, but if you have money to 
introduce vou. | am a close 
Count; last week I took the 


ru 
nd of ui 
Prince of Besacoron there—he is another 


lose, 


very good friend of mine. 

“Thanks,” I said, taking the card. He 
stabbed the accelerator and the motor 
growled. He ked and said, "But no 
recriminations afterward. 
No" 1 agreed. The Mercedes slid 
forward. 

] watched the white car turn onto the 
ue with enough momentum to 
ke the tires howl Le Petit Légion- 
naire was closed. I let myself in by the 
side entrance, Dat and my landlord 
were still sitting at the same table as 
they had been that afternoon. They 
were sull playing Monopoly. Datt was 
reading from his Community Chest card, 
“Allez en prison. Avance tout droit en 
prison. Ne passes pas par la case ‘Dé 
par. Ne recevez pas Frs. 20.000." My 
landlord. laughed, so did M. t. 

‘What will your patients say?" said my 

landlord. 
They are very understanding," said 
Dart: he seemed to take the whole game 
seriously. Perhaps he got more out of it 
that way. 

1 tiptoed upstairs. 1 could see right 
across Paris. Through the dark city the 
great red neon arteries of the tourist in 
dustry flowed from Pigalle through. 
Montmartre to Boul’ Mich, Paris’ great 
selfinfliaed wound. 

Joe chirped. I re 
"jean Paul Pascal, а 


card, 
And 


n's 


good friend to princes," I Joe 
nodded. 
Two nights Iater I was invited to join 


the Monopoly game. I bought hotels in 
Rue Lecourbe and paid rent at the Gare 
du Nord. Old Dan pedantically handled 
the toy money and told us why we went 
broke. 

When only Datt remained solvent, he 
pushed back his chair and nodded sagely 
he replaced the pieces of wood and 
paper in the box. И you were buying old 
men, then Datt would have come in a 
box marked WHITE, LARGE AND BALD, Be- 
hind his timed spectacles his eyes were 
d his lips soft and dark like a 
"s, or perhaps they only seemed dark 
inst the cl white skin of his face, 
head was a shiny dome and his 
soft and wispy, like m 

round а тоци 
much, but he a genial man, al- 
though a little fussy in his manne 
as people of either sex become 
they live alone, 

Madame Tastevin had, upon her in- 
solvency, departed to the kitchen to 
prepare supper. 

1 ollered my cigarettes to Datt and to 
my landlord. Tastevin took one, but 
h a theatrical gesture. 


“There seems no sense " he pro- 
claimed, and again did that movement 
of the hand that looked like he was bless- 
ing а multitude at Benares. His voice 
was an upper-class voice, not because of 
his vocabulary or because he got his co 
jugations right but because he sang his 
words in the style of the Comédie Fr 
stressing a word musically 
then dropping the res 


ind 
of the sentence 
like a hall-smoked Gauloise. "No sense 


n it" he repeated. 

"Pleasure," said Tastevin,  pufüng 
away. “Not sense." His voice was like a 
rusty lawn mower. 

“The pursuit of pleasure,” said Dau, 

"is a pitfall-studded route." He removed 
the rimless spectacles and looked up ас 
me, blinking. 
“You speak from experience 
“Ive done everything,” said Dat. 
ome things twice. I've lived ght 
different countries in four continents. 
I've been a beggar and I've been а thief. 
I've been happy and sad, rich and poor, 
master and тапташ." 

“And the scat of happiness,” mocked 
Tastevin, "is to refrain. from smoking 

The secret of happiness" Dau cor- 
rected, “is to refrain from wishing to. 

"M that’s the way you feel," said Tas- 
tevin, “why do you come 10 my restaurant. 
almost every day 

At that moment Madame Taste 
came in with a tray holding a coffee jug 
and plates of cold chicken and terrine of 
1 


I asked. 


ie. 
There's your reason for nor smok- 
ing," said Dart. “I would never let tob 
co mar rhe taste of the food here. 
Madame Tastevin purred. with delight. 
"I sometimes think my life is too perfect. 
1 enjoy my work and never wish to do 
less of it, and I cat your wonderful food. 
What a perfect life.” 

“That's self-indulgent,” said Tastevin. 

"Perhaps it is—so what? Isn't your life 
selLindulgent? You could make far more 
money working in one of the three-star 
restaurants, but you spend your lile run- 
ning this small one—one might almost 
y for your friends.” 
^] suppose that’s true,” said Tastevi 
and my customers 
ciate my work, 1 think.” 
"Quite so. You are a sensible man. It's 
lness to go every day to work at 
something you do not enjoy." 
sked Madame Ta 
tev such a job brought us a lot 
of money that would enable him to 
re and then do as he wishes? 
Ма said Ран. His voice took 
on that portentous, melodious quality 
that narrators on arty French films em- 
ploy. "Madame Tastevin,” he said again, 
“there is а cave in Kashmir—Amarnath 
cave—the most sacred spot on carth to a 
worshiper of the Hindu god Siva. ‘The 
pilgrims who journey there are old; 

mes sick, tov. Many of them dic on 

the high passes, their tiny tents swept 


away by the sudden torms. Their 
relatives do not weep. To them this docs 
not matter; even the arrival—which must 
always be on a night of full moon—is not 
more vital than the journey. Many know 
they will never arrive. It is the journey 
that is holy, and so it is to existential- 
ists: Life is more important than death. 
Whatever they do, men are too anxious 
10 get to the end, The sex aci, eating a 
fine meal. playing golf, there is a tempta- 
tion to rush, gobble or run. That is fool 
ish, for one should move at a relaxed 
c through life doing the work one 
enjoys instead of chasing ambition 
helier-skelter, pursuing ones ultima 
death! 

Tastevin nodded sagely and I stopped 
gobbling the cold chicken. Datt tucked a 
pkin in his col id savored a little 
terrine, pursing his lips and remarking 
ou the зай content. When he had 
finished, he turned to me. “You have 
telephone, I believe,” he said, and with- 
out waiting for my reply was already on 
his feet and moving toward the door. 

“By all means, use it,” I told him, and 
by a burst of speed was able to get up- 
май» before him. Jocy blinked in the 
sudden electric light. Dam dialed а 
numbe 1, "Hello, 1 am at the 
Petit Légionnaire and 1 am ready for the 
car in about five minutes." He hung up. 
Date came over to where J was standing 
with Joey. "Iis my belief,” said Dau, 
“that you are making inquiries about 
зис. 

I didn’t answe 

“It would be a fruitless task." 

“Why?” 

“Because no matter what you discover, 
it will not harm me." 
ап of Zen 


clandest 


ic 


smiled. "The art of Zen in 
having influential friends,” he said. 

1 didn't answer him. I pushed. open 
the shutters and there was Paris. Warm 
streets, а policeman, two lovers, four 
cats, 50 dented deux-chevaux cars and 
a pavement full of garbage bins. The 
life of Panis centers on its streets; its in- 
habitants sit at the windows gazing 
down upon people as they buy, sell, 
thieve, drive, fight, cat, chat, posture, 
cheat or merely stand looking, upon the 
streets of Paris. Its violence, too, centers 
on the streets, and outside the public 
baths the previous night M. Picard, who 
owned the laundry, was robbed and 
knifed. He died twitching his own blood 
into ugly splashes that could still be seen 
upon the torn election posters Mapping 
from the ancient shutters. 

A black Daimler came down the road 
and stopped. wi y squeak. 

“Thank you for the use of your tele. 
phone" said Dat. At the door hc 
turned. "Next weck 1 should like to talk 
with you again,” he said. “You must tell 
me what you are curious about. 
(continued on page 144) 


This dialog between James Baldwin 
and Budd Schulberg began spontaneous- 
ly. They haue been friends for years—a 
relationship that has included fervent 


agreement and fierce disagreement. 
There had been one evening long ago 
when they had argued inio the early- 
moming hours about the motives. of 
Bobby Kennedy in backing the efforts of 
James Meredith to break through the 
color barrier at Ole Miss. Baldwin sus- 
pecled that Kennedy's was a grandstand 
play and that he did not care profound- 
ly about redressing the wrongs that have 
been done to Negroes over the centuries. 
Schulberg, who knew the Senator per- 
sonally, argued that Kennedy was much 
more involved than many people seemed 
to realize, not merely in the individual 
issue of a James Meredith but in the na- 
tional deprivation of the Negro. 

In subsequent meetings, from New 
York to Chicago to Hollywood, this 
impassioned and friendly American dialog 


DIALOG 


two leading american 
authors, both deeply 
committed to the cause 


of civil rights, strive for consensus 


in their diverse approaches 
to the problem 


By 


JAMES BALDWIN 
and 


BUDD SCHULBERG 


continued. At the 1964 Democratic Con- 
vention in Atlantic City (which Schulberg 
reported for PrAvBOY), he had said to 
Dick Gregory, “I agree with what you 
say about the setup of the black ghetto 
in Philadelphia”; to which Gregory had 
snapped, “We don't need you white lib- 
erals to agree with us.” Schulberg related 
this exchange to his friend James Bald- 
win, wondering if this were a counter- 
racism the more militant Negro spokesmen 
were beginning to reflect. 

И may have been at this point of the 
extended discourse that their dialog took 
а subtle but crucial turn. Had the 
Negro's sense of rejection and aliena- 
tion, a hundred years of galling frustra- 
tion since the so-called Emancipation, 
pushed this bottom tenth into irrecon- 
cilable hatred of “Whitey”? Schulberg 
asked Baldwin, “What is the real goal 
of the Negro revolution? Is it to become 
part of the American body politic, 
something not yet achieved despite all 


the good old laws and the good new 
laws If it is, then Dick Gregory is 
wrong; you need all the genuine white 
allies you can find. I mean me, Saul 
Alinsky, Nat Hentoff, Walter Reuther, 
Bobby Kennedy, the white kids who 
die with the black kids in Mississippi; 
you need anyone who actively despises 
the color line, trying to save our country 
from what you call ‘the racial night- 
mare.’ 

“On the other hand,” Schulberg con- 
ceded, “there has begun to run through 
the altitude of some Negro leaders and 
intellectuals a feeling that it is too late 
for American whites—indeed, for the 
entire Caucasian Western civilization— 
that we had our chance and blew it, in 
Vietnam and Algeria, Harlem and Watts. 
Elijah. Muhammad sees only а few short 
years until the new Armageddon in 
which the nonwhite races of the world— 
from the black ghettos to Red China— 
will regain their rightful place as domi- 


nators of the world. I can understand the 
appeal of this idea to the Negro who has 
suffered 400 years of slavery and humili- 
ation, But й seems to me that you, as a 
celebrated Negro spokesman, have not 
quite decided—which side are you on, 
Elijah Muhammad's side or what you 
call my sloppy liberal-interracial side?” 

To which Baldwin responded, “Baby, 
don't lay that on me. It’s not for me to 
decide, it’s for you to decide. I don't 
mean you, personally, I mean you and 
all my well-meaning white friends. From 
where you sit, maybe you think we're 
making encouraging progress. But from 
where I sit, and from where my brothers 
ате huddling tonight in their black 
ghettos from Boston to San Diego, we 
can't wait for laws that take so long 
to pass and then so much longer—it 
seems forever—to enjorce. We're ready 
nou. We've been ready for generations. 
And if white America isn’t ready with us, 
then Elijah has a point—history will 
swallow you up as it has swallowed other 
arrogant civilizations that seemed invin- 
cible but that carried along in them 
some cancer, some fatal flaw.” 

It was against this bachground— 
against the fire-streaked skies of Los An- 
geles, the smoldering slums of Chicago 
and Cleveland and New York, the immi- 
nent explosion in the nation’s capilal 
that L. B. J. calls a ticking clock, against 
this storm-darkened sky—that Schulberg 
and Baldwin continued to talk. What 
follows is in no way a formal debate 
but what might be called a recorded 
eavesdropping, a taped but thoroughly 
informal conversation between two con- 
temporary American authors who have 
managed to remain close friends in the 
heat of conversational battle, on dan- 
gerous ground. 


BALDWIN: It’s the nature of the human 
race, isn't it, to categorize, to label? 
Using both of us as abstractions, you and 
me, Budd Schulberg and Jimmy Bald- 
win, one crucial difference between us is 
that you, Budd Schulberg, are one kind 
of abstraction, or legend, in the eyes and 
ears of people who don’t know Budd 
Schulberg. And I’m another kind of ab- 
straction, or menace, in the eyes 2nd ears 
of the people who don’t know me, 
SCHULBERG: But, Jimmy, when you talk 
about abstract difference—I feel по dif- 
ference, no abstract sense of superiority 
or inferiority between you, James Bald- 
win, and me, Budd Schulberg—— 
BALDWIN: As a matter of fact, there are a 
great many differences between you and 
me. I'm James Baldwin. That's a very 
essential difference. 

SCHULBERG: I mean I feel no subjective 
superiority because my skin happens to 
be fair and yours dark. I know that 
doesn't make me smarter or more tal- 
ented and I don't believe it should give 
me any special privileges. It does but it 
shouldn't, and I think I have a right to 


resent it as much 2s you do. There is, of 
course, that practical difference between 
us. You go out on the street, as you re- 
minded me on Central Park West, and. 
you can't get a cab, And you—not Jimmy 
Baldwin, but speaking for Negroes gen- 
erally—can't get a job, or as good а job. 
BALDWIN: Well, as far as that goes, some- 
times neither can 

SCHULBERG: If you're thinking of me not 
as a WASP but as a member of another 
minority, that's perfectly true. It’s for- 
gotten in the light of all that talk about 
Jewish success in America, just how 
many big American companies still have 
anti-Jewish poli how many hotels, 
resorts, realestate developments discrim 
inate against Jews, That's why I think 
it's tragic when Negroes and Jews start 
to stereotype each other. I agree with a 
lot of what you say, Jimmy. But what 
happens with racial suffering as it hap- 
pened to the Jews and is happening to 
the Negroes is that they fight back with 
their own counterprejudice. 

BALDWIN: Let me put a parenthesis here 
—a dangerous parenthesis, but one that 
may serve to illuminate something of the 
American Negros resentment. And it's 
this: I was here first. I mean, histori 
SCHULBERG: Who? 

BALDWIN: The Negro. 

SCHULBERG: On what basis—— 
BALDWIN: I, the Negro, arrived before 
the Jew. 

SCHULBERG; What are you talking about, 
Jimmy? Туе read a lot about the Миз 
lims—I'm not talking about the black na- 
tionalists or the followers of Malcolm X 
now—and I think that’s Muhammad's 
pseudo history I don't dig anybody's 
radsm—white, black or yellow. That "I 
was here first" is Muslim bullshit. 
BALDWIN: Now we're getting down to it. 
SCHULBERG: I don't know what that 
means—you came first It is the most 
absurd — 

BALDWIN: Obviously, you know that I 
don't mean that we came first on earth. 


SCHULBERG; But it sounds so close to the 
Muslim oversimplification, what Elijah. 
Muhammad said about the black man 
being the original man and the white 
man a pale, mongrel, "white-devil" bad 
imitation. It’s just the blond-Aryan- 
supremacy myth in reverse; it has no real, 
no scientific basis. It's the crude theory 
of the white racist turned inside out. If 
you really want to go back to the ori- 
Bin of man, we'd have to go into al 
but that's not what we're talking about. 
We're talking about today. 


BALDWIN; Precisely. Let's take me, Jimmy 
Baldwin. Historically speaking, I've 
been here for 400 years. Let's say that 
you just got off the boat on Friday and 
you can't speak English yet; but on the 
following Tuesday I'm working for you. 
SCHUIBERG: Jimmy, nobody could speak 
English! The Jews, the Italians, the 
Germans, the Poles—who could speak 


English when they arrived here except 
the first settlers who came from Eng- 
land? None of these people could speak 
English, but they brought with them 
their share of European culture and edu- 
cation that enabled them to pull them- 
selves out of the gheto—although it 
didn't happen overnight. First-generation 
Jews, Italians, Irish lived in slums, 
worked in sweatshops, they suffered; and 
if they painfully pulled themselves up, it 
is culturally explainable. 

But the Negro was brought here forci- 
bly in chains—the cultures of his home- 
land were crushed, wiped out. The slave 
was no longer allowed to identify with 
his past; he sang Sometimes I Feel Like 
a Motherless Child—he was a motherless 
child in а cruel new world. But the Jews 
had thousands of years of written cul. 


ture and recorded oppression to relate to 
—it could not be stamped out, unless 
you gassed them by the millions, as 
Hitler did. You can't take the Negro 
“nightmare” and the fact that the Jew- 
ish culture was more intact, and then wy 
to compare one kind of persecution with 
the other. I feel we're drifting into what 
could become a careless attack on the 
Jews. That's what some of the Muslims 
do, The positive things that Elijah Mu. 
hammad does for the dignity of his disci- 
ples, and what other black nationalist 
groups do for their followers—I can ип. 
derstand the appeal; 1 can understand 
why that attracts you. Bue at the same 
time you can't swallow the "all white 
men are white devils” theory, not quite. 
BALDWIN: I'm not aware that I've ever 
been even vaguely tempted by the 


“white-devil” theory. I would certainly 
never teach it or allow it to be taught 
to any child of mine, or to anyone I 
cared about. But I'm trying to get to 
something else— 

SCHULBERG: I think if there is any value 
in this conversation, this dialog, in 
which we agree, I think, on immediate 
issues, it’s to root out our differences. 
Are you, Jimmy Baldwin, disagreeing 
with me? Or are you the Negro saying 
goodbye, even to your white liberal or— 
since that has become a worn-out adjec- 
tive—your white allies? it’s an odd 
question 

BALDWIN: It's a very curious gamble. 
SCHULBERG: —because there is so much 
that we agree on and yet there is this 
rankling difference. I am willing to say to 
you, to every citizen of this country—— 
BALDWIN: [ am not a citizen of this coun- 
uy. Or I am not so considered by the 
people of this country, 

SCHULBERG: Then we have to make them 
consider you a citizen, Jimmy. We have 
to make you one. 

BALDWIN: But, baby—— 

SCHULBERG: I mean, either you go the 
Negro separatist route, like the Muslims, 
or you go the full-citizenship route. The 
former is more dramatic 15 an emo- 
tional answer to galling frustration. I 
really get the Elijah Muhammad mes- 
sage: The “full citizenship" thing is 
maddeningly slow, yes, and suspect— 
years and years overdue and still so 
damned far from genuine acceptance. 
the kind of acceptance where race prej- 
udice is an archaic problem, like capital 
punishment for ten-year-old pickpockets. 
Not that we all have to be the same col- 
or; but that we finally accept each oth- 
er's humanity—what's inside of us, not 
the superficial coloring of the epidermis. 
Im ready for that now. I dont see 
any other way. But all this talk about 
the past—"I was here Rrst"—frankly, 
Jimmy, I don't see how that helps to—— 
BALDWIN: Budd, what I am trying to get 
at when I talk about the past is not 
meant principally to refer to the past, 
but to the present. When I said, "I was 
here first,” I wasn't trying to pass myself 
off as some kind of aristocrat. I was 
trying to suggest the depth and tenacity 
of the anti-human attitudes which have 
tuled in this country for so long and 
which have effectively prevented the Ne- 
gro, for the most part, from acquiring or 
from using those modern skills which 
you say Europeans brought here with 
them. It’s these attitudes which have 
created so dangerous a depth of Negro 
bitterness, resentment and despair. My 
image of you getting off a boat on Fri- 
day and my working for you on Tuesday 
wasn't pulled out of the air. A Negro in 
this country is endlessly confronted with 
the spectacle of somebody getting off a 
boat, from Hungary, from France, from 
England or Switzerland, from Germany, 


from anywhere in Europe, who can't 
speak English when he arrives, who has 
certainly not, this time, brought from 
Europe skills more modern than those 
which should be at the disposal of the 
Negro here; and, yes, on Friday, he does 
get off a boat and on Tuesday, you, the 
Negro, are working for him and he 
tells you what to do. It takes him that 
Jong to become an American. Only that 
long. You, the Negro, have been here for 
400 years and you haven't made it yet— 
you're still expected to “wait"—but he's 
made it in a matter of hours And he 
treats you like all other Americans do. 
What more can any society do to 
make vivid how profoundly you are de- 
spised? And how is one supposed to react 
to this? I must say that I think the 
Negro patience or resilience or whatever— 
I don't know what the word would be— 
has been incredible, is a fantastic 
achievement. But, of course, there are 
Negroes who feel that this patience has 
been abject, is ignoble, and, frankly, I'm 
unwilling to dismiss their point of view. 
Its a point of view which would simply 
be taken for granted if we were talking 
about white men. Which throws a very 
curious light on that Judaeo-Christian 
ethic we have argued about from time to 
time. I'm forced to realize, after all, that 
the creators, the heirs, of this ethic have, 
very deliberately, with a ruthless single- 
mindednes, attempted to reduce me to 
something less than a man. And where 
you get confused, Budd, I think, and 
talk about my throwing in the towel 
with Elijah—although you know very 
well that that could never happen—is 
that, of course, out of motives of self- 
respect and sel preservation, I'm bound 
to question an ethic, or a way of life, or 
а system of reality which has nearly de- 
stroyed me and which obyiously intends 
to destroy my children. How long am I 
expected passively to acquiesce in the 
mouthing of an ethic in which no one— 
at least no society, and certainly not this 
one—believes? One begins to feel despair- 
ing, one begins to feel foolish; and one 
begins to dig beneath the bequeathed 
realities in the hope of arriving at a new 
coherence and a new strength, in the 
hope, in fact, of being released from an 
indpient schizophrenia, But at that mo- 
ment, the moment one begins to pull 
away in order to see, one is accused of 
thinking “black.” But I don't really 
know what thinking "black" means—ex- 
cept that it seems to pose a threat to 
people who think, I suppose, “white.” 
SCHULBERG: OK. You put it well. I agree 
with you that the Negro has been fantas- 
tically patient, resilient. I know it's heresy 
to what they call the “white power 
structure" but in Watts, from my 
firsthand experience, the young people 
are mentally healthier, have more pride, 
a stronger sense of identity since the re- 
volt. Mayor Yorty and even the McCone 


Report called it “a riot of criminals and 
hoodlums," and refused to dignify it as 
rebellion. But the overwhelming majority 
in Watts called it The Revolt. It cost 31 
Negro lives and 3 white liyes—34 human 
lives: a terrible price; but they broke 
through а wall; apathy turned inside out 
became hostility. 

I have members of my writing group, 
talented writers, who are antiwhite. I 
think I understand them. As long as we 
have the Birchers and the Reagans 
and the Murphys who “think white" 
with a vengeance, some of my young 
poets in Malcolm X sweatshirts 
will draw their energy and in- 
spiration from being anti- 
white. If I can understand 
that, maybe I am able 
to "think black," too. 

It all depends on what 
we mean by "thinking 
black." Maybe I don't 
think as black as Mal- 
colm X, but I have a hunch 
I think a hell of a lot blacker 
than the Urban League or the 
brass of the NAACP. “Thinking 
black" sounds like an absolute, 
but it’s a relative term—there 
are so many shades of black, 
so many shades of white. 
I agree I shouldn't try to 
put you in the same 
Elijah, if you 
put me in an- 
other kind of bag—the 
оу bag. Only the иши 

can set us both free, not over- 
simplifications like black this and 
white that, As a writer, you would 
have a hard time describing that—— 
BALDWIN: Well, perhaps. Of course, I'm a 
writer. But I must say this: This is the 
first time I've ever tried to talk about 
Jews at all; because I really did grow up 
in the Old Testament, because my father 
was a preacher. But when I was very 
young, in high school, my best friend 
was a Jew. And this was very strange, Be- 
cause all Jews were in the Bible. And 1 
had never seen a Jew my age, and I had 
been taught to hate’ them by my father, 
who considered himself a Jew. Now this 
is probably very interesting: who con- 
sidered himself a Jew in terms of the 
children of Israel coming out of Egypt. 
We have that song, you know, I Wish I 
Had Died in Egypt Land. That's all Old 
‘Testament. 

SCHULBERG: So, you see, we're very close. 
BALDWIN: That's why I'm here today, be- 
cause we can talk together. But as a writ- 
er, 1 didn't dare try to create a Jew. 
1 didn't dare. I never have; because 1 
was at once too close and too far. I did 
not know what it meant—what it meant 
to the Jew to be a Jew. And since so 
much of my life had been involved with 
Jews, and so much of my life had been 
sayed by people technically called Jewish, 
whom I loved very much, I didn't dare 


malign, by my own inadequacy, a people 
who meant so much to me. 

‘There is an irreducible fact, I think, 
which contributes to the Negro resentment 
of the Jew. I don't think it's rational— 
it's rooted, perhaps, in the expectations 
one victim has of another victim, and 
maybe it has something to do with the 
Old Testament and old songs: but, you 
know, whatever Jews came here, came 


here to get away from something. You 
know—in the main, not entirely; and 
in the spirit, perhaps, not at all, On 
the contrary, I suppose the journey here 
was an attempt to hold onto, to keep 
alive the Jewish heritage. But here they 
came, and in the main they prospered 
and did not appear to have any difficulty 
in adopting the racial mores of the 
country. And I suspect that the Negro 
resents this from the Jew far more than 
he resents it from anybody clse. And, of 
course, I think its likely that anyone 
whose history has been destroyed envies 
and resents those whose history remains 
intact. And the Jew is the only Ameri- 
can, in any meaningful sense, to have 
Drought his history across the ocean. 
Everybody ele really left their history 
behind them, happy, I think, to be rid 
of it; though perhaps they have begun 
to miss it now. Anyway, I think that part 
of the resentment, or let us simply say 
the tension, comes from the fact that the 
Jew managed 10 survive the European 


pogroms and came here, to another 
country, and made no effort at all to 
understand that what had been happen- 
ing to the Jew in Russia is happening 
to the Negro here; and that, further- 
inore, the Negro has no place to go. 
SCHULBERG: I don't think that’s true— 
that the Jews don't understand. I think 
a hell of a lot of them—a hell of a lot 
of us—do understand, 
BALDWIN: Where can the Negro go? The 
Russian Jew came here. An American 
Negro cannot go back to Africa. He's an 
American. Not according to the Ameri- 
cans, perhaps, but according to him, 
and according to me! 
SCHULBERG: According to me, too. 
Tm an American, and Í say— 
BALDWIN; But you are not. 
Neither of us is. We're both 
very American, but we do 
seem to be, as far as most 
of the country is concerned, 
marginal Americans, suspect, 
perhaps expendable. 
SCHULBERG: Jimmy, look— 
you ask where can a Negro 
go—I feel there is а signif- 
icant difference between the 
Jew caught in the Polish and 
Russian and German po- 
groms, who escaped to 
America, and the Ne- 
groes caught in the po- 
groms in the South or 
trapped in the black 
ghettos in the North. You might 
call those big-city riots in the 
North pogroms in reverse. The 
Jews of Europe had total state 
power against them; nor just a hostile 
population, stupid peasants, narrow- 
minded burghers, but the full power of 
the national government of those coun- 
tries against them. The Negroes here 
in the middle Sixties, no matter how 
wronged, no matter how desperate their 
lives are now, how bleak their future 
may be—still have a lot of Federal 
power on their side. They have civil 
rights laws and voting laws. Yes, we have 
white state juries automatically acquit- 
ting white murderers of Negro freedom 
fighters, But we also have Federal courts 
finding white Southern officials guilty 
of contempt for not protecting civil 
rights marchers, You may laugh, but 
we even have Lyndon Johnson singing 
We Shall Overcome on national televi- 


ncfully far, from "Freedom Now. 
But they are not as alone as the Je 
were in Russia and Poland and Germany. 
l mean, the czar and Marshal Pilsudski 
nd Hitler never sang the Kol Nidre, at 
in public. Here the Negroes have 
allies—if they want them. I know how 
hard it is for the hostile Negro in Watts 
to realize that, and maybe there aren't 
enough allies to satisfy alienated Negroes 
in the neglected (continued on page 282) 


“You've got to hand it to Brookworth and Finch when 
it comes lo holiday sales gimmicks?” 
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there 
was nothing 
the scoundrel had 


not done; 
he had even 


been virtuous— 
once 


fiction BY ROBERT RUARK Thomson 


was tall and broad, white over the temples, 
always tanned, with real white natural 
capped teeth and a 
was а Scot, and he had been marri 
times. He was a yachtsman, when he had 
a yacht. and sometimes he drove a 1 
ler, sometimes a Bentley. Occasionally h 
walked, depending on w! h his m: 
merited. Thi ed on the 
wealth of his women. 
Tommy was a bum. But Tommy was a 


bum who remembered my last name. And 
this was important to me. I used to sec him 
now and then, along the Riviera, in 


the Middle East, Majorca 
the Маг in Barcelona—all of the places 
where I could dispose of my line of bath- 
tubs, toilets and other appliances. And 
Tommy never forgot my name. 1 liked him 
for that. 
called me 
The Marfil was run by a gent 
med Miguel, with an ni 
Pepe, and it was located. aptly cnough, at 
the end of an alley called the Pasaje de la 
concepción. The Marfl served a free lunch 
if you wanted it, mainly octopus, and often 
you would see a billion dollars worth of 
bankers there quarreling over five cents 
with the dice cup. Every time 1 went to 
Barcelona, I visited the Marfil, looking for 
a sale—and hoping to run into Tommy. 

I dropped in not too long ago and there 
was Miguel and there was Pepe and "Tony 
and Pepita and Paco and all the rest of 

but no Tommy T 


particukuly at 


Where is 


sked Miguel. 
sad. 
. Double whiskey. What has 
passed with Don Тота 
“This is in honor of the house,” Miguel 
said, pouring a wiple. “Ay, what a tragedy 
nded me my dr en poured 
self a stronger on is glass. 
А Don Tomas,” he said. “Pobre. He 
ne a decent man. Decency 


A story goes with this?” 
señor. A tragic story. When we clean. 
the house we will go to another place and 1 
shall relate. At this moment it is too noisy 
to relate a proper tragedy. Poor Don 


‘Tomas. He should have remained a 
sinver güenza, a bum.” 

Miguel never closed his place until 11 
pat So this gave me time to sit for a 
while there at the bar and think about 
Tommy. 


Tommy was a cross between Errol 
Flynn and Freddie McEvoy, combining 
the best and worst qualities of cach, 
looking like both and living like a cor- 
ion embracing both. It is doubtful 
ime actually was Tommy Thom: 
son, but he was an authentic Scot. 1 met 
him in Tangier a great many years ago, 
when Tangier was as wicked as its repu- 
tation. At that time he was a smuggler. 
He smuggled anything you could smug- 
gle, from cigarettes to whiskey to kef 
and, 1 suspect, women. He smuggled by 
way of Gibraltar and Majorca to main- 
land Spain, mostly. He had his own 
schooner—a boat as long as Flynn's Siroc- 
co—and his associates were two ex-Nazis 
on the lam, one half-bred English gentle- 
man, an itinerant Turk, a snub-nosed 
Irish refugee, an Australian faggot and 
two Lesbians, only one of whom was 
French. His company also induded a 
couple of Arabs with their hands in the 
Customs, a purely formal function that 
only served to facilitate movement of 
contraband from a duty-free city to oth- 
er lands in which whiskey and cigarettes 
commanded premium prices. 

Tommy was a gambler, and onc night 
1 saw him win a 14-year-old Arab girl in 
a poker game. Her name was Leila Na- 
khla, and she was very pretty, if slightly 
pocked from either an old family in 
heritance or a recently acquired malaise. 
(Tommy lost her a few weeks later to a 
former British chorus boy who called 
himself Count Something-or-other. A 
king full beat Tommy's queen full, but 
he made up the deficit with an arrange- 
ment of hashish candy.) 

I saw Tommy in Monte Carlo, in the 
casino, well before the Greeks bought 
and he was with a very pretty French 
girl. J offered a small hello—a very small 
hello, because 1 never did know when 
"Tommy was operating big and ] never 
wanted to become an irritant when he 
was operating big. For all 1 knew, Tom- 
my was about to marry into the shipping 
business—or open his own casino with an 
anticipated largess. 

“Joseph!” Tommy gave me the big 
warm h ‘ome meet my girlfriend. 
This is Mademoiselle—what was the 
me again, ma chérie?" 

Gisèle,” ma chérie said, and Tommy 
shrugged. 

“Gisèle and D just met. And I have 
stopped gambling. I took a pretty good 
dobber at the tables in the last month. 
‘Then 1 met Gisele and 1 am now taking 

140 her to dinner. Purely friendship. And no 


PLAYBOY 


nd 


gambling. All I have is seventy pounds, 
because what I had left after the clob- 
bering I sent back to England, where 
soon I shall join it." 

^A stupid question, perhaps," I said. 
“But if you're not gambling, what are 
you doing here in the casino? 

Again ‘Tommy shrugged. 

“You know how it is, Sentimental ges- 
ture, Twenty quid buys dinner and gets 
me out of town. So with my remaining 
fifty I shall have the one final throw. 
‘This is kind of a self-cure. I'm going to 
miss the clicking sound when the crou- 
pier says, "Rien ne va plus, and that 
dirty little ball falls into a slot. But 1 am 
going straight. 1 might even go to work. 
"This is what you might call a farewell to 
arms. For last luck, the lass gets half." 

He turned. to the girl. 
scele. Quel áge avez-vous?" 

“I am twenty four," the girl said. She 
was not such a one as you would expect 
to lind out on the night with Tonmy 
Thomson, unless he was about to leave 
town with no future in the arranger 
"This was a goodbye if I ever saw 
one. 

"Well," "Tommy said, "do me a favor, 
Joseph. Hold my twenty pounds, and we 
shall give it one last riffle on Ciscle's age 
with the fifty. If twenty-four comes up, 
we will have roughly two thousand 
pounds as а souvenir of this lovely prin- 
Cipality where the Rolls-Royce bears li- 
cense RXK 1. A kis for luck, chéri 
Gargon! A drink for my friends!” 

Tommy walked over to the roulette 
board and looked at it as though hc 
were about to shoot dog, his horse 
and his mother. 

‘Don't molest yourself with chips," he 
said to the banker. "Just put the fifty 
pounds on number twenty-four. For 
luck. It is the age of the lady: 

C'est trés romantique" the croupier 
said, before he spun the wheel. "Betting. 
fifty pounds on a lady's age." The ball 
bobbled, then came to rest. Rouge. 
Numéro 28. 

Another shrug from Tommy. 

“This just "o he said. 
"Lets have a spot of haggis before 1 
chase the plane.” 

1 looked at chérie. She was crying, the 
mascara was dripping. Fifty pounds is 
only fifty pounds, and I figured she well 
might better this score ights of 
honest toil. Women are very unattrac 
tive when they cry in public. 

Tommy looked at her as if she were 
some species of bug. 
lost five thousand quid this week," 
he said. "What's t cry over about a 
lousy fifty when I've quit gambling 
anyhow?” 

“But I lied, 1 lied, I lied! My age is 
actually twenty-eight! And 1 wld you I 
was only twenty-four!” 


n two 


Tommy looked at me and shrugged 
for the fourth time. 

“Sweetie,” he said, "you just blew half 
of 1wo thousand pounds. according to 
the odds on the number.” Then, to me: 
“Give me the twenty back. 

I gave him the money. He peeled off 
two fives. Then he turned to the. girl: 
“Ma chéri will get you home. But 
for God's sake, remember that a gambler 
is not interested in anything but vital 


el a lot, 
ndatrion. 


He turned to me. “You tr 
Joseph. What is your recomm 
Tor the best hamburger joint in Prince 


Rainier's province?" 
I will not bore you with Tommy's 


to the heires who had the 
house in the Casbah because the dope 
was easier to come by there, but he sold 
the wedding-present polo ponies for a 
fair price. We will not hash over the ag 
E movie actress who was more broke 
than Tommy thought when he made an 
honest woman of her. Skip the widew 
who planted the house detective in the 
bar to make friends with Tommy when 
"Tommy was taking a sabbatical from the 
widow. We may even forget the tape 
recorder on this onc. 

This is, after all, as Miguel was saying 

later in some joi the barrio chino, a 
love story. 
Sabe. señor, nobility is like a suit. A 
suit off the rack. Some people it fits, 
some it does not. Nobility did not fu 
Don Tomás You remember the last 
wedding?” 

“I remember it” 

Of course I remembered the wedding. 
How could I forget it? Only one other 
man in history, this Freddie McEvoy, 
ever knocked his bride stiff at the altar. 
Tt made all the brighter British papers 
and even got some space on the AP wire. 
Freddie's beloved, Claude, who was 
being protected by a rich Frenchman, 
gave back all her jewels, bonds, stocks, 
shares and a piece of a racing stable to 
prove to her keeper that she was marry- 
for love. "This disenchanted 
Freddie, and he cooled his bride with a 
short right before they left the church. 
When Freddie carried Claude over the 
threshold, it was not sentimental. She 
hadn't regained consciousness. 
‘Mas o menos, the same applied to 
our poor friend." Miguel took another 
bite out of his Fundador. "You knew he 
played a very good piano?" 

This I did not know. But I played 
some poker with him and he played a 


marriage 


"Do not joke about a departed friend. 
fell in love with the mistress 
ilipino. He expected a decent 
when she left the Filipino. 
I believe her паше was 

(continued on page 146) 


SO PRETTY AND SO GREEN 


once, within the fastness of his primitive soul, there had lived an awareness о] 
arboreal beauty, but that way gone now and all that remained was pure beast 


Лап By MacKINLAY KANTOR 
пк STEPPED THROUGH SHADOWS under the Sabal palms about ten o dock at night and 
^d Auntie Gopher's grim Tittle cott 
hc house stood well back from the street beyond a billboard, the way Bruce 
ird men tor Bar describe it. He was not wo fa with this 
He hated prowling around in strange darknesses, be 


“Purely cockeyed. Because I got 
the glades where I been aworking 

He knocked Gopher's door with his enormous fist, and it made the 
whole house tr up out of bed and put on a soiled pink-and 

nc shuflling to the door. (continued on page 285) 
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missives and missiles 
for the jolly season 


IO А 
ISCOTHEQUE 
DOLLY 


We swing at Arthur every night, 

My disco-daft Lolita, 

Then Shepheard's, where the beat is ri 
And ofter tho! ot Cheetah. 


А go-go girl you are, by gi 
Yau dance from dusk to dawn. \ ММ 
But when Гуе gat you іп my pod, A 


How come the go-go's gone? f ` 


Lady B's with LB... Lynda's not a guest; 
And so there are no Johnson Birds in Pat and Lucis nest. 
But wedded bliss just meant for two can still get crowded when 
The pitter-pat of little feet means Secret Service men! 


“verso BY JUDITH WAX 


+ 
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EXPENSIVE PLAGE ТОШЕ (continued from page 132) 


“Any й 
you wish. 
Datt shook his head. 
be soon enough.” 
“As you wish." 
"Yes" sid Dat. He walked out 
without saying good night. 
After Ран left, Joey took a brief swing. 
1 checked that the documents were still 
in their hiding place. Perhaps | should 
have given them to Datt a few minutes 
before, but 1 looked forward to seeing 
him again next week. "It seems to me, 
Joe" E said, "that we are the only 
people in town who don't have powerful 


c," I agreed. "Tomorrow, if 


"Next week will 


friends.” I put the cover on him before 
he could answer. 
Faubourg St, Honoré, 7:30 p.m. Fri- 


day. The tiny ап gallery was bursting 
at the seams. Champagne, free cham- 
was spilling over high suede 


sandals. 1 had spent 


smoked salmon away from circular pieces 
of toast, which is mot a rewarding 
experience for a fully grown human 
male. Byrd was talking to Jean-Paul 
and rapping at one of the abstract 
panels. 1 edged toward them, but a 
young woman with green сус shadow 
grabbed my arm. "Where's the artist?" 
she asked. “Someone's interested in 
Creature Who Fears the Machine, and I 
don't know if it's one hundred thousand 
francs or fifty." I turned to her, but she 
had grabbed someone else already, Most 
of my champagne was lost by the time I 
got to Byrd and Jean-Paul. 

"There's some terrible people here," 
Jean-Paul. 
As long as they don't start pla 
ashed rock-n-roll music 
said Byrd. 

“Were they doing that?” I asked. 

Byrd nodded. "Can't stand it. Sorry 
and all that, but can't stand it 

The woma h green eye shadow 
waved across a sea of shoulders, then 
cupped her mouth and yelled to me. 
“They have broken one of the gold 
chairs,” she said. “Docs it matter? 

I couldn't stand her being so worried. 
“Don't worry,” I called. She nodded and 
smiled 

"What's going on?” sai 
“Do you own this 


ing 
again,” 


Jean-Paul. 


"and maybe 
ve you а oneman show.” 
1 smiled to show 
joke, but Byrd loo! 
ook here, Jean-Paul 
n show would be 
1 for you right now. You are in no 
way prepared. You need time, my boy, 
time. Walk before you run." Byrd 
ned to me. "Walk before you run, 
s right, isn't it?" 

No," [ said. "Any mother will tell 
you that most kids can run before they 


knew it 
suddenly. 


th 


can walk; it's walking that's difficult.” 

Jean-Paul winked at me and said, 
must decline, but thank you anyway. 

Byrd said, "He's not ready. You gal- 
lery chappies will jus have to wail. 
Don't rush these young artists, It's not 
fair. Not fair to them. 

I was just going to straighten things 
out when a short, thickset Frenchman 
with a légion d'honneur in his button- 
hole came up and began to 

"Let me introduce you, 
He wouldn't tolerate informa 
is Chief Inspector Loiseau. Policeman. I 
went through а lot of the War with his 
brother." 

We shook hands and then Loiseau 
shook hands with Jean-Paul, although 
neither of them showed a great deal of 
enthusiasm for the ritual. 

The French, more particularly the 
men, have developed a characteristi 
mouth that enables them to deal with 
their language. "The English use their 
pointed and dexterous tongues, and 
their mouths become pinched and dose. 
‘The French use their lips, and a French- 
man's mouth becomes loose 
jut forward. The cheeks 
help this, and a French face takes on a 
kan look, backsloping like an old. 
fashioned coal scuttle. Loiseau had just 
such а face. 

“What's a policeman doing at an art 
show?" asked Byrd. 

"We policemen are not unc 


off-duty hours we have even been known 
to drink alcohol.” 

You are never off duty,” said Byrd. 
“What is it? Expecting someone to make 
off with the champagne buckets?” Loi- 
scau smiled slyly. A waiter nearly passed 
us with a tray of champagne. 

‘One might ask what you are doing 
here?” said Loiseau to Byrd. “L wouldn't 
think this was your sort of arL" He 

apped one of the large pa 
highly finished nude, contor 
the skin shiny as though made from 
polished pl In the background 
there were strange pieces of surrealism, 
us Freudian 


uke and the egg are well 
said Byrd. “The girl's a damn 
poor show, though. 

he foot is out of drawing," 
Paul. “It's not well observed." 
girl that could do that would have 
to be a cripple,” said Byrd 

Still more people crowded into the 
room and we were being pushed closer 
and closer to the wall. 

Loiseau smiled. "But a poule that 
could get into that position would earn 
a fortune on the Rue Godot de Mauroy,” 
said the Chief Inspector. 

Loiseau spoke just like any police 
officer. You can easily recognize them by 


said 


their speech, to which a lifetime of 
ing evidence imparts a special clarity. 
The facts are arranged before the coi 

clusions, just like a written report, 
and certain important words—bus.route 
numbers and road i 


He 


Byrd turned back to Jean-Paul 
was anxious to discus the pai 
"You've got to hand it to him, thou 


the 


Coca-Cola bottle 

"He's copied that from a photo,” said 
Jean-Paul. Byrd bent down for a close 
look. 

"Damn me! The rotten little swine!” 
said Byrd. "It is a bloody photo. It's 
stuck on. Look at tha He picked at 
the corner of the bottle and then ap 
pealed to the people around him. “Look 
at that, it’s been cut from a colored ad- 
vert.” He applied himself to other parts 
of the pair “The typewriter, too, 
and the girl 

“Stop picking at that nipple.” said the 
woman with green eye shadow. “If you 
touch the paintings once more you'll be 
asked to leave." She turned to me. "How 
can you stand. there and let them do 
If the artist saw them, he'd go mad. 

“Gone mad already,” said Byrd curdy. 

“Thinking chaps are going to pay 
money for bits cut out of picture books.” 
's quite legitimate," said Jean-Paul. 
It’s an objet trouvé . . . 
“Rot.” said Byrd. "An objet trouvé is 
а piece of driftwood or a fine stone its 
something in which an artist has found 
and seen otherwise unnoticed beaut 
How can an adyert be found? How can 
you find an adyert—the damned things 
are pushed under your noses every way 
you look, more's the pity.” 

“But the artist must have freedom 
to—" 

"Artis" snorted Byrd. 
fraud. Damned rotten little swi 

An evening dress with three 


ballpoint pens in his breast pocket 
turned round. “I haven't noticed you de- 
cline any chamy * he said to Byrd. 
He used the intimate fu. Although it 


was а common form of address among 
the arty set, his use of it to Byrd was 
offensive. 

"What Z had,” interrupted J 
he paused before delivering the 
“was sauterne with Alka-Seltzei 

The man in the dinner suit leaned 
acros 10 at him, but Chief Inspec- 
tor Loiseau interposed himself and got a 
slight blow on the arm. 

“A thousand apologies, Chief Inspec- 
tor.” said the man in the dinner suit. 

“Nothing,” said Loi should 
have looked where I was going.” 

JeanPaul was pushing Byrd toward 
the door, but they were moving Very 
slowly. The man in the dinner suit 

(continued on page 328) 


MY 


qa 


FAV. 
SLE 


a highly personal 
dossier on 
fiction’s most 
famous defectives 


1s ONLY IN nooks that one finds the brilliant amateur 
detective X; real policemen are obstinate and hardheaded, are 
slow and literal-minded, are frequently mean and nearly 
always narrow: They have to be. They are part of the admin- 
istrative machine, а tool of government contol 

So reflects Van der Valk, Nicolas Freeling’s Amsterdam in- 
spector, on his way to try to stop a beautiful female aristocrat 
nd ex-ski champion from ambushing a Dutch businessman 
with a hunting rifle on a londy road in southern France. 
With this latest adventure, The King of the Rainy Country, 
Van der Valk confirms his status as one of the most promising 
rivals on the post-War crimefiction scene. In his account of 
real policemen he is actually a little hard on himself. Obsti- 
nate and slow he may be, but these are only rude names for 
the Netherlander's inbred conscientiousness. As for literal- 
minded, he is given to reflecting self-accusingly that he is to 
much of a northerner, with his veins full of Ibsen, and is able 
without difficulty to work out the motivation of a suicide by 
pondering over the poem of Baudelaire's alluded to in the 
title. Besides all this, he is intelligent, thoughtful and good- 
natured the last of these by no means a standard characteristic 
of fictional sleuths. (Even Sherlock Holmes has been known to 


lered. His only shoricoming as а hero, the 
only thing that robs him of the almost mythical and mystical 
glamor of a Holmes or a Nero Wolfe, is that he, unlike them, 
is very much а real policeman. 

‘The point is even clearer with Simenon's celebrated Inspector 


‘THS 


article By KINGSLEY AMIS 


Maigret. In My Friend Maigret, the inspector takes along a 
Scotland Yard detective called Pyke to investigate a murder 
on a French island. Pyke—incidentally, an amusing and sym 
pathetic portra supposed to be studying Fr 
methods. At the end of the book it is suggested that Pyke, apart 
ing thrown down a good deal of the local wine, has 
ing his time, because there just are по such methods. 
is, but the universal ones of interrogation of wit- 
spects, neighbors and the like, thumbing through 
records and dossiers, consulting London, Ostend, Zurich 
the like, and more interrogation. None of those brilli 
intuitions, those miraculous leaps in the dark, those questions 
about what seem io be insanely irrelevant matters, that are so 
firmly in the middle of the great detective tradition i 
rated by Poe's Auguste Dupin. And Ma self, apart 
from taking an occasional applejack too many, has virtually no 
characteristics beyond those required to solve his cases. We 
know all too well that he will never in a million ус 
playing the violin or suddenly insist on cultivating orchids. 
"That sort of thing is the prerogative of the unreal policema 
or rather the unreal nonpolic Van der Valk's brilliant 
amateur detective X, who exists only in books. АЙ the slcuths 
we remember and reverence and take into our private pan 
theon of herocs arc figures not of realism but of fantasy, gre 
talkers, great eccentrics, men who use inspiration instead of 
hard work, men to whom Venetian old masters mean more 
than police files and a good boule of burgundy more than 
fingerprints. (Scope here for a scholarly footnote on the par 
allel with spy fiction: James Bond (continued on page 343) 
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> ACCIDENTALLY GOOD (continued from page 140) 


isol. refused to ac 
Filipino and she 
s until they stood. 
after they had 


Blanca or m: 


the registrar, 
ed their troth, It can be said in 
vor of Don "Tomás that he removed her 
glasses before he hit her in the chin, 
because Don Tomas was always muy 
caballero." 

“Where docs the piano come in—after 
the bruise?” 

"Don Tomás went to work for a wage. 
He got a job play 
guel moved his shoulders slightly—"you 
might call it a night dub, Here. In 
Barcelona. And this girl, this Blanca or 
Marisol, sat by his side every night until 
four in the morning, lighting his ciga- 
rettes and bringing him a drink from time 
to time. If she disappeared, we chose to 
think that she was going to the ladies’ 
room, and you know how long some la- 
dies take to repair themselves when they 
go to the ladies’ room. In any case, they 
prospered. 

You mean he was actually pimping 
for his wife?" 

“I do not like the word chulo," M 
gucl said зіу. "Until four in the morn- 
ing is a long time to play the piano. A 
lady may well become weary of hearing 
Malaguena twenty times in the same 
evening. A man may become weary of 
seeing the lady constandy at his side 
while he plays Malagueña twenty times 
a night, six nights a week. Perhaps he 
welcomed a small vacation Irom her. 
And in Barcelona piano players do not 
make much money.” 

‘So where docs the love, the nobility, 
fe" Getting a Spaniard to come to a 
point is as difheult as selling toilets in a 
town that has no steady supply of run- 
ning water. 

“АМ” Miguel beamed. “It came sud- 
denly, like the spring. History has a way 
of repeating itself. Don Tomas was al- 
ways a lover of the sea. To love the sea 
means a boat. Once a former smuggler 
has а boat, he becomes a gambler and a 
smuggler again. Also, his fingers were 
weary of Malagueña, and his throat was 
dry from nightclub cigarette smoke. 
From his wife's frugality, resulting from 
those frequent trips to the damas, Don 
"Tomás was able to make a payment on a 
small yacht—only a forty-footer with one 
small auxiliary motor—and with only his 
wife, this Blanca or Marisol, for crew. 

“But he knew some interesting people 
in several places, and a small investment 
can be made into a big investment if one 
practices personal economy and sobriety 
and holds the working overhead. to a 
minimum. | must say that Blanca or 
Marisol was a strong and willing girl, 
and she crewed well. She could lift boxes 
мв of whiskey and cases of cigareues and 
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smaller parcels of various other commod- 
ities as well as any With Don To- 

à псе, she could even manage a 
case of rifles for the Algerians or Moroc- 
cans, and amm for the Turks. 
They prospered. Before long, Don 
Tomis traded in the little boat for a big- 
ger boat, and expanded his operation to 
such things as machine guns, grenades 
and other vital necessities to the fight for 
freedom. The bigger boat was a опе 
hundred-footer, so now Don Toma 
needed a crew. He found the crew in 
Tangier, where you can always find 
somebody who needs unsteady work for 
а good reason and whose name is always 
the name of somebody else. 

“This crew was not of the old days, 
when people were actually trustworthy— 
former SS men, deserters from the For- 
cign Legion—really dependable people, 
if only because they had prices on their 
heads. Don "Tomás crew was four, in- 
cluding, 1 am told, a cros-cycd. Syrian 
cook. "This crew was thc 
that might tend to conspiracy if the end 
were worth the trouble.” 

"But what was she really like?” 

Miguel kissed his fingers and blew the 
kiss away. 

“Ah, Don José, she was like a breath 
of fresh air in a bar that has seen too 
many people. 1 do not know how to de- 
scribe— perhaps you remember the early 
Dolores Del Rio? If you could combine 
the carly Dolores Del Rio with the carly 
Ingrid Bergman, and forget which color 
was her hair, that is what she was like. 
She could love a man and have a baby 
and plow a ficld and win a war. And she 
loved Don "Tomás You could sec it in 
the eyes when she sat by his side and lit 
his Ggarette and brought him his 
drink. 

"Dolores Del Rio is a Mexican bru- 
nette,” I said. "And Ingrid Bergman is a 
blonde Swede. It's a hard combination. 
What did she look like?" 

"She looked like a woman. Like the 
women of all ages and all natures and 
all countries. She was not so big as small, 
not so small as big.” 

"What color were her eyes?" 

"Blue or green or brown or black. 
Depending." 

"Background?" 

Now it was Miguel's turn to shrug. 

“I think the Japanese beat her hus- 
band to death in the old war. I think she 


told me she went for three years cating 


roscbuds 


nd gras for the main meal, 
and I think there was something about a 
baby that died from hunger and a father 
that the Japs shot. Quién sabe? Always 
with women a different story, according 
to the mood. But she was dama—all lady. 
In any case, she had this Filipino protec- 
tor before she left him for Don Tomás.” 

“And why did she leave this Filipino 
protector?" 


panish blood. There comes a time 
when you resent a Malay infusion in 
your protector. Don Tomás was of the 
Western world.” 

I know when 1 am licked. 1 let Miguel 
continue, but | was making up the end 
myself, half listening, looking at the 
pretty girls hustling the drinks, hearing 
the castanets click, watching the crowd, 
occasionally concentrating on a throb of 
guitars, or noticing how the flamenco 
singer's neck muscles swell on a high 
Arabic glotial note. 

“They were leaving somewhere to 
come to somewhere, because they had to 
leave the other somewhere . . ." Miguel 
stopped and signaled a waiter 
then there was this mutiny . . .” 

I was able to construct the picture, 
knowing Tommy pretty well. 

"Tommy would know how to deal with 
a mutiny. So after he killed the four 
crewmen—possibly with one of the 
chine guns he was taking to Algeria—he 
and his wife were left to handle the big 
boat alonc. 

Almost immediately, as Miguel recon- 
structed it, the Mediterranean turned 
temperamental. The Med is an unpre- 
dictable bitch and jt has no tide. Like 
most unpredictable bitches, it is subject 
to violent change when the wind comes 
out of nowhere and builds mountainous 
waves out of what ppled. 
brecze dimpled water five minutes earlier. 

There was much sheet on this big 
boat, and you need men to cope with 
big canvas. All Tommy had was his wi 
and a wife is not enough to handle a 
boat when the only surviving sailor is up 
in the rigging with a knife trying to cut 
lines to subdue canvas gone suddenly 
mad in a sca that is even madder. Thus, 
it is not unlikely that evidently an enor- 
mous wind-piled wave took the yacht 
broadside and hurled Tommy off the 
mast and into the sea 

If there was one thing that Tommy 
did bener than smuggling or gambling 
or drinking or wenching or marrying, it 
i i ie skin. 
k to his treasure 
g days, before people started using 
aqualungs—and from the position of 
the wreck, when the rescue boats went 
out in the calm, the boat hit a reef no 
more than a mile offshore. Tommy could 
have made it to the beach with one hand 
tied behind him. His instinct for surviv- 
al had always been very strong. 1 am as 
suming he was already ashore when he 
thought of the wife he had hit in the 
chin because she had given up her mon- 
ey for love; the wife who sat by his side 
when he played the piano; the wife who 
ad helped him sweat crates of liquor 
and machine guns and Cod knows what 
else into tittle coves in the dark of the 
moon; the wife who was alone on a 
beam-ends b 

He surely made the shore; that is 
(concluded on page 315) 


was sund 


“Roll me over, 
In the clover .. . 
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PLAYBOY ON THE TOWN IN 


A SWINGER'S GUIDE 
TO GOOD TIMES ·` 
IN THE LAND OF MOD 


N THE 200 YEARS since 
| Dr. Johnson first nored 

that when a man is 
tired of London he is tired 
of life, this astonishing, 
swinging metropolis has 
amassed even greater evi- 
dence to afirm the erudite 
doctor's perception, To the 
footloose young bachelor 
on the move, London offers 
more of the best and less 
of the worst in virtually 
every pursuit and diversion 
known to civilized тап. 
Understandably, contempo- 
rary London has been writ- 
ten about, photographed, 
filmed, televised, analyzed 
and almost inundated in a 
flood of phrascology such 
as switched on, with it, fab, 
gear and super. But great 


cities aren’ up 
in a ph = enigma 
of London nged 
the descriptive powers of 
observers all the way back 
to the days of Ca 

ser. Pepys, Bosw. 

ens, Bulwer-Lytton, even 
Winston Churchill, have 
auempted, with varying 
success, to define London's 
uniqueness—but the pro- 
tean city on the Tha 
persists in presenting as 
many faces as there are 
artists to limn them. 


schizophrenia that has some. 
how come to terms with 
itself. While its nocturnal 
turbulence sounds the up- 
beat staccato of a major city 
(text continued on page 160) 


Many of the sights 
of London are best 
sampled on foot. 
At the extreme 
left: Cozy couple 
strolls through 
Parliament Square, 
home of body poli- 
tic, as coronation 
site, Westminster 
Abbey, rises regal- 
ly behind. Center 
of spread: At Por- 
tobello Road, one 
of many London 
open-air markets, 
sartorial surprises 
range from old 
military to Mod. 
Left: The End Is 
At Hand at Hyde 
Park Corner, 
where speakers 
protest everything 
from telly tax to 
nuclear arms. 


Above: Horse 
Guards, resplend- 
ent in gleaming 
breastplates and 
atop magnificent 
mounts, parade 
daily from Buck- 
ingham Palace 
through the Mall 
in a pageant that 
evokes the ageless 
glories of England 
in Briton and Bos- 
tonian alike. Left: 
Happy pair boards 
a London double- 
decker bus, the 
cheapest and 
friendliest way to 
see the city. Smok- 
ing is permitted on 
the upper level, 
conversation is 
abundant and fares 
begin at three- 
pence (3d.)—less 
than a nickel. 151 


DELICIOUS 
SATISFYING 


Piccadilly Circus is just that—a riotous circus of sound, light and movement just minutes trom everything that's happening. Since 1893, 
the statue of Eros has pointed its bow eastward to Leicester Square, first-run movie center and alfresco arena for buskers, London's 
the northeast lies the heart of the theater district—Shattesbury Avenue. To the north rages the 


mendicant musicians. Five minutes 
phantasmagoric world of Soho: Strip shows, jazz, folk singers, Mod fashion run wild. To the west, the tailors of Savile Row, just off 


Bond and Regent Streets. To the south, the hushed greenswards of St. James's Park. And at the hub of it all, Piccadilly Circus. 


Soho's strip salons begin their long day's grind before noon, and the girls leave absolutely nothing to the viewer's imagination. At 
Raymond's Revuebar (above), if pedestaled nudes prove too tame, English ecdysiasts whip ир a leather-and-molorcycle tableau ca- 
pable of fulfilling fetishist fantasies. Raymond's also lays bare a large collection of nudie comic films, with screenings held in its cock- 
1ай lounge. In addition to serving up delicious femalia, London has regained gastronomic glory. At the Cockney Pride (top) and the 
more intimate Hunting Lodge, Yorkshire pudding and roast beef prove that Britain's traditional comestibles are still regal victuals, 


Above: Tavern tippling in Shakespeare's day left Britons groggy, and today the same atmosphere—and effect—is created at the Gore 
Hotel’s bawdy Elizabethan Room. Against a backdrop of authentic period furnishings, waitresses respond to England's ancient art 
of the bottom pinch by turning the other cheek, and a table-wandering minstrel strums his way through the top pop tunes of the 17th 
Century. Mead. a time-honored ferment of mostly malt and honey. causes Elizabethan Room revelers to remark how sweet i 


Below: At the fashionable Colony Club, host George Raft (light suit) lends dice-rolling support to a hopeful distaff crapshooter. 


Above: A covey of wildly plumaged night owls flies high at Sibylla's, one of the London discothèque set's newest haunts in a town 
making the most of a miniskirted bird-refuge boom that encompasses the likes of The Scotch, Dolly's, The In Place and The Playboy 
Club. Owned by Beatle George Harrison and several of his friends, Sibylla's opened this past summer with 800 members, each picked 
and vouched for by an owner. It's named after British debutante Sibylla Edmonstone. Below: Romantic twosome téte-à-tétes at historic 
Blackfriars Bridge—where the Thames’ early-morning beauty dawns—after an all-night session in the Mod new world of Londontown. 


AND THERE’S ALSO THE SWINGING SCENE INSIDE...... 


Bright-eyed and bushy-tailed, Bunny Geri hops Іп the Playmate Bar, the imbibers invariably include London's swinging set 
into hutch. Keeping things hopping, below, ^ —these microskirted birds and escorts will cap their evening at the Playboy 
Frank Sinatra spends day shooting scenes with Discothèque. Among the celebrities dining in the VIP Room, bottom left: 
Bunnies in London Club for his latest movie. international film stars Jean-Paul Belmondo, Ursula Andress and James Garner. 


. THE LONDON PLAYBOY 


“Twenty-one, a winner,” says the Bunny dealer to 
a lucky Keyholder. The Penthouse Casino, on the top 
tloor of London Club, offers roulette and craps as 
well as blackjack—all played with Croupier Bunnies. 


VIPs in the VIP Room: Ballet's brightest star, Rudolf Nureyev, and the 
Princess Lee Radziwill, sister of Jacqueline Kennedy. VIP Bunny Sandy, 
at right, adds charm to the Continental cuisine. Below, the traditional 
"Rien ne va plus!" signals end of betting in VIP Room's French roulette, 


EEK! 


Woody Alien, in London for filming of “Casino Royale,” puts on an impromptu show in the Playroom for fellow keyholders. At right, 
Kenneth Tynan, critic and PLAYBOY contributor (see page 223), gives his between-acts drink order to superbly superstructured Bunny 
Sylvia. Below: Bunny's hand is a blur as she deals cards in Cartoon Corner casino. Comedian Allan Sherman confessed, on 
the Johnny Carson show, he found playing blackjack with a Bunny so disconcerting he didn't really care how the cards came out. 


The Majority (top) rules in the Discotheque as 
disked doll dances with comic Jackie Curtiss; 
Julie Christie, Playmate Susan Denberg and Hugh 
Hefner dig the beat; and then everyone joins in. 
At right: The Scene, as seen from Hyde Park. 


on the move, the diurnal mood of Lon- 
доп green and wooded parks bespeaks 
a contemplative serenity far from the 
madd. noise of uaffic and the elce 
tronic distractions of the 20th Century. 
Besides being the third largest city in 
the world, the capital of England and the 
focal point of a batiered-but-unbowed 
Commonwealth that still stretches from 
Sydney to Saskatoon, this cosmopolitan, 
sprawling city is a nation unto itself. 
Saxon ruins, Roman walls, Norman 
fortresses, Gothic armories, Elizabethan 
pubs, Tudor mansions, Renaissance cathe- 
drals, Regency town houses, Georgian 
mews, Victorian office buildings, Danish- 
modern apartments and chrome-anc-plas- 
tic luncheonettes combine to encapsulate 
London's 1900-year history im architec- 
tural microcosm. 

London is a man's city. designed by 
men. Not surprisingly, London is also a 
сиу of starüing and constant contrast. 
nlesssteel skyscrapers cast their shad- 

ows across slate roofs that were old when 
they survived the Great Fire in 1666; a 
column of mounted cavalry, wearing the 
plumes and breastplates of the Life 
Guards, trots past a brace of miniskirted 
secretaries out for a lunchtime stroll; 
and a brewer's dray loaded with barrels 
of draught ale and manned by a Micaw- 
beresque carter straight out of Dickens 
waits for а light next w a actal Ar 
ton Martin DB6, wherein a sleek blonde 
deb adjusts a nylon before roaring down 
the Mall to meet her date in Knights- 
bridge. 

While the London of 1966 still pre- 
serves much of its archetypal pomp. less 
venerable clements have transformed 
the circumstance. Probably the single 
most important change since World War 
"Two has been the breakdown of class 
prejudice, the results of which Edwardi- 
ans would wince to contemplate. No 
longer does the workingman snap to 
mental attention at the nearby neighing 
of an upper-class accent; the bumbling 
forelock tugger who stood at the gates of 
the family estate while master rode off to 
hounds has long since gone the way of 
the Druids, along with master himself. 

Happily, the London that has emerged 
from this slow shakedown of custom 
and precedent is a city full of bounce, 
bawdiness and birds—as the Londoner is 
apt to call the more youthfully cager 
members of the fair sex. In. London 
there are more birds on the ground 
than in the trees: saucyhipped, leggy 
creatures of infinite warmth, whether it 
be between dances on the discothèque 
floor or between drinks at your London 
digs. "She's not dead, she's English." was 
once the Procrustcan. punch linc to half 
a dozen medieval saws describing the 

160 legendary immobility of the beleaguered 
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(continued from page 151) 


British bedmate; it no longer applics, if 
in fact it ever did: Sexual dalliance in 
today's London demands not vivification 
but downright stamina. Like they say, 
London swings, and so do its birds. 
The city’s climate is a blend of misty 
id the darkling damp, so pack 
= but if you plan to Пу. 
travel light—because you'd be foolish 
not to bring back some of those finely 
tailored London togs. Unless you expect 
to attend a masquerade party, avoid 
polka-dot bellbottoms, Beatle hats and 
boots with Cuban heels. The cut of a 
good American suit is as much admired 
(and diligently emulated) by sartorial 
savants in London today as the extreme 
Mod wardrobe was a year ago. The way- 
out fashion look exploited by a handful 
of young British businessmen along Car- 
naby Street (you may have heard of th. 
thoroughfare by now) is giving way to a 
fad that began a decade ago in the city 
hipper art schools: a vintageish look, 
combining the best elements of early 
George Raft and Regency run amuck. 
Take a raincoat—and never scorn the 
umbrella, Apart from its more mundane 
function, a “brolly” often provides pleas- 
ant introductions: Many a lightly clad 
lass, snared by a sudden shower, has 


found sanauary under a stranger's 
bumbershoot. 
For American citizens, entry into 


Britain requires minimal paperwork—a 
valid passport and a round-trip ticket. 
You'll need the usual smallpox vaccina- 
tion certificate to re-enter the U. S. If you 
go by sea and find you've forgotten your 
certificate, the ship’s doctor will give you 
a free shot. In our view, ocean travel on 
a British vessel affords a welcome preview 
of the delights to follow. The tradition 
of amatory adventure on the high seas 
is no fiction, for within the compact but 
lated limbo of an ocean voyage, shy 
girls become bold, icy types melt and 
teasers stop kidding. For the male as yet 
uninitiated in the joys of shipboard life, 
we recommend this route above all others. 
Many lines, incidentally, offer special 
round trip rates combining sea and air— 
a leisurely, introductory get-there, and a 
prolongation of your sojourn to the last 
moment before you jet home in а matter 
of hours, i 
wing west 
York to Southampton five 
days on the bigger liners, a few more on 
the smaller (and often livelier) ones. 
Round-trip fares start around $500 tour. 
ist and $800 first-class. And Southampton 
is just under two hours’ train ride from 
London's Waterloo Station. 

If your itinerary is too tight for a lazy 
ocean voyage, jets make the crossing in 
just over six and a half hours, Twenty- 
one-day round-trip fares start at $300 
from New York, $375 from Chicago and 


$590 from San Francisco. First-class is 
$713, S817 and $1034, respect! vely. The 
route is served by all major c : 
Pan Am, TWA, BOA 
We've flown all of them, 
and the service is negligibly variable and 
generally excellent, although the sm 
carriers tend to pamper their passengers 
slightly more than the larger ones. 

Weather permitting, your first glimpse 
of England from the air will be the 
farmland of Cornwall and Devonshire, a 
checkerboard of soft green pasture and 
deep brown crop soil that has been tilled 
in some areas for more than а millen- 
nium. London lies only 290 miles to the 
northeast, Soon after your jet has touched 
down, you'll be driven from the plane 
to Customs in a bus. 

While you are clearing Customs, you 
will be asked whether you are carrying 
more than the permitted maximum of 
400 cigarettes, one fifth of liquor and 
one bottle of wine (duty is payable on 
excess quantities). Once you have col- 
lected your luggage, you may either take 
the airlines bus to a ial or ride 
in by taxi. Or you may rent a car from 
any of the major agencies in the transat- 
lantic arrivals building. (Remember that 
unless you specify otherwise, you'll prob. 
ably get a floor shift, four-forward-and- 
oneback gearbox.) Rates begin as low as 
$35 a week (unlimited mileage) on Min 
Minors and rise to $126 a week unlimit- 
ed for a Jaguar Mark X. Summer rates 
are higher, but discounts are generally 
offered on extended rentals. If you have 
reserved accommodations at one of 
London's more prestigious hotels, and 
should you not be driving yourself, you 
should make a quick check outside the 
Customs hall to see if the hotel has sent 
a uniformed chauffeur to meet you. He 
can be identified by the braided letter- 
ing on his cap—or by a discreet lapel 
insignia. 

If you've picked up a rental car at the 
airport, you'll notice that London driv 
ers seldom use the horn (they indicate a 
desire to pass by flashing their lights) 
and that cryptic hand signals supple- 
ment turn indicators and brake lights. 
The English drive on the "wrong" side, 
of course, but if you're coming in from 
the airport, the first ten miles are on 
divided expressways; you'll probably be 
accustomed to righthand drive and left. 
hand Janes by the time you've reached 
the center of London. 

There are 35,000 hotel rooms available 
in London, but many of them fall far 
short of American standards and are not 
recommended to those accustomed to run- 
ning hot water, private bathrooms, cen 
tral heating and dry walls. Conventions, 
trade exhibitions, reunions of one kind 
or another and the perpetual attraction 

(continued on page 316) 


article By BROOKS ATKINSON the dean of american theater critics recounts his valiant 
but vain attempts to establish some sort of rapport with our computerized society 


г A COMPUTERIZED CIVILIZATION no Опе communicates willingly. No one feels obligated to treat 
human beings with civility. The messages a householder receives are curt and cryptic: “Е.О. 
$2.81." "53657 $14." "On Account $366. Adjustments $366. Total due $0.00." “W/T (claimed 
$1347.12) should have been $1347.12.” 

I take these items at random from bills and invoices recently addressed to me by computers 
whose vocabulary is taciturn and whose manners are abrasive. In most cases, I can guess the origin of 
the message because I remember having had transactions with the plaintiffs during the past months. 
But I shall never know what W/T refers to or how the alleged claim of $1347.12 differs from the cor- 
rected amount of $1347.12, because the accountant took my check without bothering to answer my 
inquiry. He got what he wanted; he did not choose to admit me into his confidence, although I 
have no proof that he did not bilk me. For the world of the computer, to which the accountant 
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adheres, is a private world that has its own jargon and methods and avoids contact with human 
beings until, at regular intervals, a statement of amount due drops out of the slot. 

When the check arrives, the computer and the account emit no further intelligence. No re- 
ceipted bill, as in the naive days of a few years ago. No acknowledgment that you have discharged 
your part of the transaction. The world of the computer is boorish. Refined citizens used to take a 
superior and sardonic attitude toward the stereotyped business letter that began: "Your favor of 
19th inst, received and contents noted. In reply would say, etc." The grammar was wretched, but 
the impulse was social. The person addressed was not held in low esteem. 

‘This baffling estrangement between buyer and seller and this erosion of courtesy come at a 
time when sociologists dote on the word “communicate.” They feel sure they are accomplishing 
something vital for democracy when they lure people into a "dialog." Everyone can become his own 
Plato or Santayana—two eminent authors of dialogs—if he can argue with someone over a long pe- 
riod of time without losing his temper. The theory is that if the United States and the Soviet 
Union, for instance, held a dialog long enough, their differences would vanish and everything would 
be for the best in the best of all possible worlds. (There is a fallacy here. The Soviet Union's capac- 
ity for creating and sustaining protracted boredom is invincible. You can’t break Soviet citizens 
with words. They can break you.) 

Despite a widespread faith in dialog as the great leveler and conciliator that makes friends 
and pulverizes enemies, the civilization of the computer has shattered the art of communication. 
A citizen is hard put to get a personal letter from a branch of the Government, a large business 
organization or, particularly, a department store. 

I have had considerable experience in the area of noncommunication. Being a recent convert 
to the Federal Government's Social Security mythology, I am eager to establish a blameless record 
by concealing nothing and explaining everything. Government bureaucrats (concluded overleaf) 


“Plastic ones are OK, but nothing can replace 
the real things, eh, Mr. Thompson?" 
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are by nature sluggish, secretive and su 
picious—the three Ss of the тай. They 
would be happy if the citizens would not 
disturb them. 

Let 


down the details of my 
ress from receiving So- 
Gal Security benefits every month to my 


present condition of receiving none—all 
in accordance with Pudder's. Law: Any- 
thing that begins well ends badly. First, 


1 must expound the Social Security law. 
I a retired citizen does not carn more 
than 51500 a year. he is entided to the 
full course of Social Secority benefits, 
which means 12 payment a year. But 
here comes a perplexing "exception. to 
the general rule” that destroys the logic 
of the law and, I should think, would 
blow up computer that wied to 
cope with it: "Regardless of tota 

ar, however, benefits will be 
зу month in which you 


ither саға wages of more than $125 
nor perform substantial services in self- 
employment.” In other words, you can 


carn $100,000 or even 5200,00 (prob- 
bly you are a felon) in the month of Jan- 


wary. but you are still entitled to monthly 
payments for the rest of the year if you 
are s@upulous about earning little or 


s 


1 limit appe 
who are hone 


g- The S1500 
10 apply only to сїйє 
or handicapped in other respects as well. 
Now come the details of my baffi 
experience for I have sought 
counsel without success. Big Brother re- 
mains elusive. Wher ired and went 
off the payroll of my emp 
the comforting experience of receiving 
monthly Social Security payments and 
joyed the benign sensation of getting 
back in monthly installments some of 
the money my employer and 1 had 
obediently paid the Government since 
1036. The glory of the 'w Deal was be- 
ginning to come true. But almost 
ately, I ran into the "exception to the 
general rule" I made the mistake of 
carning $3500 during the second month. 
To keep my account straight, I returned 
the next month's Social Security check, 
feeling rather smug about my honesty. 
amd payments continued through the 
next two months. Then they stopped. 1 
was dropped from the payroll because. 
according to a form letter, my expected 
appeared to be 


imme- 


d 


earnings for the year 
54300.” Truc enough: but under "excep 
tion to the general rule,” I was still eligi- 
ble for payments in months when 1 
tarned less than $125, wasn't 1? 


Although my private financial affairs 
are not the subject of this article, 1 have 
to refer to them in order to explain my 
frustration in а computer civilization. 
Bewildered by what seemed 10 me a new 
procedure. | wrote to Ме mem- 


ber of the Social Security Administra- 
tion. who had invited me to consult him 
if I needed help. No Апег а po- 
lirê interval, 1 wrote to his assistant, who 


pawer 


had also offered personal counsel. when 
ever I needed it. No 
About three months 
member in another county 
upstate illustrated the first Law of Big 
Brother: Ш a direct question is asked, an 
ndirect reply is mandatory. He said that 
my earnings were not the criterion for 
Social Security payments, but the num- 
ber of hours 1 worked a month in self 
employment were. "You should request 
payments in any mouth in which you 
are eligible," he said, shifting the bur 
m him to me. For the 
m was falling back to a pre- 
viously prepared. position. in order to 
deprive me of the money I had been 
paying imo the ueasury for 29 years. 
To avoid unnecessary tedium, 1 shall 
skip the next two stages in my attempts 
to inaugurate a dialog—one of them а 
telephone call from a fourth май mem- 
ber: the next an office visit by me to a 
ith stuff member. Although nothing 
specific was said, 1 could see that 1 was 
teadily losing ground. Obe 
tions from the New York office, T set forth 
my claims for eligibility in the month of 
wary. No answer. When I was in San 
cisco five weeks later, 1 did receive а 


ion from the Albany branch 
the Adminiswation reporting that it 
had no record of my Social Security 


imber. Why Now 1 back 
to where I be; 

1 do not blame the bureaucrats in the 
Social Security Administration for hat 


ng to write letters. For the laws that 


they administer are so irrational and 
self-defeating that only a sadist or an 
acrobat could apply them to the individ- 


ual situations of the clients. Social Secu- 


rity does not like to say so bluntly, but 
now I realize that it has dropped me as 
too temperamental or too int 


Probably it is paying other clients out of 
the money 1 paid to the Administration 
for 20 years. Adopting the manners of 
the computer, it remains impassive, like 
the menacing, noiseless world of Kafka. 

(ктор press BULLETIN. After consid- 
ering my case in dignified silence for 
two and one half months, the Social Se- 
Administration wrote me a letter. 
Jı said that it had overpaid me. It asked 
me to send the United States Govern: 


ment my cheek for $107.80. In a соту 
cr civilization, the rules change every 
time a person intervenes.) 

Bur this situa ique. The 


w York Stue Income 
municate with the 
a a painful experi. 
ily. In December 1965, 


Та 
iveury 
ence for me 
the Bu 
forting 


rece 
ea broke a long though com- 


псе by mailing me a check for 
$822.96. representing. the Bureau said, a 
gross overpayment by me earlier in the 
- Now, this was the happiest event in 
а lifetime of fidelity in the payment of 
income taxes. Although Т did not under 
stand the motive for the check, 1 did not 


y 


question it. The next month, the Bureau 
tasely billed me for 5542.95, which nor 
ly surprised me but hurt my feel 
According to Murphy's Law, if anything. 
can go wrong, it will, and 1 believe it 
When I paid the new assessment, 1 
prayed to the director of the Bureau 10 
explain in simple language suitable [or 
a layman why the Bureau had quixoti 
cally given me $822.96 one month and 
ched back $542.93 the next. No 
swer. My check was not acknowledged: 
the inquiry was not answered 

An accountant, employed by me in a 
state of crisis and shock, looked over my 
records a few months later and made а 
discovery that Ina 
impressive letter, he notified 


the ‘ome ‘Tax Bureau that it owed me 
an 5857.93: you thers 
lore." he asked in blameless En glish. 


“please issue a check to the taxpaw 
for the above amount at your caries 
conve исе.” 

But the Bureau did not issue а check 
to me for $857.98 or communicate with 
me about it. 1t communicated with the 
accountant, sensing perhaps in his liter- 
ary style the personality of a confeder- 
nvited him to a conference. 
y all put their heads together 
id held a dialog behind closed doors, 
they all agreed: that I owed the state ai 
other $510.77. This came under the ju- 
risdiction of Finagle I anything 
gots wrong, anything you do only makes 
it worse. The acce icd 
gles Law to its logical conclusion. He 
charged me a professional fee of 5150 for 
conspiring with the state to seize 5510.77 
more from my bank account. Although 
the state has ingested that sum in silence, 
it recently sent me a message that was 
unique and delightful: “Unpaid balan 
$90.11. Installment due, None. 
though this conclusion does nor sec 
logical, 1 welcome it. But there will be 
trouble later on. Being immensely com 


conniving уранку 
tax Jaws of the state and the nation 
more crackbrained than the Soci 
rity laws. They have 10 be administered 
by sensory perception. 

Norbert Wiener, the celeb 
md godfather 10 cu 


ated cyber 
mputcrism. 

writer 
computer.” He made that remark 
in his capacity as a writer. Bur the writ 
er's brain does not make it posible for 
him to understand the curt messages the 


him that the messages the com 
re correa. Computers u 
derstand one another: they chatter away 
together like oll friends. But they have 
jettisoned the courtesies of communica 


ss 
puter sends 


tion that were once taken for granted as 
megral part of a civilization. Com 
puters send messages 10 chechbooks. 


They eliminate people 


with such a trap, such marksmanship— 
and such stupidity—it took а madman’s 
dream lo save the day for the marshal 


WHEN FT. WAS REPORTED that a lead mine 
had been discovered in the Galorian 


foothills, | was tempted to warn. poten 
tial speculators that the prospectors had 
probably discovered, splashed into the 
crevices in the quart, a few of the many 
tons of ammunition we wasted there 
when Orlik “heroically subdued" the 
mountaineers, 35 years ago. 

They made him а general after that, 
and later a n i and now we have 
ап Orlik Square, with a bronze statue of 
him in the middle of it. At the time of 
the Mount Galoria operation, he was 
colonel in command of the 47th Battalion 
of Heavy Infantry. and I was adjutant. 
It has occurred to me that my opinion of 
Orlik may have been overcolored by the 
impatience and intolerance of youth 
But time has not modified it. I have 
been young, and now I am old, and I 
have yet to encounter а more heart 
breaking example of soulless ineptitude 
than is offered by Marshal Orlik 

As a soldier, he was a dolt In another 
profession—the law, perhaps, or the 
Church—his kind of witlessness might 
have passed as juridical exactitude, or 
shone as canonical probity. 1 can even 
picture him in politics, as grand old ma 
of some dying group of diehard rea 
tionarics. In the army, in peacetime, he 
was a useful man in a taining depot 
where recruits are drilled to perfection 
for full-dress parades. But in comba 
Orlik the monocled martinet was 
pestiferous nuisance. 
aloria provides a case in point 

1 shall say what I have to say of 
the high command in another place. It 
is common (continued on page 302) 


sh; 


fiction By GERALD KERSH 


article By PEARL BUCK men now decry the vestal- 
virgin view of females that they themselves 
created—and it is up to men to reshape that view 
FASHIONS? 1 pay great heed to fashions. Men and women ex- 
press themselves, their inner secret identities, through the 
clothes they create, the clothes they buy and wear, the cos- 
metics, perfumes and jewelry they use. Even their hair styles 
reveal their private fancies. It has been interesting, there- 

fore, to observe the feminization of men’s clothes in our 
modern age. Interesting, too, to read the sales figures of 
cosmetics for men, for such lure may mean a return to 

a romantic past when men wore lace and velvet and 

curled wigs, or it may mean a real feminization of 

modern man, with homosexual substitutes for wom- 

en. If the latter is the more likely, then let us be 
concerned, for feminization weakens the fiber 
of a nation. There is a terrible and evil power 

in the feminine, and men ought to fear it and 

try to keep it within bounds, because it 

is their own weakness made flesh in 

women. History is full of the trag- 

edy of one man after anoth- 

er who has prevailed 

against armies 


but has not been able to prevail against one feminine 
creature, because to prevail against her meant to prevail 
against his own deep and unconquerable weakness. Who 
knows but that Hitler's secret lay in his own inner impregna- 
bility to the feminine? And yet, resisting women, he devel- 
oped his own femininity, which is always weakness, whether 

it be found in woman or in man himself. ‘From what ether 
came the female, this creature so oddly like man and yet 

So utterly different? She is such stuff as his dreams are 

made on. Mohammed, dreaming of houris, created Mos- 
lem heaven, and in India Lord Krishna dreamed of 
willing milkmaids in a summer meadow. For that 
matter, Adam in the Garden dreamed of Eve, not 
knowing that when a woman is created even from 

his rib, she takes on her own being, forever 
separate from his and yet forever entangled 
with him in his human frame. Yet, incor- 
rigible dreamer that he is, man dreams 

that somewhere, somehow, women 

are or can be angels. {And wom- 

an? Never did she make 

talk of angels! She 
knew from the be- 
ginning that 
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ngels! She knew from the begin- 
ning that such bird or beast did not exist 
snakes, yes, but not angels. But she 
knew man, too, from the first moment 
that she met his eyes, and she understood 
that he must have his dreams or she could 
never persuade him to plod his way into 
wilderness and drudge his daily life 
away for her and for the children who 
ed in due time and with dread 
precision when the wo made love. Let 
e his angels, she thought, so long 
to the cave and wood 


as he brings mi 
for the 
Since h 
it was inev 
of where they mi 
as angels were 
tured, so unlike was the celestial 1 
he imagined as their dwelling place to 
this dark and smoky cave. He conjured 
thoughts of а bright and happy 
whose streets were paved with gold. 
whose rivers ran with wine, whose air 
ıs filled with music, and he peopled it 


dreamed of angels, however, 
able that man dreamed, too, 
1 be found. ike 


ı angels, winged and beautiful. He 
grew restless with such dreams. 
Lets find heaven together," he said 


to the woman one day. 
She heard but sl not listen. The 
last baby was cutting teeth and the other 
children were hungry and the 
burning. She could not put her mind on. 
heaven 
"Ed hate it,” she said firmly. “Besides, 
the cave would be nice enough if you 
would only roll a rock at the entrance 10 
p out the rain." 
en for myself, then, 


he 


said stubbornly. 

She, of course, knew exactly what he 
was thinking, for she looked into the 
mirror of his eyes and saw herself, He 
looked at her and siw how stringy her 
hair was and how filthy her sheepskin, 
but he said nothing. Anything to get 
away from here was what he thought. 

“You're dreaming of angels again 
she accused him. "Well, 1 i 
ıo sit around twanging a harp, even if I 
want to, which I don't. Who'd look after 
the children? Stop thinking about angels 
ad mermaids and the like! No such 
creature. exists. 

The man did not answer. He knew 
there were angels or he would not have 
dreamed there were. Or, if there were 
not, there should be, and therefore 
could be. As for mermaids, he had only 
heard of them, but he loitered often. by 


the sea. dreaming of them. They were 
the angels of the sea. 
The woman never dreamed. She did 


not know how or she had not the brains 
for it. For her the magical sea was only а 
reaching to snatch 
her children away, or even on sunny 
days when the warer was calm. only 
s and 


place where she went to find oyster 
crabs. in case the man did not feel like 
king that day. She was too practical 
rveled 


wo 
for him and too dull. He often m 


first saw her, he had 
thought her the image of poetry. Soon, 
too soon, he discovered that she had no 
poetry in her. She was ruthless, quarrel- 
some, unsentimental and as stubborn as 
the winter wind. Moreover, she was al- 
ys busy about small unnecessary tasks. 
would never be able to understand 
why he continued to dream about an- 
gels, especially after she had told him 
they did not exist. 

For her part, the woman was con- 
vinced that in his heart the man knew 
there were no angels, and that he kept 
up the dream talk in order to make her 
feel inferior. Perhaps he had seen shad 
avering in the forest or perhaps he 
k or perhaps he 
had only built dreams of angels to com. 
fort himself after she had scolded him 
for carrying in mud when she had just 
cleaned the cave. At any rate, he was ob- 
sessed by the notion of angels and at 
last, when he could not find a real angel 
nor discover the road to heaven by him- 
self. he thought up a plan so absurd that. 


that when he 


she hooted with hter when he 
proposed it to her. 
"Why don't you make yourself into an 


c suggested one day 
aiming and he did not go into 


єс lo 
still, to dream. It was 

now that she laughed. To her surprise, 
she saw he was entirely serious. 

“I mean it.” he said gravely. "I believe 
you could do it if you liked the idea. 
Do what?” she asked. 
Be my angel.” he said. 
"How?" she asked. 
He hes iow that he had to give 


Be beautiful, 


“What do you mean—beautiful?” she 
asked 
Brush your hair until it shines," he 


Fix your face somchow—make 
your skin soft and white. And do some 
thing to your cyes. They are always red 
with smoke. Angels have great lovely 
eyes, like the eyes of deer. And their 
voices are soft, because angels are gentle. 
They never scold. "Fhey just wait for a 
man to come home." 

With по meat?” she asked suspicious! 


Td always bring home meat if you 


were an angel,” he said. "Id know you 
had no one else but me. As it is, if l'm a 
few minutes late you snatch а club and 
rush out into the forest yourself 
come home with God knows what. 
porcupine you brought in last night was 
worse than the sole of a bear's paw. 

He made a face and she hastened to 


the children wi 
thought you'd pr 
gang of hunter 

He interrupted. her. "Ah, thats your 
weakness you are always thinking! I've 
told you over and over again—keave 


think: 
yours. 
She was so angry that she could not 
think of what to say in reply to this. She 
turned to the fireplace and rated the 
stones about and frightened the children 
into crying. When they cried she slapped 
them and all in all created such an 
uproar that in disgust the 
to the forest 
When he was gone, the woman quiet 
ed at once. She hugged the children and 
told them she loved them, she fed them 
and put them to bed and coxcred them 
with bearskins. She tidied the cave and 
washed herself and combed her hair 
with a strong usig from a thorn пее 
Then she lay down and waited for the 
man to come back. She knew he would 
come back, because he had gone away 
without cating. It was late. however, be 
fore she heard him crashing through the 
brush. Meantime she, too, had time to 
think. She thought over all he had said 
ıd she decided that she would change 
d be an angel. for the sake of peace. It 
would be dillicult, for she did not know 
what an angel really was and the best 
she could do would be to find out at 
lcast what he thought it was, since he 
had never seen one. Meanwhile, she 
might as well begin by being, as different 
as posible from her present self. So, 
when he stood at the entrance to the 
cave, in the light of the d 
ing to hear her snarl at him for be 
late and ready to throw his club at her, 
she only smiled at him sleepily from her 
bearskin and put up her arms. 
Darling!" she breathed. "I've missed 
you!” 
He 
stumbled in, threw down his dub 
took her to his bres 


ng to me. My brain is bigger chan 


went out 


was too dazed to reply at once. He 
па 


he muuered, 

She did not become an angel immedi 
ately, however. In truth, she never has 
become wholly an angel, although for 
centuries she has continued the struggle. 
It is not a struggle with the man so 
much as with herself. For the truth is 
that she still does not really want to be 
agel and so she can never quite be 
In her impatience, she has goaded 
the man into all sorts of inventions de 
ed to free her from the cave and 
cooking, so that she would have time to 
be an angel. The cave itself is entirely 
different from the one that was her first 
It is now usually a ranch house or a split 
level, but sometimes it is a palace. What- 
ever it is, she is sull and too often 
impatient with it. She longs to get out into 
the forest into business and even govern- 
ment. She is as she always has been, 
1 and competitive and not at all 
tic at heart, and being an angel is 


а bore, for angels are always romant 
and always ready to make love. At least 
that is what the man tells her 


(concluded on page 262) 


INTIMATE 
NOTEBOOK OF £ Karlin 
GUSTAVE FLAUBERT 

translated by FRANCIS STEEGMULLER 


from the recently discovered journal of one of france’s greatest novelists: 
early reflections on middle-class morality, the marquis de sade, ego and art 


PEOPLE OVER 40, their hair a bit gray, no enthusiasms amidst all the 
tedious clichés they smother you with, have a way of telling you: “You'll 
change, young man, you'll change"—to such a point that there isn't a 
single remark about life, art, politics, history, that isn't accompanied by 
that refrain. | remember a great utterer of platitudes urged me one day 
to write out all my ideas in the form of aphorisms, seal the paper and 
open it in 15 years. “You'li find another man," he told me. 

1 put improvisation above reflection. feeling above reason, mercy 
above justice, religion above philosophy, the beautiful above the useful, 
poetry above all. 

1 don't count even on myself—perhaps | shall be a vile creature, 
ignoble, wicked, cowardly, how can | tell? And yet | think | shall have 
more virtue than others because | have more pride. Therefore, praise me. 

1 go from hope to anxiety, from wild optimism to dreary negation: it's 
rain and sun, but it's a gilded cardboard sun and a nasty rain with 
no storm. 


Philosophy: a new science, which speaks neither to the heart nor to 
the senses, for there are only two things, poetry or beauty, and the useful 
or profitable; if you want to be a God, be a poet. 

There are two kinds of vanity: public vanity (continued on page 260) 


a a‏ ہہ ہا 
p‏ 


“Terrific, eh? Each year we vent the old lady and come out 
here and have а real underground Christmas.” 
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GOD BLESS THE GENTILE 


with wry humor, 
an american jew examines 
an age-old affliction 
and its current manifestations 


article 
By HARRY GOLDEN 


MY FELLOW SOUTHERNERS honor every deed, every gesture. every battered flag, every 
gravestone that descends from the Civil War. They have conferred sainthood upon 
every Confederate from Marse Robert himself down to the lowliest drummerboy. 
‘They love and cherish them all—all, except one—Judah ‚ called “the 
brains of the Confederacy,” who served Jeff Da ar and Secretary 
ме. Not а hurrah—not а word. Nothing. And the interesting thing about this 
. being a Jew, naturally oucGonfederated the Confederates. 
Only he put it squarely on the line when he said the South was fighting the arbitrary 
confiscation of private property, Negro slaves. 

A few yeurs ago, the Jewish community of Charlotte, North Carolina. wanted 
to finance a stone marker commemorating Benjamin, which it intended to place on 
the sidewalk in front of the home he had occupied in the dosing days of the War. 
The United Daughters of the Confederacy said they would go along with this. But 
then the Daughters balked. A leuer had circulated among members of the 
Stonewall Jackson Chapter charging that Judah P. Benjami 
retroactively. The Daughters immediately 
mony. The Jews scared. They wanted to drop the project. One 
the late Mrs. J. A. Yarborough, remained pro-Benjamin. She insi 
When the Jews told her, “We have to live with these people.” 
“Well, have you given thought to the idea that you'll have to live with me, to 
The marker now stands on South 1ryon, Charlotte's main street. 

But what kind of Bolshevik was this Juda ? Old Judah was the 
Тогу to end all Toric; he was far, far to the arry Goldwater and 
Marie Antoinette. 

Right after this incident, I suggested that somewhere during the Sabbath serv- 
c» Jews should repeat a phrase, as part of the creed: Es vet Gormisht helfjen 
(nothing helps). 

Take the civil rights issue i 

for a discussion of an 


America probably as good a jumping-off point 
пу. The reason the Negro keeps gaining equality 
is that his movement this time is almost wholly his own. The Negro wages his own 
battle, going to the courts, taking to the streets, organizing boycotts, Except for two 
or three embattled rabbis, the Jews of the South, almost entirely a propri 
reflect the total silence of the so-called "moderate" white Southerners. 

But the organ of the 
hate sheet keep up a constant barrage: “Jews mongrelizing the Sout 
leading segregationise philosopher of Georgia, the man who devised the legal moves 
to keep colored children out of the all-white schools, is a Jewish lawyer, Mr. Charles 
Bloch of Macon. Another influential Jewish scgregationist is the speaker of the 
South Carolina House of Representatives, the Honorable * ates? 
Rights” editor or Gerald L. K. Smith exempt them? Do they say. “The Jews are 
mongrelizing the South except for Charlie Bloch and Sol Blatt"? They do not 

Es vet Gornisht helfen, because the Southern scgregationist regards the Je 
white supremacist not as a fellow white Southerner but as a defector (rom the r: 
of the enemy. He welcomes him with the same reserve he welcomed the few Negroes 
who inserted an ad in Southern papers during the mid-Fifties with the mc “ү 
form my white friends 1 am not now and never have been a member of the 
| Association for the Advancement of Colored People.” 


1 thought of all this after a lecture a ll Mountains. 
ig the question period, nation, "Why 
do you Ik about civil rights? Don't you ioe ide ate Маро anti-Semites? 


Besides. what has the Negro ever done for 
1 asked her to look about Grossinger's, 
pleasure dome of X: 


wonderful resort that would make the 
idu look like a sharecropper's shack in the Louisiana delta 

"Lady, 1 answered, “when the Negroes have а Grossinger’s ГИ qu 
about civil rights. And besides. the Negro anti-Semite is about as convincing as the 
Jewish white supremacist." (continued on page 188) 
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Just serone this Christmas Playmate pic 
torial went to press, our yuletide 
called us from the Coast with the news 
that she'd won the ingénue lead im 
Stranger in Hollywood, а new dramatic 
film with a tentative title that doesn't 
describe Miss December at all: Sue Ber 
nard’s been an Angeleno for all of her 
18 years and is the daughter of top 
Hollywood glamor photographer Bruno 
Bernard (Bernard of Hollywood) and 
actres:-director Ruth Brande. “The house 
has always been filled with theater and 
movie people," Sue says, "and after 1 
decided that acting was really for me, my 


GROWING UP | 
GLAMOROUS 


charm and talent 
run in the family 
of hollywood playmate 
sue bernard 


E 


parents encouraged me at every step." 
Featured on dozens of puppy and little 
girl calendars as a youngster, bruneite 
and brown-eyed Sue has emerged from 
the traditional prepping of school dra 
matics, commercial modeling and profes 
al danc id acting lesons as a 
star a-borning. Acceptance in the talent 
program of the Film Industry Workshop 
at Columbia Studios followed Sue's first 
film role, a small part in a shoron- 
location desert flick. Now she's alternat- 


ing daytime work on Stranger with 
evening appearances im Friends and 
Romans, a play about a movie, at the 


r's Ring. an unsquare L.A, theater 
in the round. 

Suc caught our attention when sh 
companied Bruno on a business trip to 
our Chicago offices—the Bernard who 
works behind a camera has often shot 
for Р.лувоу and. in fact. took the black. 
and-whites of Sue at home used here 

Miss December's private Ме makes 
striking contrast to the image of an i 
demand girl running from studio to stage. 
Even in ihe busy Bernard household. 
Sue's managed to establish a balcony re 
treat for work on oil portraits of people 
she likes, among them the dates who 
take her to her favorite beaches and the 
cozy restaurants she prefers to gaudier 
showbiz. scenes. “Tho: my special 
places,” Sue says, "but I really don't 
care where we go, аз long as I'm with 
someone 1 like’—refreshing sentiments 

14 from the girl next door to stardom 


c 


А doy in the life of December Playmate Sue Bernard more often than по! begins on the 
phone and ends in the fantasy of the theater. In between are clases in philosophy end 
modern languages ot a nearby junior college, Malibu beach dotes ond doily dance 
sessions (71 really feel olive when I'm dancing to modern jozz"). Below right: Sue 
i reaches for the stars in a scene from Tennessee Willioms’ This Properly Is Condemned 
at the Profesional Theater Workshop. “I'm playing Willie,” she explains, “one of 
Willioms’ most challenging roles—you have to be both a little girl ond o womon.” 


ud 


d by her father, Sue relaxes with Efrem 


During a doy at the Warner Bros. lof orran 


a ё Е Limbalist, Jr—like mony Hollywood celebrities, а personal friend of the Bernards 
ea —and indulges in some costume clowning with Norma Brown, head of Warners’ 
= 3 E werdrober. “After a xillien chenges, | decided thie little chomiso Kf me bert. 


"үтү", / 
/ 


Highlighting Miss December's trip 10 the Warner Bros. studios were script readings with Solly 
Baiano, left, head of the studios’ talent deportment, ond then with Baiano and costing di- 
rector Doov Barskin. "These ‘cold reodings’ cre scory,” Sue Bernard says, “but they're 
terrific practice. You've never seen the script before and have to interpret it our 


own wey.” At Christmastime, clearing up the lostminute chares of the season, Sue slips in- 
to а cozy costume to decorate the family tree ond then to cotch our fancy in the centerfold. 
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Our Un 


ist as one who doesn't believe in John Lei 


ashed Dictionary defines British athe 
T 


The honeymoon is over when a quickie before 
dinner refers to a short drink. 


The student nurse was beautiful, dedicated and 
dumb. Her bedside manner included mishaps 
with hypodermic needle, rectal thermometer 
and bedpan; but she was determined to devote 
herself to the sick and suflering, and she w 
discouraged by disp: individuals who sug- 
gested she might be better suited for spreading 
discomfort than allevia it. 

On one particular afternoon, the doctor in 
charge of the ward left our neophyte Nighi 
gale to care for « middleaged executive, secure 
in the knowledge that this man's aficion was 
uncomfortable but minor, aud the treatment 
prescribed was too simple to be misunderstood. 
Bur a few minutes later, the doctor was shocked 
to see his patient running down the hall, white 
hospital robe billowing out behind him, howl 
ing at the top of his lungs, with the nurse cha; 
ing alter him carrying a basin of steaming water. 
No. no, Miss Smith!" exclaimed the doc- 
tor. as the pair rushed past him. "I told you to 
prick his boi 


А pair of inebriated strangers struck up а 
friendly conversation at а bar and the subject 
soon got around то sex, as it usually does 

Sav," said the first fellow, smirking, “have 
you ever been so drunk that you kissed а wom- 
an on the navel 

With a mighty effort, the second sot 
propped himself up and said, "Drunker." 


Two Jewish mothers who had lived in the 
same block in Brooklyn when their children 
were growing up, but hadn't seen each other 
in years, happened to meet at a bridge lunch- 
con in a swank hotel in Manhattan. After а 
tearful embrace, they retired to a corner to chat. 
“And how are your two boys, William and 
Bernard?” the one woman inquired of the 
other. 
Villiam is ап attorney, and a full partner 
in an important New York law firm," the sec 
ond woman responded with pride. "And it's 
Doctor Bernard, if you please; with so ma 
patients that even his mother needs an ap- 
poinument to sce her own son in the after- 
noon! ... And your som, Hi how is 


first mother's eyes dropped, but only 
а moment. 
"Herman is а homosexual," she said. 
“Thats wonderful!” exclaimed her friend. 
“And where's his office’ 


An undertake 
confirm the fu 


called the next of kin to 
ral arrangements desired. for 
the dear departed and, as luck would have it, 
the sonimtaw—who was actually delighted to 
be rid of the old battle-ax—answered thi 
phone. 

“We're sorry to disturb you in this time of 
personal grief," the undertaker intoned sol- 
cmnly, “but there appears to be some confu- 
jon as to whether the body of the loved one is 
to be buried or cremated.” 

"Lets not take any chances" came the 
prompt reply. "Do both." 


Our U jonary defines contracep- 
live as a laborsaving device. 


And then there was the raven-haired sadist 
who stood up and announced that she could 
p any man in the house. 


ın be a ng. 


sixyearold daughter came tug 
£ nothcr's skirt, asking, "Mommy, 
an D have à baby? 
ӨГ course nor, dear," the mother replied, 

without missing a stroke in her ironing. 
Are you sure?” the little girl persisted. 
“Certainly,” said the mother. 
As she тап to rejoin her pla 
yard, the child called out, "OK 
game!" 


mates the 
fellas, same 


Heard a good one lately? Send it on а post 
card lo Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY, Playboy 
Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, 
IIL 60611, and сат $50 for each joke used. 
In case of duplicates, payment is made for 
first card received. Jokes cannot be returned. 


“But, my dear fellow—if your eyesight is failing, why don't 
you purchase a. pair of eyeglasses?” 
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That the words of a story produce in euch reader a unique set of emotions and mental images was visually proved when LAVROV 
Art Director Arthur Раш and regular contributing artist Robert Weaver gave one of Bob's classes at New York's School of Visual 
Aris copies of “The Ошу Game in Town" to illustrate. Art and Bob were rewarded with a catholic variely of highly imaginative 
interpretations, from which the seven on these pages were chosen. “We asked the students to be experimental and personal,” said our 
highly pleased Art Director, “and selected the paintings that we thought had come closest to the emotional heart of the story" 


MEN FOTOCKI BRENT BAIER 


THE ONLY 


GAME 
IN TOWN 


georgie benefit had always 
played straight with the 
girls and the tables— 
until irresistible odds 
set an inescapable trap 


RICHARD MAGILL MARTIN WARHAFTIG JACK BRUSCA 


NAME is Georgie 
me down here to Atlantic City two nights 
apo to knock around with him for the weekend. 1 have not 
scen him since Las Vegas over a year ago, when I first met him. 
Thad finished the long first draft of my play about Las Vegas 
and made the trip out to check it for accuracy and det 
On my first night there, in the Regency Lounge of the Sands, 
I saw him sitting a few tables away. A small, dark, natty man 
with black hair and eyes to match: a handsome face with bluish 
jaws; a flashing smile which came on and went off in the 
mner of a motel neon: graceful hands which were seldom 
» repose—the fingers drumming, or drawing water designs 
on the table, or playing with peanuts. His companion was a 
surprisingly discreet blonde beauty who wore, so far as 1 could 
ke-up whateve 
zed him at once, since his photograph had appeared 
n Tine only the week before as one of the illustrations in a 


story on ga g in America. The caption read: “Ahead of 
the game.’ 

I got Jack to introduce me to 
him the next afternoon at the 


pool, and I told him immediately 
who 1 was and what I was doing. 
He became expansive at once and 
offered to do anything he could 
to help me. 

“AI 1 want,” he said, "is you 
give me two good ones down 
front for the opening night on 
Broadway, deal?” 

His recent publicity had given 
him a dramatic view of himself 
nd he was anxious to recite, The 
Time condensation had proved 
frustrating. 

“I talk to them muzzers five 
days and five nights without 
hardly no stopping and did you 
see what they put? About this 
* He took an ice cube out of 
drink and held it before my 
1 thought it was finc," I said. "Fascinatir 
‘ou didn't spill your guts out lor five days 

Georgie Benefit is, and has been for over 20 yea 
sional gambler. He was born in Detroit 38 y 
out of high school at H to drive a wartim 
horses at Hazel P: 
apping. was i 
belore long, gave up driv 

He approached his new calling scientifically. He read books 
and periodicals on sports and games and eventually knew 
what he was talking about. 

A Grosse Pointe millionaire took him, as a lark, to Monte 
Carlo. Georgie observed the wheels for three weeks before 
making a single play. Then, backed by his friend, he began 
His winnings were not spectacular, but they were consistent. 
By the end of a second three-week period he ned hi: 
tner's four-year losses. 


d live nights. 


з, a profes 
rs ago, dropped 
taxi, began playing 
rk and Livonia, became proficient at handi- 
ed 10 do ge for his boss, and 


оп percen 


vhere I can. 
everybody's talking even if I don't 
ng mostly 
. Saratoga, Kentucky, Chicago, New 
York, Las Vegas. He played cards: poker, chemin de fer, bridge. 
pinochle, blackjack and all forms of rummy. He 
cd games: roulette, dice and chucka-luck. He bet on 


He traveled: М 


horses, baseball, football, basketball and boxing. He never in 
his life put a coin into a slot machine. 

“I got to play with where there's people in it. Not pl 
machines, You pl. nes, you get to be a machine 
yourself. y'know 

In his way, he is a serious man. He studies and practices, and 
often makes mind bets until he feels attuned to concrete ones. 

He told me he liked everything about Las Vegas except the 
jg, which he did only occasionally. 

‘or amateurs. 1 can't stand it in my stomach to see the 


in 


climate, the entertainment, the food —and from time to time 
an important private game. 

He was unmarried, had never been married. 

“Who would me? The way 1 move. Hither and yon and back 
nd forth again. ] got to travel light. You ever notice it, how 
you can always get one single-o on the plane? Also, I like 
so much, I would 
one by marrying them. 
The pattern of female com- 
p he had evolved 
entirely satisfactory to the fe 
males as well as to himself, Iu 
his business he was a ruthles 
slashing stylist; with girls he 
a tender boy—atientive 


as 
nid con- 
siderate and (this never hurts) 


d a number of 


generous. He h: 


numbers wherever he went and 
there 


continual 
nents. on 
nions wi 


although were 

changes djus 

the whole his comp: 

| constant. He never dissembled, 
pretended or lied 

“They al 

Us the score, Nothing- 


e 


s know with 


I met him, he had been 
in Las Vegas for ten months, his 

» years. For the first time in his lite 
his health had failed, An extended sedentary existence coupled 
with an excess of smoking and drinking had brought about a 
set of worrying symptoms. His careless dict and uncertain 
hours had aggravated his condition. He stopped smoking, cold, 
five minutes after his doctor advised him to do so, and gained 
18 pounds in three weeks. He gave up eating for two days and 
fainted into the arms of his Chicago bookmaker. A checkup 
led lung congestion and an elevated. cholesterol. count 
He went to Las Vegas and took. himself in hand. A bookcase 
I saw in the sitting room of his suite there was filled with 
works on nutr id exercise and relaxation. An Exercyele 
t up, and he owned a Relexacizor as well as several 
tors. A chinning bar was rigged in the doorway to the 
oom and one of the beds had been removed from the bed- 
room to make room for an exercise mat, weights and pulleys. 
“But the most good of all is from the massaging.” he told 
me. “Would you believe it? And what's crazy is how I almost 
y blew it. Because when the doctor—the one he 
1 should—for circulatory reasons—I told him forget 
lined him how I tried it already several times in fact 
one thing I can't stand it's il. Massaging. The 
whole idea is what I can't stand. Every time if 1 do it I wind 
up more tenser and nervouser than before I laid down. How 
anybody? Vn. oll your clothes, naked, and you 
Jay down and some man starts in to rub you. I swear to God 


STEVE DE VITA 


longest stay anywhere 
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1 could get sick to my stomach from only 
talking about it. Look my hands how 
they're wet. Anyhow this docior—the one 
here—he says to me, "You mean you can't. 
stand it people to touch you? "Thats it 
I says. ‘Even you, When you were exam 
ining me before I felt to bop you one." 
He says, ‘Would you feel the same if it 
was a woman? Ї says. ‘What do you mean? 
A woman massager? He says, ‘Ves.’ So I 
say, Well, what the hell, doc, it would 
depend what does she look like?” And he 
says, "Let me see what I can do Did you 
know they got а hw here you can't mas 
sage a female if you're a male or a male 
if you happen to be a female unless with 
an MD's perscription? Anyway, the 
next morning he calls me on the phone, 
the doctor, and he tells me this person'll 
be right over. Now I'm nervouser than 


before even. She comes in. I nearly f 
because—well, you seen her. A 
knockout She's wearing white eve 


thing. Shoes, too. And lugging that port- 
ble table and she sets it up. But the 
thing was, everything was so businesslike, 


like a nurse, that 1 couldn't feel Lunny. 
left on my shorts. but. Aud she started in 
to, Turns out she's only the greatest in 
the world, that's all. Just rubi 
talking like some of them. 
found out. She's a Swede. from Sweden. 
and she does it Swedish. Different kinds 
—like for waking you up healthy—thar's 
the one she done that day—or putting to 
sleep or a hangover or mild relax 
She's some kind of a genius. 1 have her 
come back after for the putting to sleep 
onc. This one she docs on the bed. not 
the table and when she gets down to my 
lower back part she pulls my shorts olf 
ne and you want to know something? It 
was like nothing. I mean she was doing 
her job like as if she would be say like a 
barber or a tailor, And the next thing 
you know, I'm sleeping the best sleep I 
slept in months. So from then on I set 
her up for three times a day and she still 
does. You know what I weigh? Guess. 
Oneforty even. And my cholesterol? 
Guess. Oneseventy-our. You can have 
tworfifty and it’s within normal. And the 
smoking, I don't miss it on account I'm 
relaxed—and here's the cherry on the 
top—on account of that I'm on my long- 
cst winning streak. How about that 

I came to know Georgie Benefit well 
during the following week. He was most 
helpful took me about, explaining 
the routines and the characters and. the 
fine points of the various games. I 
watched him play, but did not play m 
sel. He wondered about this and 
1 I told him that 1 had 
never gambled. When I revealed the 
1 have never scen а horse race, 
ded me as oddly as he might 
e had I confessed to him that I was 
a hermaphrodite. 

“Well.” he said, "maybe because you 
round the right places. Like 
week ain't cnough—but 1 


er been 
гуре а 


n 
now. M 


figure in four, five days you'll be grab- 
bing yourself а little. action.” 

He was wrong. It took three days. 1 
became involved in а blackjack game 
and played for five hours. At the end, I 
as well ahead. Beginner's luck. 
nd I sat in the coffeeshop, 
ng а late supper of fresh fruit salad 
t-free cottage. cheese. 

“Don't eat the melon parts," he ca 
tioned. “It’s full of water retention. 


m sorry to hear it,” he said. “Be 
Cause if you get so high from a win, 
you'll get too low [rom a lose. You got to 
get your jollies from the playing, sce, not 
from the win or lose. 
philosophy expressed 
often, generally in loftier terms. Every 
master has tied to teach me that joy 
must be found in the doing, and that ac- 
ceptance or rejection of the result is по 
more than an aftereffect. Now here was 
Georgie Benefit, in indifferent syntax 
reintroducing me to the verities)) 

“I do good, it so happens," he contin 
ued, "But I would do it even if 1 would 
do bad because what I like is to do it 
Remember that guy they tell- what's his 
name? Mizner?—in the story? When the 
said to him, ‘Don't you know that’s a 
crooked wheel you're playing? And he 
said, "Sure | know, but its the only 
game 

"The afternoon after I met him, he was 
with the same impressive blonde | had 
n him with in the lounge. When he 
introduced her to me ay Sigrid Johnson, 
I gathered that she was the masseuse. 
After he had put her on the threeaday 
schedule, he persuaded her to give up 
her other clients and work for him exclu- 


sively. А few months after that, the pre 
ng understanding was that she was 

his girl. 
Her abilities did not end with her 


work in physiotherapy, he explained. 
She was, in addition, a champion swim- 
mer, trainer, posture expert, nutritionist 
and registered nurse. She took his blood 
pressure daily and blood samples once а 
week for comparative analysis. She was, 
à charge of hi 

"What's the use talking? 
tell things too good. 
"You do fine." 

"No. I mean it. The best way I want 
y point is I wane you to have 
her—my guest—a couple times a week 
1 you'll see.” 


“Don't bc scared. 


Fm not scared. 
"Then what?’ 
“Well, didn't you 

prescription? 

So what's that? Listen, T know M.D.s 

out here that for a price, I could get 

them to write yuu a death certificate!” 
I had five appointments in all with 

Sigrid Johnson. was everything he 

had said, and more. 


it took a doctor's 


the time 1 

talk 
soon ma 

d me, | bx 

nese dinner. 

“What're you?" he asked. 

P e 

Married? What do I need ig 1 

wouldn't marry that Princess Kelly, for 

ош loud." 

"I just told you what 1 heard." 

"From who? From where 

"d rather not sa 

Why по" 

t was mentioned to me confiden 


my Sigrid. When i 
ached it to him during 


acked?” 


confidential crock.” he said 
ive'll get you ten that if 1 was to ask 
even, she'd give me a fast no. 

TIE I were a betting man, I'd 
up 

You're a betting m 
that. I've сеп you.” 

“This week only," I said. 


ke you 


. Dor 


t give me 


г research 


у.” he snorted. 

Still, I wondered how the rumor had 
started and began а round of a favorite 
sport—tracking down gossip. My barber 
there, Scotty, had told me. | asked him 
where he had heard it. From Hilda, one 
of the manicurist: and she had it from a 
stickman who was engaged to Siprid’s 
roommate, Terry; and Terry had got 
from Sigrid. 

1 did not reveal the result of my i 
quiry to Georgie or to anyone else. 1 
thought it a piece of information th 
might come in handy. Was I beg 
to develop a gambler's syndrome п 

Days passed and I heard 
and more. 

I said to Georgie, “People are talking 
about what they're going to give you 
and Sigrid as wedding presents." 

People.” he said, tic. They 
like to talk” 

“The big scam is you're going to do it 
this week, By the end of Sunday." 
"Give odds" he said. “Youll 

yourself a bundle." 

A curious look appeared on his face, 
Jong with two splotches. one on cach 
cheek. 


и? 
more 


grab 


She may not have heard me. 
Georgie had indicated. she never 
spoke while giving a treatment and 1 
could gather nothing from that stoic, 
ul. Nordic fa 
The following morning Scotty said to 
me, “I had a joe in the chair here two or 
three hack was looking for a bet on thc 
ys ves for Sunday. 
“What does he w 
€ to one.” 
For how much 
"Name it 
My begi 


е. 


er's Tuck at the black jack 
(continued on page 266) 


“Gosh, I just mel the most exciting man 
coming up in the elevator... 1” 


THE 
INCREDIBLE 
SHRINKING 
FERRARI 


article By Sti 


ng Moss 


THERE'S THIS FERRARI 2 
leather upholstery, V-12 engine with three twin-choke Webers. twin distributors and 
fuel pumps and ignition systems, four-speed all-synchro gearbox, Borrani wheels with 
four new Avon Turbospeed tires, heater, power brakes, one careful owner from new, 
an absolute steal at $12,600—and it's just over а foot long. That comes out to about 
a thousand dollars an inch! 

This particular Ferrari wasn't made by the Commendatorc's men at Modena, but 
by Mr. Henri Baigent in Bournemouth, England. That doesnt make it any less 
exotic, however. In fact, it's the most incredible Ferrari I've ever seen anywhere, and 
I've scen a few in my timc. 

The story really began for me when I met Baigent during the days when 1 was 
driving Grand Prix cars for Rob Walker. After experience in aircraft engi 
and later in instrument making, Baigent had turned to modelmaking—as an art and 


0 cr—beautiful job. finished in metallic bluegray with blue 


md 


means of earning a living. Опе of the first models he made used a three cylinder 
in-line working engine that he later put in а model Aston he built for Walker. At 
the time I mer Ва he was busy making a model of the Cooper 1 drove for Rob; 
it was later given to me, and now resides next to my desk, a snug glass case protectin 
ity delicate works from prying hands 
Some years ago. | heard that Baigent was engaged in making a model Ferrari 
for British sportsman Eddie Portman; it was to be a replica of Portman’s own car 
id nothing was to be spared in making the model curate and detailed as pos 
sible. I'd seen Baigent's work at firsthand, so I had some idea of the standard of 
workmanship to expect, but 1 didn't have a chance to see the car until it was returned 
to Baigent a month or so ago for some minor repairs and he offered to show it to 
me. Well, I finally clapped eyes on it the other day and I was absolutely flabbergasted. 
1 had never in my life seen anything so perfect—it was as (continued on page 271) 


! 


britain’s 

motor-racing great 
describes in loving deta 
the most unusual 
automobile 

he’s ever seen 


COD BLESS THE GENTILE (continued from page 173) 


м 
е ун 

In fact, the segregationists who accept 
M ihe occasional Jewish white supremacist 
* hold the Negro blameless for the agita- 
E 
a 
А 


tion that is overwhelming the South. 

“We understand the Negro.” they say. 
“He is like a child. The Jews put him up 
10 it. The Jews. Earl Warren and the 
other Communi 


My first brush with anti-Semi 
came when 1 was a ten-year-old imr 
grant boy selling newspapers along the 
Lower East Side of New York City. One 
day I ventured a block or two beyond 
our slum into the Irish slum. Some Irish 
kids chased me, yelling. "Christ killer!" 

А year later, three Irish buckoes caught 
me when I dared a similar ventu 
They "cockalized" me. There are hun 
dreds of men in their 605 who know 
what it is to be cockalized. Indeed, cock 
alization was universal. My father once 
told me there were specific Polish and 
Russian words for the process, The ene 
my kids threw the Jew to the ground, 
opened his pants and spar and urinated 
On his circumcised penis while they 
shouted, "Christ killer 
Irish, Polish and Italian kids shouted 
Shrist Killer" because for 1800 years the 
Church represented the Jews as a people 
cursed for the crime of crucifying Jesus. 
ildren drank it in with their mother's 
milk, saw the hated in action, and 
heard it confirmed by the prayer on 
Good Friday. which, until Pope John 
XXI deleted it. called the Jews 
"pcrlidious." 

The ritual of cockalization has dis- 
appeared in recent years. One reason is 
that so many Christian fathers consent 
10 having male offspring circumcised 
But the more important reason is that 
1 a separate secular 
aside [rom its religious one. 
Since the beginning of this century, it 
has not been necessary to hate the Jew 
for what he allegedly did 2000 years ago 
but for what lie might do in the future. 
which is to take over the world by one 
or another political or financial stratagem. 

Ав а m has 
lite re more, thanks to 
publication of the Schema on the 
. the Маса nical Council 
having decided to absolve the Jews from 
the guilt of having crucified Jesus. The 
Roman Catholic Church was trying to 
redress ап unjust charge that has cost 
the lives of millions of people. destroyed 
millions of homes and led to cnormous 
expropriation and exploitation. 

"There is no minimizing the good will 
and nobility of purpose that inspired 
both Pope John XXIII and Pope Paul 
VI. For that reason, I sent an open letter 
to the Jewish leaders of the world call- 
g for a Jewish Ecumenical Council in 

Jerusalem. At that time, the Jews could 
188 issue a Schema on the Christians. 


It is our turn. I propose that we Г 
give the Christians for the Inquisition. 
the Crusades, the ghettos and the expul- 
sions. I think we can also include for- 
giveness for the usurpation of proper 
that continued for 1600 years, the world- 
wide discrimination; we should also 
ive our annoyances at the barriers that 
guard country and city, fraternal and 
luncheon clubs, resort hotels and college 
fraternities. 

The Christians have been nice. Now 
we can be nice. "There is no reason for us 
to hold bitterness in our hearts because 
Crusader Godfrey of Bouillon drove the 
Jews of Jerusalem synagogue 
and set it on fire. There is no reason our 
Christian neighbors should be held re 
sponsible for the wholesale slaughter of 
the Jews in the cities on the Rhine by 
the Christians of the Second Crusade. Nor 
should they be held responsible for the 
murders perpetrated by Peter the Hermit 
and Peter of Clugny. 

And why should we let the memory of 
the Inquisition haunt us? 

Such a Schema will help the cause of 
brotherhood, because the absolution 
conferred on the Jews by the Ecumeni- 
cal Gouncil will not mean much to the 
m. according to 
every authority, has followed а noto 
riously narrowing career. In the begin- 
ng. it led either to conversion or to 
degradation, but ac leas it gave the Jew 
a choice. During some periods of history. 
conversion made the Jew a preferred ci 
iren. In England, for instance, he lived 
in Jews’ House, where Englishmen fed 
and clothed him and insisted only t 
he listen to three Christian sermons а 
week. From this religious base, anti- 
Semitism descended to its socioeconomic 
stage where the dictum ordered, “You 
cannot live among us." Which meant ex- 
pulsion. This wasn't а nice choice, but it 
was still a choice. However, in its 20th 
Century political stage. the German Nazis 
took all the fat out of anti-Semitism. 
‘ou cannot live" is no choice at all. 

"These days. there's not much arguing 
with the But then, there w 


wa 


nti-Semite anyway. The antiSemite is 
nvariably resourceful. A case in point is 
Edouard Drumont, editor of Le Libre 
Parole, who spearheaded the French 
mitic movement during the Drey- 
flair. When a heckler challenged 
aying, “How can you talk? You 
married a Jewish woman," Drumont re 
plied, “1 hate the Jews for having killed 
my Lord Jesus but I love the Jewish 
women for having wept for H 

The truth about anti-Semitism is that 
it is a renunciation of logic and there- 
fore no logic can prevail against it 

My closest friend, Carl Sandburg, once 
told me, “Harry, TI never understand 
the mystery of а m. Гуе heard 


the hobo 
d һе 


it in the wheat fields and i 
jungles. I've heard it arou 
campfires in Puerto Rico during th 
Spanish-American War and I've heard it 
in the union ha'ls. I've heard it among 
fellow Socialists. and among fellow 
poets, I've heard it among the poor look- 

g for a handout and I've heard it 
among the rich, the powerful and the 

ntellectual. It remains for me а great 
nystery. 

This ш help explain why many 
American Jews often cie dayto- 
day concern over anti-Semitism. No mat- 
ter how good things are, no matter how 
decp the involvement of some Jews in 
politics, others in philanthropy, still oth- 
ers in civic works, anti-Semitism remains 
an illdefined yet frequently present 
menace for Jews, and this despite the 
fact that American Jews are guaranteed 
political and religious liberty. 

Nor does the Jew’s concern—or may 1 
call it fear?—abate when anti-Semitism 
issues only from the mouths of obviously 
discredited hatemongers such as George 
Lincoln Rockwell and Gerald L. К. 
Smith. The Jew is doubly exposed. He is 
exposed as а Jew. a marginal member of 
ty, and he is exposed because so 
many of his numbers are now in the 
middle class, and the congenital disease 
of the middle class itself is—fear. This 
month is good. But what about next 
month? Will we meet the quota? 

Knowing this, Т have often wondered 
why my fellow Jews did not rake advan 
tage of middle-class status to end an 
Semitism. In fact, I offered the Golden 
Plan to End AntiSemitism to the An 
Defamation League some ycars ago. 1 
urged them to insert a full-page ad in 
every morning and evening newspaper, 
every weekly and monthly magazine. 
America. The ad would declare in effect 
that che next time we heard any an 
Semitism, we would all become Chri 
tians immediately. Most of us, I am sure, 
would naturally head for the High Epis- 
copal Church: and the prospect of sev- 
eral mi Jews entering such Fifth 
Avenue institutions as the Church of the 
Heavenly Rest or St. Thomas’ would 
make the Episcopalians plenty nervous. 
"They might суеп volunteer 10 support 
the Anti-Defamation League and estab. 
lish a ouly influential phalanx against 
the anti-Semites. 

"The ADL did not take me up on this 
plan, but that’s because they thought 1 
kidding. 


m, because anti-Semitism is 
also a powerful magic. In the hands of a 
demagog, it works bener than magic. 


It enabled Hitler to convert economic 


and political misery into the red of 
“the conspirators” who wrought the mis- 
ery. It does not alleviate the misery, but 
it convinces people that if they search 
out the enemy, the misery will go aw 

(continued on page 307) 


VIE INCREASINGLY FREQUENT use of the word “culture” in public controversy and in 
statements of political and social aims is sinister. It recalls the ceaseless talk about 
health by the sick and the hypochondriacal, about sex by impotents like D. H 
Lawrence and Havelock Ellis, It recalls the perpetual quest for eroi 
societies, where the normal urges have abated or become ext 

he reason that so much money is being spent on culture today, that so m 
people are so avidly seeking it; that the vast mumbo 

carried to such extra that everyone who ca nage it is 
pping away { away at a violin, bori nd every 
one else silly with talk about Genet and Godot and old Uncle Tom Eliot and all; 
that notes are ded, dismal statues erected in dismal shopping 
= s endured, museums prowled through, art 
alleries thronged. dollars cheerfully and profusely disbursed for a Picasso scrawl 
on a menu—the season for all this cultural activity ix precisely that there is no culture. 

Significantly enough. the first widepread preoccupation with culture was in 
апу in the days of ı Wilhelm II, As the Germans turned to courses of 
al barbarism, they pratiled the more and the louder about their culture, making 
straight the way for their first fulltledged minister of culture, Dr. Joseph Goebbels, 

x whose auspices learning, literature and rts flourished as never before, 10 
the accompaniment of loud Yahoo yells and wreathed in incinerator smoke. 

The Bolsheviks, likewise, having totally destroyed such Russian culture as existed, 
and having created condit n which no one could possibly write or think or 
in any intellectual or artistic purst 
val certa g sent to the salt 
in their protestations of devotion to “proletault”—one ol those Orwellian nonwords 
that have bloomed so Iuxuriantly in our time to convey the nonmeaning of 
nonexistent concepts. 

We, too, in о Free World, have managed to comb 
destructiveness hitherto unparalleled. in history. Where is Dresden? There is scarcely 

ich and rare cultural heritage, bequeathed to us by 2000 years of 

escaped the insensate fury of crusaders for peace, free 
о, no earthquake or other natural 
liberation 

nd ery 
placed person" 10 
as they scurried from 


ew towns, orchest 


ie 


"s 


without running into trouble, with the 


y of t 


of our ri 
Christendom, that has wholh 
Чот and brotherly love. No f 
alsion 


destructiveness of these successive 
been that, as the liberators razed cities to the ground 


com 
The final irony 
lizal out of their moral vacuity dreadful expressions like 
describe the fate of the millions turned into fugitives and stray 
one heap of rubble to another. still they upheld their Four Freedoms and waved 
their cultural standards high. Burning, killing, raping, destroying, the liberators [rom 
the East pounded toward E neient capitals, or what was left of them, wh 
the liberators from the West, with idiot cries of approval, pounded 10 meet diem. 

I someone had asked, say. Dr. Johnson how his culture was, he would. inevi 
tably have assumed that the quest was raving mad. Suill more would he have 
scen any attempt to locate or meastne the contemporary cultural deposit by means of 
questionnaires, publicopinion polls and other such devices a 
gance of а hopelessly deranged mind. One can imagine the explosion that would 
have been precipitated by any talk in his presence of a cultural explosion. To au 18th 
n like Johnson, the whole concept of culture as something exist- 
s own right. and distinct from living was te 

in the 20th Century. We have he hout derision or apoplexy of 
parks of culture istries 15 of culture, of cultural centers 
prod y to promote cultural studies and adhi 
* fed culture with our mothers milk and rocked culturally in our c 
id college we are drenched and lambasted with cultui 
stages of our lives: whatever else we may lack, it is 


representing the extrav 


ious outlays of mon 


Truly, he that would keep his culture m 
been notable for a total absence of artist 
has 


Our time ha 
Human genius in our time 
h have been [ 
lacity. Man has made more progress in my lifetime in 
unraveling hew life works than in all the centuries since history hegan; over the 
same period, his contribution toward elucidating what life (concluded on page 263) 


one almost exclusively into scientific 
ir range. variety and 


Is y 
Culture 
Showing? 


opinion 
By eMalcolm cMuggeridge 


їп which england’s 
caustic curmudgeon contends 
that—in contrast with our 
technological accomplishments— 
today’s overorganized pursuit of 
the muses is producing 
nothing of value 
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ANTA < 


playboy updates that jolly old elf 
so that every slice in the layer cake of life 
; can have а saint nick all its own 
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ESCALATION CLAUS ANTI-CLAUS 
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NICK THE BEARD CLERGY CLAUS ST. NICK-NIK 


THERE ARE 

FESTIVE TIMES, 

round about the holi- 

day season, when you 

and we and other merry- 

makers wish the jollification 

could somehow last and last— 

as if one wished that time could 
really be made to stand still. What 

we here propose as a means of 
accomplishing this miracle—or 
coming close to it—is a 12-o'clock 
party or, more precisely a 12-to-12 
one. Theideais this: Thanks to global 
time zones, it’s midnight—or noon— 
somewhere in the world every hour on 
the hour; what you, as host, do to pro- 
long the special kind of holiday pleas- 
ure that is usually encompassed in 
a brief span of relaxed and informal 
partying is to follow the sun round 
the world, arresting time by cele- 
brating 12 o'clock—wherever it 
may be—every hour on the 
hour, for 12 hours. Practically 
speaking, you serve forth 

food and drink to your 

guests hourly, each of- 

fering reflecting the 

ethnic best of 

some part of 


the world where the hands of the clocks 
re pointing straight up. There's no эсс 
cocktail time, no set dining time: Your 
guests may nibble and swig as much or 
as little as they wish, when they wish, 
for as long as they wish, and the у: 
of viles and potables you proffer will 
keep the most sylphlike birds and the 
huskies, Wencherm ng to your 
bar and bullet to ain spirits and 
zesty energy at party peak from first ar- 
rival to last departure. Sound like a hell 
of a lot of work for beleaguered hosts? 
Rest ye merry, gentle Phe fun 
clipses the toil: preplanning precludes 
your being a kitchen slavcy. The small 
dvance effort repays you thirteenfold in 
ring the fun with your guests, rather 
merely providing it. And the 
stopped-clock informality of your fete 
(the fact that your guests may drop in, 
drop out—and retum—as the holiday 
mood moves them) gu: your 
party participants, at any given moment, 
are chez vous because they want to be, 
not they've accepted а tim 
b 


PLAYBOY 


becaus 
ding invi 

‘The best way to invite fri 
party is to send out written invitations 
two or three weeks in advance. On each, 
list the dishes you'll be serving next to 
the hour that they'll be offered. By let- 
ting guests know that hourly there. will 
be new manna from your kitchen, your 
batting average for acceptances will 
come close to a thousand. 
of the first pr 


ciples of open- 
2 Stick around. 
ring host who runs 
out to the kitchen too much, You can, 
of course, keep your shoulder complete- 
ly off the wheel by having the whole 
celebration, from cocktail picks to coffee 
urn, handled by caterers, But the trouble. 
with many caterers—not allis that 
their repertoires are too limited, their 
es 100 ostentatious. The best 
for most bachelors who've carned 
their own personal cordon blew is to 
p up a few of the 13 courses that 
have won your friends’ bravissimos, and 
chase the balance of the feast. You'll 
doubtedly remember a fresh palê 
maison at one restaurant, а great quiche 
lorraine at another, or one of the classic 
specialties served at your club. Order 
them comfortably i 
grand taxi tour pick them up freshly 
prepared for the next day's open house. 
You'll want to hire three helpers or n 
cruit some of your friends—one who will 
act as custodian of the punch bowls, bar 
and bullet table, the others to take care 
of cooking and cleanup. 

Our 1210-12 bullet starts with a whole 
бу sty stand-by remains 
the table throughout the 1210-12 ses- 
sion. Later on, гөз filet of beef takes the 
ht. Still later, a whole smoked 


advance, and in one 
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turkey 
rid 


kes its bow. By providing this 
cumulative cushion of viands [or 
your revelers, you'll never be over 
whelmed by the sudden surge of arrivals 
for which open houses are famous. Vir 
tually any craving for food and drink 
instantly appeased, and when the come 
gerit call is heard, everybody joins 
the hourly gathering at the festive board 
Ata party such as this, the un; 
question in logistics is how much food to 
buy. It’s the problem no matter whether 
your party is completely catered or 
Whether you pick up your provender 
from your favorite delicatessen or restau- 
s. Buy enough for two thirds the total 
number of guests invited. You have 60 
accept or cook, 10 portions 
of cach specialty. The size of each so- 
called “portion” changes from what it 
would norm -down dinner. 
Hors d'oeuvre dishes such as shrimp 
or pité should be larger than normal 
Chefsd'ocuvre, meats and poultry should 
be smaller than normal. Мом impor- 
lant, serve you 1 let 
the assembled crowd help themselves. 
This common-sense solution always work 
For guests who can't resist super por- 
ions of their favorite dish, there are 
always the cold meaty and their accom. 
paniments for a satisfying substitute 
Almost all leftover foods can be con- 
verted into frozen-food assets. Some can 
be refrigerated and used at the next 
day's crony critique, а post party gather- 
ing that olten turns out to be as delight- 
ful as the party itself. Finally, the host at 
9-12 party should take it easy 
the punch bowl. Remember the Tali: 
words “Bevitore ma non bombone. 
Drink well, but don’t drink until you're 
foolish. 


12-10-12 Holiday Table: Bedeck the 
table 


with candles, flowers or center- 
ad a fruit bowl or basket. Food 


size. Provide the largest possible stock- 
pile of forks, and at midnight, enough 
fondue forks for all present. Napkin: 
should be amassed at the bulfet table 
1 at strategic spots throughout the 
apartment. ‘There should be trays of 
sorted small split buttered rolls or small 
bread-and-butter sandwiches, allowing 
one and а half servings per guest. Store 
most of the bread and rolls, covered with 
moistened towels, in refrigerator. Bring 
to bullet table as needed. As for the 
potables, the following should suffice. 

Fish House Punch: Serves 12. Thaw 
2 12307. pkgs hozen sliced peaches in 
heavy syrup. Pour into well of electric 
blender: blend 1 minute at high speed. 
Pour over large block of ice in punch 
bowl together with 1 quart light rum, 
224 cups cognac, | quart icc water, 1 
pint freshly squeezed lemon. juice and 1 
cup sugar. Stir well. Let all ingredients 
pen in punch bowl ас least I hour 
belore serving. 


Champagne Punch: Serves 12. Pour 
п bow! surrounded with ice or 
large pitche rounded with ice, $ 
fifths iced brat champagne, 4 ozs. m 
schino liqueur. 4 ozs. iced cream sherry, 4 
ozs. iced fresh lemon juice and 16 ors 
iced fresh orange juice. Suir slightly. 
Pour into stem champagne glasses. Ke: 
potables for refills in refrigerator. until 
serving time. 

Standard Hard Drinks: At а separate 
small table or bar cart, line up the 
whiskeys. gin, vodka and vermouth for 
those guests who choose to eschew the 
punch. bowls 

Assorted Light and Dark Beers and 
who prefer the malt 
nd a pre-chilled selec 
and ales, both imported 


and domestic. 

Wines: Be sure to anticipate 
wishes of visiting vinophiles by set 
out several bottles of wine. A vintage 
red Bordeaux and some imported Мо 
selle or Liebfraumilch should sulli 

Directions below are for pampering 20 
holiday appetites. АШ major culinary 
operations should be completed dhe day 
before the party 

12 o'clock noon—Cold Glazed Ham: 
Buy а 10-12 Ib. (cooked weight), bonc- 
in, glazed ham, either Smithfield or mild 
cured. Enthrone the ham on a carv 


the 
ing 


meat to order. Salud Cauchvise: Boil 6 
Ibs. potatoes. Peel and cut into Yin. 
cubes. Cut enough Delicious apples, 


pecled and cored, to make 3 cups. Ap- 
ples should be cut same size as potatoes. 
In а lage mixing bowl combine pot 
toes, apples, 5 cups diced celery, 12 strips 
bacon, fried crisp, drained and chopped 
fine, 3 tablespoons rendered bacon fat, 
ly% cups heavy cream, 34 cup mayoi 

ise. Y4 cup Calvados or apple brand 
3 tablespoons finely minced fresh chives. 


14 cup cider vinegar, 3 tablespoons su; 
Р 


and salt and pepper to taste. Toss 
well. Chill, covered, overnight in refriger 
ator. Place a bowl of salad on table at 


noon. 
needed. 


Repkice from time to time as 
Wild-Rice Pilaf: Wash 4 cups 


raw wild rice well in cold water. Remove 
ny foreign particles. Drain, Melt Y4 cup 
buuer in large heavy stucepan. Add 14 


cup finely minced shallots or onions and 
Vo db. finely minced. fresh mushrooms. 
Sauté a [ew minutes. Do not let shallots 
brown. Add wild rice, 9 quarts chicken 
broth and 1 small bay leaf. Bring to boil 
Simmer, covered, over lowest possible 
flame until rice is tender, about 30 m 
utes. Place a small amount in chat 
dish over hot 
Laborsaver: Use canned wild rice inste: 
of raw, seasoned, however. with sh 

and mushrooms. 
1 o'clock —Gnocchi, Roman Style: In 
(continued on page 341) 


article By LUCIUS BEEBE 


ЖҮЛ к.а 
oan et ses 
FRUEN NAR Ei 


Y 
"T 


voce оши Sots 


IN THE Mip-18905—when Charles 
be the peer of 


Yerkes, the Chicago i е. hankered for a Fifth Avenue mansion to 
not actually to improve on, the 11. se mily and the equally 
staggering residences of such Lorenzos of the age ngton, the California railroad baron, and 
Montana's acquisitive Senator William Andrews С the moment, bad. Yerkes’ notion of home 
was а $5,000,000 establishment, possibly the equivalent in cost of four and a half times as much today, housing 
one of the most magnificent collections of old masters yet assembled in the United States. 

Worried friends pointed out that at a time when psing on every hand and unemployment was 
abroad, such ostentation might contribute to unrest among thc lower orders of society. Especially singled out for 
disapproval were a pair of magnificent bronze doors [rom a Venetian palace which, fronting on Fifth Avenue as 
they did, openly flaunted the wealth of their owner. 

Yerkes gave the matter his attention. He didn’t w: 


ze concealed under a protec 
“What is it?" he was asked. 

“Platinum!” said Yerkes proudly. 

The expenditure of large sums of money in modern times, no matter how alluring a prospect it may appear 
to people who regularly patronize caleterias, has not ys been the easiest thing in the world. И was even more 
«сш in the ancient world of Rome which, for some ble reason, has always been held up as the glass of 
d the mold of profligacy. Danc ‚ large retinues of domestics and, of course, sumptuous con- 
bout the only outle ilable to the well-heeled Roman magnifico concerned about upward 
atus sweepstakes, So limited were the avenues for exploration in these fields that Nero evolved the 
office of a court which, in the person of Pet 
new ways of spending money and doing it splendidly. 

Progress—if, as is maintained by a not inconsiderable school of thought, it h 
has widened the field and lengthened the avenues of potentiality for getting r 

You can get all the pictures you want for fifty thousand dollars apiece, 
most princely picture broker in the annals of art, “But to get pictures fo 


с coating of less-opulentappearing me 


mobility in the s 


onius, was solely concerned with discovering 


accomplished nothing else— 
L of surplus cash. 

d the late Lord Joseph Duveen. the 
à quarter of a million dollars cach, that 


wants. doing!" 

The old masters in which Duvcen exclusively dealt were one way of spending money with a panache of ele- 
nce. So, Loo, are seagoing yachts, diamond necklaces, titled sons-in-law, boxes at the Metropolitan Opera, dresses 
by Givenchy, stylish Park Avenue addresses, A-deck suites on the Quecn Elizabeth, a multiplicity of city and sub- 
sidences, custom-built Bentleys, gold plumbing and other deluxe domestic appointments, English butlers. 
ме parties and the ownership of newspapers and racing stables—all of them useful agencies for lightening 
adividual fina 
“There are still privare residences where only male domestics appe: 


urban 
debu 
the 


ial burden. 


n the front of (continued on page 272) 197 


THE 
SEVEN 
COFFINS 


those lead-lined boxes had transformed the 
ship’s hold into a mausoleum and threatened to 
turn his homecoming into a nightmare 


1 was YOUNG; I was ti 
bear malice toward a soul 
be a success; 1 made deci 


ulously, exultandy young; 1 did not 
; 1 was determined to 
id did not know the 
iything untoward 
could happen to me; yet I was C RS people said 
that I had other good qualities; I only faintly apprehended 
in every human being there are two human beings, а 
player and a counterplayer; I was 23, and my confidence was 
such that I did not even know that I was confident; and I 
knew little of the laws of fate or compensation. 

My girl, whom I had lost and might rewin, wrote me from 
New York that she was bored and lonely and was I ever 


coming back. That was enough. At once, without thinking 
about it at all, I threw up my job and engaged 

home on the first ship ava һ was die 
Capricornus. In those days, aircraft did not draw 
ir tight, taut skeins over the melon of the Atlantic. 

But, jubilant as I was, 1 knew that throwing up my job. 
which had been hard to get, was a serious matter. For 14 
months | had worked in the London bureau of the Chicago 

nd I loved it, After paying for my passage on the 
apricornus, I had $140 in the world 

Who carcd? 

Everything excited me. 1 walked to the end of the dock in 
Southampton, in windy rain that bit to the bone, watching 


crawled under my collar and I pulled it out vi 
Swing а net above me, dripping with 
object hat seemed to me strange, but of familiar shape. 
“What's that?" I asked a junior officer, pointing up. 
His face split into a g mile, with the rain splashing it 
"Ah! Thats a coffin, 
“A what?" 
“A соба. Yes, sir, we carry seven of "em this trip, 
stout coffins, made of the firmest oak and lined with lead.” 
A whistle shrieked. The second coffin starred its voyage 
a hatch that led to the dark hold. 1 watched. 


, was an 


“Theyre very heavy, sir." 
So I gather. What do you need seven соп» for?" 

“This ship will be setting out on a cruise, sir. We call first 
at New York on our regular run, pick up the cruise passengers 
and then start the cruisc—a hundred and thirteen days, right 
around the world. Costs a fine penny, the He wiped 
nd made a balloon 


bound to die. Average on a long cruise, two or three. 
But we carry seven coffins, sir, i 

“Why don't you bury the bodi 

Я or the old lady, 
ad be salted dow! 


as the case may 
in the family 


wants to go home neat 
earth.” 
Bells began to ring. I watched another coffin swing through 


the hatch. 


aid. "Sce you on the voyage.” 


1 hopped aboard. 1 climbed to the topmost deck and grasped 
the white rails, which were slimy with cold rain. We set olf, 
and almost at-once began to roll and shudder, The sca looked 
like ink mixed with milk. 

1 paid no attention. My mind suddenly became aflame with 
а могу I might write about those seven coffins. 1 had a gin fizz 


and sat myself down in the smoking room and scribbled 

‘Those cothns, deep in the hold, heavy, empty. me 
awaited prey. They were instruments of fate, Perhaps th 
Capricornus would be ten days out of New York, perhaps two 
weeks .. . sailing placidly with its cruise passengers under a 
painted moon, somewhere in the Caribbe: 
Jamaica, A death on board—sudden, unaccountable. 
it was that old man, with a face c tortoise shell, 
his goggles making his eyes look like those of an animal, who 
had been flirting with the young girl in the bright pink sweat 
cr... And then the girl herself —i stances equally 
sinister, equally inexplicable. Now, having heard about the 
seven coffins lying balefully in wait below, our ship's com. 
pany began to worry. The sleek. somewhat fat, white Capri- 
comus completed the first leg of its voyage, pierced the 
Panama Canal and burrowed through the long rollers of thc 
Pacific. Our third death came near Honolulu disconcerting. 
A middleaged Viennese woman who played cards placidly 
every night with her daughter, who looked older than she was 
and pronounced bridge “pritch,” toppled over with a heart 
attack. 

Now tremors of apprehension did, indeed, shake the Capri 
cornus, Our fourth victim was a stockbroker who col 
after a game of deck tennis off the Chir 
of irreversible doom and terror, (continued on page 310) 


memoir by 
JOHN GUNTHER 


WOOO CARVING: BY BILL BRYAN 


SILVERSTEINS SONGBOGK, 


a fresh selection of risible lyrics from the grabby bag of playboy's hirsute songsmith 


Our ubiquitous beard has been a busy bard. Due soon: Dirty Feet, a book of 150 Silverstein 
songs (including these lyrics and those in last December's ptavnoy). a volume of verse. Sarah 
Cynthia Sylvia Stout Would Not Take the Garbage Out and Other Poems, and an LP— 
Drain My Brain—featuring Crouchin’ on the Outside Lookin’ at You on the Inside Lookin’ 
ot Me оп the Outside Lookin’ In. Ahead: a movie and a musical whose themes are Тор Secret. 


“THE CLAM” 


| found a clam beside the sea inside a seedy sack 

1 said to the clam, “Dear sir or ma'am, allow me to call you Jack 
Will you come home with me for a cup of tea 

And maybe a midnight snack? 

For | have some nice Tabasco sauce 

To pour upon your back." 


| put the clam in a big brass pot 
And | boiled a burbling brew, 

And his green eyes gleamed 

And he steamed and steamed 

And he grew... and grew . . . and grew 

He was oh so small—now he's nine feet tall 
And I'm feeling rather biue 

"Cause he's pouring Tabasco sauce on my back 
Now what do you think he'll do?! 


1 met a little girl with big blue eyes and ruby lips 
She looked so cute in her long black boots up to her hips 
She said, “Why don't you come home with me, it'll be a lovely trip 
"Cause | have got some very lovely whips.” 
1 said, “Whips 
She said, “Whips!” I said . . 
(chorus) “I don't know which way I'm goin’ 
But | know I ain't goin’ that way 
1 don't know where my boat is rowin 
But | know it ain't rowin' that way 
1 don't know where the wind is blowin’ 
Or the sea is flowin’ or the grass is growin’ 1 
And 1 don't know which way l'm goin’ A 
But 1 know Г ain't goin’ that way." A FS 
| was sittin’ around with my head on the ground. | a 
And my feet tucked under my arm Ж, 
Thinkin’ to myself how the world had just lost all its charm } 
Then my baby said, “If you want some kicks that won't do you no harm 
Why, simply stick this needle into your arm.” "o a 
| said, “Insulin?” i> 
She said, "No." I said ... D 
(chorus) J >) á 
So 1 went to a bar to get myself a little bit of joie de vivre i fa 
Told everybody how my baby treats me miserably hi 
There was a fellah there with bleacned-blond hair 5 [Т 
Gave me a lot of sympathy ] 
He said, "Poor thing. you can come and live with me." j 
I saîd, "Шуе with thee?" т ү e 
He said, “Yes, live with me and we'll be we." I said 
chorus) 


“CORN FLAKES WITH 
SUGAR AND TEARDROPS” 


I'm eatin’ corn flakes with sugar and teardrops 
Since the milkman run away with you 

He stole my every dream 

And he forgot to leave the cream 

So I'm sittin’ here just wond'rin’ what to do. 


I'll have some coffee with sugar and teardrops 
I'll put teardrops and lemon in my tea 

I'll make a teardrop shake and a teardrop malt 
And everything's gonna taste of salt 

Until the day you both come back to me. 


антен IN COLLAGORATION WITH ALAN RIBBACK 


“EVERYBODY GOT SOME BUT ME” 


Well, a millionaire came around today 
And started throwin’ dollar bills away 
While everyone was grabbin" 

Where was I?—home nappin’ 

That's why today I'm eatin’ hay and clay. 


"Cause everybody got some but me 
Everybody got some but me 
Shorly and Bill and Gimpy and Lil 
Everybody got some but me. 


So I said, “I don't mind being poor 

"Cause | got a woman so sweet, demure and pure 
And she's innocent and mild as a newborn child" 
Till someone asked me, "Buddy, are you sure?" 


It seems that everybody got some but me 
Everybody got some but me 

Shorty and Bill and Gimpy and Lil 
Everybody got some but me. 


So that’s the way my world keeps goin’ round 
But Ill keep smilin’ even thougt 

And whoever would have hei 
That sweet thing was infected 

And there's an epidemic in this town! 


And everybody got some but me 
Everybody got some but me 

Shorty and Bill and Gimpy and Lil 
And pretty soon the rest of you will 
Yes, everybody got some but me. 


“THE 
MERMAID” 


“THREE- 
LEGGED 
MAN” 


J When I was a lad in a fishing town, an old man said to me, 
j) You can spend your life, a jolly jolly life, just saitin” on the sea 
A’ You can search the world for pretty girls til your eyes are weak and dim 
But don't go swimmin’ with a mermaid, son, 
If you don’t know how to swim. 
(chorus) For her hair is green as seaweed and her skin is blue and pale 
Ard I'll tell you now before you start 
You may love that girl with all your heart 
But you're just gonna love the upper part 
You're not gonna like the tail! 
So 1 signed on to a whalin’ ship and my very first day at sea 
Т seen a mermaid in the waves, reachin’ out to me. 
“Come live with me in the sea,” said she, “and down on the ocean floor 
I'll show you a million wondrous things you've never seen before." 


So over 1 jumped and she pulled me down, down to her seaweed bed 

And a pillow made of 2 tortoise shell she placed beneath my head 

She fed me shrimps and caviar upon a silver dish 

From her head to her waist she was just to my taste, but her bottom part was a fish. 


And then опе day as | looked up, I saw a sailin' ship 

And | met the stare of a millionaire out on a fishin’ trip 

A diamond ring he tied to a string and lowered it down in the water 

And my love divine she went for his line, and that was the way he caught her. 


So | sat and cried into the tide and I sang to the clams and whales 
How І missed her eyes and her long green hair and the silvery shine of her scales 
But then her sister swam right by and set my heart awhirl 
For her upper part was a ugly fish, but the bottom part was girl. 
(chorus) Oh her toes are pink and rosy and her legs are smooth and pale 
And her thighs they are a work of art 
And 1 love that girl with all my heart 
And 1 don’t give a damn about the upper part 
And that's how I end ту tale! ~ ~ 


Well, friends, you'd never guess it, so | really must confess it 

I just met the sweetest damsel of my long and dismal life 

Buta friend of mine said, “Buddy, just in case your mind is muddy 

Don't you know that girl you're foolin’ with is Peg Leg Johnson's wife? 
And that man is hard and cold and mean and grim 
And he'll brain you with his artificial limb." 

But next mornin’ bright and early 

| stole old Peg Leg's girlie 

And I also took his leg along just to play it safe 

But there weren't no time for laughter 

Cause he started hoppin' after 

And 1 keep on runnin’ faster but he won't give up the chase 

And I'm runnin’ cross the country with his bride 

And | got his wooden leg right by my side. 

(chorus) Oh I'm a three-legged man with a two-legged woman 

Bein’ chased across the country by a one-legged fool 
Oh he's hopin’ and he's floppin’ and he shows no signs of stoppin 
1 tell you boys, this life is hard and cruel. 

From the ridges of Montana to the swamps of Lou'siana 

Cross the mighty Mississippi to the swamps of Caroline 

From the mountains and the valleys to them dark Chicago alleys 

Each time that I lock back he's just about one foot behind 
And | know he must be cold and wet and sick 
But in spite of all his troubles he can't kick. 

(chorus) 

And each night while | am sleepin’, in my dreams he comes a-creepin' 

| hear him scream and holler, | hear him plead and beg 

He says, Shel, despite your stealin', | bear you ro hard feelin’ 

You can keep the goddamn woman but please give me back my leg 
"Cause, old friend, | know you think you took my wood leg 
But in the dark you made a mistake and stole my good leg. 


“IF YOU CANT DO IT” 

Hey, if you can't do it, baby, that's OK 

I'll find somebody who сап 

If you've got no mind to do it 

Or you're not inclined to do it 

Then | ain't gonna stick around and be your man. 
"Cause | need somebody | can squeeze and pet 
Who'll give me somethin’ that ain't been invented yet 
And if you can't do it, | won't sil and fret 
I'm gonna find somebody who can. 

If you won't do it, honey, that’s OK 

IIl find somebody who will. 

If you can't make it 

And you don't know how to fake it 

1 won't plant my pine tree on your hill 

Go and find yourself somebody else near and dear 

Who only wants to ball you ‘bout once a year 

And if you can't make lovin’ your whole career 

I'm gonna find somebody who can. 
By next Wednesday 
T'H find somebody who can 
Maybe a girl scout 
ГИ find somebody who сап... 
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"NEVER BITE A MARRIED поз мел ara wal tow Set 


And when she gets home at night her man will ask her why 
P d 


Then she'll say it's just a birthmark or some other silly lie 

But he'll get suspicious and then he will star! to pry 

Then she'll get hysterical and she will start to cry 

And he'll say, “1 don't blame you, but tell me who's the guy?" 

So she'll admit to everything and he will say “bye-bye” 

And he'll buy an airline ticket and he'll fly across the sky 

And then he'll come and find you and he'll punch you in the eye 

Then he'll rent a cheap hotel room and he'll hang himself with his tie 

And when she gets the news she'll take an overdose of sleeping 
tablets and she's gonna lie on the couch. and die 

So never, never, never, never, never, never, never, 

Bite a married woman on the thigh! 
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"JADED" 
Nothin’ to do but sleep in the sun No one but Segovia to teach me how tu play 
Nothin’ to think about but havin’ fun No one to advise but L.B.J. 
Nothin’ to eat but filet mignon And it ain't that Virna Lisi really gets in my way 
I'm startin’ to think that I'm jaded. But а man gets cruel when he's jaded, 
Nothin’ in my pocket but dividend checks Nothin’ to watch but my bank account grow 
Nothin’ to come home to but all kinds of sex Outside the Riviera—no place to go 
I'd try to explain but it's too complex And no one to go with me but Brigitte Bardot 
And so is life when you're jaded. And | might break the date ‘cause I'm jaded. 
Nothin’ in my cellar but vintage wine Yeah, I'm overloved and overfed 
Nothin’ to buy that ain't already mine And you say | should settle down with you instead 
Like those 45 starlets just waitin’ in line Well, | may be tired but, baby, 1 ain't dead 


But they'll just have to wait 'cause I'm jaded. And I'll never be that jaded! 


THE GIRLS OF 


TAHITI 


an eye-filling encomium to the legendary lovelies of that idyllic isle 


EVER SINCE ISTH CENTURY SAILORS returned to port with their tales of the loving girls of the South Seas, no gentleman's pipe 
dream has been e 


iore persistent than that of the palm-fronded tropical isle, isolated by a vast ocean and 
rich in scents and colors beyond the temperate ima 


to lie on the beach and make love. Wanderers who pu 


п, and teer 


encircling veel, 
g with passionate child-women whose only desire is 
е this dream i 


о the southern ocean are usually drawn by the si 
lure of Tahiti, crossroads of the South Pacific and island home of some of the world’s most forthright females. Like most 


An exotic omolgam of Sponish, French and Tahilion, finely sculpted Potricio Gorcia (below, left) is a student at Tohit/s Lycée Poul Gouguin 
Amid lush tropicol grandeur, Morevo Merahi brushes olter bath. Opposite: Suliry Myriom Будде epitomizes Polynesion womonhood. 


dreams, this one conceals a sprinkling of 
fiction, а dash of fancy—and a large dose of 
The fact is that while Tahiti may mean 
uin to the art buff, marlin to the sports 
‘man, Melville to the littérateur, even 
on cru to the gourmet, its reputation 
with the world at large is built on a firm 
foundation of compliant femininity; а rep. 
uration by no means undeserved, since thc 
girls of Tahiti have been famous for their 
atory proclivitics since the white man first 
touched their island—and them, 
Credit for the white discovery of Tahiti 
Saptain Samuel Wallis of the British 
ship Dolphin, who sighted the island's beck 
oning peaks on June 8, 1767. After sending 
Wallis dazedly 


Bikinied Sophie Towmihav, 17-yeor-old girl Friday 
ot the newspaper Echos de Palynesie, graces the 
verando af Papeete's Hotel Tohiti, where bubbly 
Caraline Marthens, born in San Francisca, is recep- 
tionist. Hibiscustressed Marie Here, of Chinese ex- 
traction, hails from Rurutu, in the Austral Islonds 
After napping in o fish-net hommock, ex-Califamian 
Betsy Grigsby surveys the surf, while Hawation 
eyeful Susie Bright apposite) sheds both cores 
ond pareu under a Tohition spring-fed waterfoll 


"x 


noted in the ship's log that the girls- 
handsome, some really great be 
stripped themselves naked and made all the 
alluring gestures they could to entice the 
men on shore.” The crew soon learned that 
those few who wouldn't give themselves 
freely would exchange their favors for nails 

on а one-for-one basis. A thriving trade 
blosomel overnight, coming to Wallis’ at 
tention when a boom tumbled to the Dol- 
phin's deck and the carpenters discovered 
that "every deat in the ship was drawn and 
all the nails carried oll." Hardly more than 
а heap of spars laced together with pura 
bark, the Dolphin limped back to London, 
and ‘Tahiti has never been the same 

In subsequent years, relations with the 
outside world undeniably have grown more 
sophisticated—but both Tahiti and its girls 
have managed. to retain. much of the charm 
that so captivated che first whites. Missionary 


Willowy Moeo Flohr, from neorby Huohine, odorns 
o French coloniol mansion in «оззіс muumuv. 
Above: Muliilinguol Awlina Tumohoi is agent for 
the loco! T.A.I. oirlines. Poris-born Annie Thiebout 
(right) awoits date, while monckinied Corloso 
Lee, from vowel-lodan Fooo, reloxes logoonside 


influence, the scourge of many another fun 
loving Pacific culture. was bloody but brief 
and generally ineflectual, Today, while the 
Js of Tahiti no longer shed their pareus to 
lure the incoming visitor through Customs. 
they remain—particularly in matters sexual 
-among the most candid, relaxed and un- 
self-conscious women in the world, Indeed 
more than a few visitors have left the island 
with the impression thar the entire fernale 
population has banded together with the sole 
purpose of pleasing the traveling stranger 
More than just her openness distinguishes 
the whine (it's wahine in Hawaiian, but in 
Tahiti everything is simplo, including tlic 
Is-letter alphabet) from. her sisters around 
the world, Tahiti, after all, is more than 
2000 miles from almost anywhere (4100 miles 
southwest of Los Angeles, 2500 miles north 
east of Auckland), and in a world of increas 
ing moral enlightenment, it’s difficult 10 


The peaks of Mooréo loom over Italian-born 
Donielle Dilio, sooking up sun at Cook's Boy. Ex- 
potricte Son Froncisccn Lynn Lombertion emerges 
from dip, os statuesque Rosine Copie, nolive of 
Boro-Bora, dries opulent tresses. Below: Hoirdresser 
Paulette Kieou, part Chinese, is expert water skier. 


А 


envision even the most hapless jetage roué 
traveling that far to gratify urges he could 
more conveniently assuage at home. The 
traveler who does make the trip will discover 
that the vahine is unique in her every 
thought and action, from her broadest. view 
of the paradise around her to the way she 
performs the most insignificant daily task. 
All this may not immediately dawn on the 
typical American tourist, recovered from his 
cight hour flight from L. A. and rubberneck 
ing in the swirl of femininity along Papcete's 
Quai Bir-Hackcim—a South Pacific adapta 
tion of Fifth Avenue and Lake Shore Drive 
Papeete, which the cognoscenli pronounce 
‘Tahitian (“Pa-pay-ehtay"), is the only 
in the South Seas and capital of the 


Classic features immortalized by Gauguin show 
clearly in profiled Yolande Flohr, Miss Tahiti in 
1962. Vacationing from Kyoto, flower orranger 
Etsuka Yoshimachi exomines Пого, while Chinese- 
Tohition Morcelle Wong beams ot Tohit’s Club 
Méditerronée. Popeete donseuse Isabelle Dexter 
practices in surf ond (opposite) frogile eor flower 
complements Mirielle Hors exotic ambiance. 


sprawling isla 
What our man does immediately re 
t the doll-like vahine of the Melville idy 
ver existed beyond idle dreams, 
long gone the way of the Pequod. As he 
h this ground swell of smil 
whose welldormed features eschew 
cosmetics: as he hears (rom their unreddened 
lips à sonorous potpourri of Tahitian, with 
its jawbreaking vowels and 
the Soi 


as he senses the un- 
encumbered grace and outspoken sensuality 
of their parew-dad figures: as he dodge 
endless stream of motorized twowhe 


uties whose mint 
y provoke (continued on page 295) 


Medical assistant Neyen Regaud, raised in the Tuo. 
motus, frolics amid wild hibiscus, while South Sea 
starlet Vaea Bennett, featured in Mutiny on the 
Bounty ond once “a good friend” of Brando's, 
wades in lagoon. As Cindy Groenendyke, late of 
Newport Beach, Californio, digs downpour, U. T. A. 
stewardess Helene Lee, sans sarong, decorates 
pareu bedspread. Opposite: Strand-strolling Annie 
Typoio is ап accomplished amateur guitarist 


"It's a Happening! 


Ribald Classic 


the 

scamp 

he would 

a seribbler 
D 


from the “Facetia Erotica” 
of Poggio Fiorentino 


NATURE was Gin Genoese, 
whose husband, because of slow wit and 
slow payment, was olten compelled to pass 
nights in his rice fields to escape the collec 
tors of dues, 

During his absence one evening, there 
arrived at his house a wandering writer of 
letters. who inquired of Gina if she had need 
of his scribbling. “Circumstance befit it,” she 
replied coyly, “for my husband is gone’ from 
this place. How might T write when he has 
taken his quill and left my inkwell empty? 

The scribe, who knew full well of what 
service she was really in need, took up his 
quill forthwith and. dipping it into her ink- 
well, wielded it with such skill and style 
and such ansive strokes—that she, immedi- 
ately. demanded a transcription. A man of 
mettle. the seamp with ease gave her a second 
script by his bold hand and, if truth be 
known, transcribed à multitude of dispatches 
onto her parchment before being reduced to 
mere scribble. In due time he returned, 
however, and, saving that he was again in 
nccd of a certain cipher, inquired if she, too. 
wished 10 compose another missive, to which 
she replied that she, in truth, possessed a 
yearning lor his particular penmanship. 

No sooner had they pur the first stroke to 
their epistle, however, than Gina's husband 
unexpectedly returned from out of the fields, 
bellowing that the door be unbolted for his 
entry. With haste the scribbler sprang from 
his labor and tumbled beneath the bed, where 
upon the wanton, cautioning that there he 
remain concealed while she rid them of her 
spouse, opened the door. 

Gave she then a thundering ti 


OF A LUSTY 


de, screech- 


ng and screaming that he was а fool and a 
dull wit to return home, “Husband, this night 
the governor's soldiers came here то arres 
you! They searched the house, in every place! 
They departed but moments ago, with thre 
to return within the hour! 

The quaking wretch, shrieking his terror 
beseeched her for counsel, and Gina, altcr 
making а show of deep thought, told him 10 
climb to the dovecote above and slumber the 
night there. “I shall bolt the loft door and 
remove the ladder. No one will have suspicion 
that you are there." With that, the poor dod. 
whimpering his gratitude and begging her 
forgiveness, clambered into that place and 
was bolted within. 

No sooner had he reached the loft than the 
scribe emerged from his own. concealment 
Bringing his wit into. play, he immediately 
began a commotion as of a troop ol care 
biniert, pounding on the door, kicking stools, 
overturning the table. all the while bawling 
in а multitude of oaths that the thief would 
that night be thrown inte irons. As her part 
in the program, the cu ig doxy screeched. 
in return that her husband was innocent of 
wrongdoing and had departed on an extended 
journey. Ceased they their uproar only whe: 
mirth threatened to take the place of the 
show of wrath. 

Thereupon. with the husband quaking and 
bolted for the night, the knave and his mins 
thundered out the door and, giving way 10 
excessive merriment all the way, betook them 
selves to the letter writers ledginghouse 
where he once again gaye yalorous proof that 
the pen is far mightier than the sword 

“Retold by John Kecjauver У | 


“Yow ll need more 
than one shot to bag me, 
Mr. Thompson." 


These three completely disparate 
tales of science-fictional imagina- 
tion are the outcome of an unusual 
experiment in creativity and 
chronology. The customary pro- 
cedure with fiction is for an author 
to conceive and write a story, 
which is then given to an illus- 
trator for ual interpretation. In 
this experiment, we first commis- 
sioned a sculptor to create a 
weirdly futuristic work, more 
humanoid than human, then sent 
photographs of it to three masters 
of the sci-fi genre, who were asked 
to useit as an inspirational launch- 
ing pad, letting their imaginations 
roam through space and time, and 
with each writer thinking of the 
picture as if it were conceived for 
his story—and his alone—and 
none of them consulting with the 
other two. They—like you—are 
seeing all three of these stories 
for the very first time, accompa- 
nied by a reproduction of the 
sculpture that initiated this unique 
and uniquely successful melding 
of graphic and literary artistry. 


SCULPTURE BY JACK GREGORY, PHOTOGRAPHY BY SEYMOUR MEONICK 


BUAVBACK 


By ARTHUR C. CLARKE 


ie 15 INCREDIBLE that I have forgotten so much, 
Ц so quickly. I have used my body for 40 years; I 
thought I knew it. Yet already it is fading like 
a dream. 

Arms, legs—where are you? What did you 
ever do for me, when you were mine? I send out 
signals, trying to command the limbs I vaguely 
remember. Nothing happens; it is like shouting 
into a vacuum. 

Shouting. Yes, I try that. Perhaps they hear me, 
but I cannot hear myself. Silence has flowed over 
me, until 1 can no longer imagine sound. There 
isa word in my mind called "music"; what does 
it mean? 

(So many words, drifting before me out of the 
darkness waiting to be recognized. One by one 
they go away, disappointed.) 

Hello. So you are back. How softly you tiptoe 
into my mind! I know when you are there, but 
1 never feel you coming. 

I sense that you are friendly, and I am grateful 
for what you have done. But who are you? Of 
course, I know you're not human; no human 
science could have rescued me, when the drive 
field collapsed. You see, I am becoming curious; 
that is a good sign, is it not? Now that the pain 
has gone—at last, at last—I can start to think 
again. 

Yes, I am ready. Anything you want to know. 
It is the least that 1 can do. 

My name is William Vincent Neuberg. 1 am 
a Master Pilot of the Galactic Survey. I was born 
in Port Lowell, Mars, on 21 August, 2095. My 
wife, Janita, and my three children are on 
Ganymede. I am also an author; I've written a 
good deal about my travels. Beyond Rigel is 
quite famous , . . 

What happened? You probably know as much 
as I do. I had just phantomed my ship and was 
cruising at phase velocity when the alarm went. 
There was no time to move, to do anything; I 
remember the cabin walls starting to glow—and 
the heat, the terrible heat. That is all; the detona- 
tion must have blown me into space—but how 
could I have survived, how could anyone have 
reached me in time? 

Tell me—how much is left of my body? Why 
cannot I feel my arms, my legs? Don't hide the 
truth; I am not afraid. If you can get me home, 
the biotechnicians can (concluded on page 277) 


LOVEMAKING 


CEPHALOTRON 


OUR 
MAN 
AT THE 
FILM 
FESTIVALS 


article 


By Kenneth Tynan 


a crilics-cye view of the carryings-on—aesthetic and 
sybaritic—at the premier movie fetes in venice and cannes 


ALMosr every TOWN in Europe secretly yearns to have а fil 
festival. especially il it has a tourist season to go with it, The 
presence of a few big stars, a few dozen starlets and a few 
hundred journalists on expense accounts never did anyone's 
economy much harm. And there's always the chance of a 
scandal (SUDIPIS FUROR AT FILMFEST) or a minor international 
Incident (HAIL OF TORTILLAS GREETS U.S, ENTRY: WASHINGTON 
RECALIS ENVOY). Given luck and good planning, a little 
cultural prestige may even accrue, АП you need, by way of 
basic equipment, is à decent projector, a couple of hotels, a 
not-too-distant airport and a small municipal subsidy. Not 
long ago | was invited то attend a Grand Cinematographic 
Concourse in a Mediterranean fishing village with а popula 
tion of 830. The film chosen for the Cala Inauguration was 
a Western entitled, according to the official handout, The 
Balls of San Fernando. 

In the course of 1966, 200 film festivals were held through- 
ош the world, and the number is likely to swell. But the 
most potent pair, the oldest rivals. and still the only spring- 
boards for instant international fame are Cannes and Venice 

The first Cannes festival was scheduled to start on Sep- 
tember 1, 1039. Because of the late unpleasantness, it was 
postponed ший 1946. Since then, the Cannes jury has gar- 
landed and launched such movies as Rosellini's Open City, 
Delbert Mann's Marty, AI Sjóberg's Miss Julie, Francois 
Truffaut's The 400 Blows, Orson Welles’ Othello and 
Kalmozov’s The Cranes Are Flying. It was also at Cannes 
that Amonioni's L'Avventura was ferociously booed 
1060: but the jury caught up with critical opinion two 
years later by giving him a prize for L'Eclisse. All these ci 
trants were picked by the Cannes selection board. Rejects 
and mavericks are screened during the [estival in the small 
commercial cinemas that line the Rue «Анік. These 
anged by an organization called the Film 
Market, which must never be sniffed at, since without its 
efforts the general public might never have seen films 
such rLuc Godard's Breathless and Alain Resn; 
Hiroshima, Mon Amour. 

Venice, the senior partner of the big two, dates back to 
1932, when Mussolini founded it to invest Taly with cultu 
al glamor and to attract visitors to Venice after the tourist 
season had ended. (The two-week festival starts at the end of 
August. Cannes, by contrast, takes place in mid-May, just 
before the tourist season begins) Recent winners of the 
Venetian Golden Lion have included several films that 
changed the course of movie history. With Rashomon, in 
1951, the Japanese cinema made its fist decisive impact on 
the West, and Akira Kurosawa was established overnight as 
one of the 20 best living directors. Recognition for India 
came in 1957, when the top award went to Satyajit Ray's 
h Last Year at Marienbad (1961), Alain 


country had formerly denied him. 

If you are planning a trip to either of Europe's capitals of 
competitive cinema, be warned. They difler radically in 
atmosphere. Venice is aimed at the purists, while Cannes 
cocks an eye at the box office. The former is staged for 
evangelists, the latter for merchants as well as missionaries. 
Venice is married to the cinema; Cannes is its randy, pro- 
miscuous mistress. Both are worth seeing, but it’s foolish to 
approach them in the sume mood. What follow are my not 
on the two great festivals that celebrate the hypnotic art 


once described by Orson Welles as “а ribbon of dream." 


To begin with, Venice does not happen in Venice. The 
venue is the Lido, a sandy spit of land way out in thc lagoon 
and accessible from the city by public water-bus or private 
motorboat, 1 remember Robert Benchley's famous, bewildered 
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telegram 10 The New Yorker: “Arrived 
in Venice. Streets full of water. 
advise.” Tt may well. be 
reinforcing D. H. Lawn 
sion of the place as “an abhorrent 
green, slippery city.” Tourists seeking 
modern and reasonably priced accommo: 
tions on the Lido flock to the Eurotel. 
which has its own beach and is ten 
mi: Ik [rom the flag-bedecked. 
Pakuzo del Cinema, where the films are 
shown. Other visitors, richer or more 
immersed in literature. make for the 
Herel dey Bains, which is the scuing of 
Thomas Mann's best-known short story 
—Death in Venice, а threnody for an 
ing homosexual Top people, whose 
ies are cither paid or tax-deduct 
choose the Excelsior Palace, а stu 
pendously crenelited monstrosity that 
charges 580 a day for a double room 
overlooking the main road. 

Under the rain, the Lido becomes a 
sodden strip of beach, Coney Island 
without the animation. Critics, producers 
and publicity men slump in the lobby 
of the Excelsior like steerage 
ges on some nightmare cruise. 
board romances and feuds strike up. 
the hotel itself grows daily more like a 


raining. thus 
ics impres 


PLAYBOY 


les wa 


passen 


superannuared. liner. You wonder why 
the chairs aren't bolted to the floor, One 
oll band declares that this is che drab- 


best of all Venice festivals. No, says an 
other, the second drabbest. Such is the 
deh of stars that you find journalists 


mierviewing опе another. Nothing is 
here to warm а publicists heart. The 
program is resoluicly austere. Professor 


Luigi Chiarini, who has run the festival 
since 1968. abhors fishy blockbusters, 
and the people who make them have 
learned to avoid the harsh critical. cross 


fire that one encounters in Venice 

ıi seems to inlect the food as 
well. Hedonisis embark for the c то 
cat—expensively at АШ Angelo and. at 


Harry's Bar (where the preferred cock: 
tail, а blend of peach juice and cham 


gue is called a Bellini) or more 
cheaply at the Malamocco. where you 
may even run into а [ew authentic Vene 


ns. Back at the Lido, the bulls for- 
gather at an earthy, openair trattoria 
Crewauls wag in a corner, and you аге 


reverenily told thar they belong to the 


edi stall of the Swedish equivalent 
of Cahiers du Cinéma. (For the benefit 
of nonbuffs I should perhaps explai 


that Cahiers is the French film m. 
that spawned and fostered the 
Wave) The sun finally pierces 
porridge gly «апору of doud; but by 
now you have begun to feel that there's а 
paradox implicit in the very phrase "film 
festival” Irt it perverse and inherently 
v to go to а seas and 


the 


йе resor 

the dar 

avthing recorded on 
m 


I most of the day i 
Chiarini, 
celluloid for noncommercial reasons is 
arguably holy. Sixteen hows ol heavy- 

224 weight piety are devoted to Ihe rejected 


footage of Robert Flaherty’s documen 
тагу Louisiana Story. You get а powerful 
sense of madness closing in when, after 
something like 18 shots of a tree. the 
or (who was also the cam 


п) pensively remarks: "We—er—got 


а bit hung up on tha UO But there 


ag showings 
of forgotten films. rescued from the 
rchives and given a second lease on life. 


Tn 1965. for instance, the theme was the 
German cinema belore Hitler seized 
power. T goggled at а treasure trove—a 
world of sly housemaids and convent 
girls in bloomers. of sinister actors beam- 
ing at me gimleteved from the heart of 
German insecurity, А world. (io. put it 
other way) of mad scientists torn be. 
tween ruling mankind and raping their 
nicees, 


les swap nostalgie rales 
of the resplendent past. In 1937 there 
were fireworks on the beach and the ush. 
erenes wor iolines in honor of Ar 
Neagle as Victoria the Great. Five years 
later the Rumaniany planned 2 mountain- 
ous wingding. ordering vast quantities 

be shipped from Odessa: By 
the time it arrived. the sturgeon’s cggs 
had turned into tadpoles. Above all. the 
elder critics Mourn the passing of the 
days when Hollywood came. to the ball 
the frst male acting prize (awarded 
in 1934) went to Wallace Beery for his 
"powerful personality" in the title role 
of Viva Villa, n the same year the Vati 
can condemned Venice dor screening 
Festa, which showed Hedy Lamarr in 
the mufiled-by-foliage, alwaysintong-shot, 


oficn-out-of focus nude. 1 even met an 
old French. historian. who remembered 
the inaugural festival, ar which Grand 
Hotel (saving Garbo, Crawford. and 
wis y hissed, and a 
ian reviewer described. the 


legs of Miriam Hopkins as "the most fra 


" loxical evelations of 
ininity ever seen on the sercen.” 
Oh, lor а Cary Grant retrospective 


I hear a fellow critic sighing. And I gnili- 
ily know what he means, having just re 
turned [rom a silent German melodrama 
whose subtitles were rendered via loud. 
speaker Italian and passed on to me 
in French by an adjacent Greek. (In 
Cannes you can hire transis id lis. 
ien to fore log nanslted into 
English. In. Venice there are no transis- 
fors. and the films are subtitled only in 
€ the atrocious 
Venice by 

vot 


French or 


»Saxon cries who are 


auis. A good deal of rhe veneration 
we accord to the. Continental cinema is 
undoubtedly due 10 the fact that our 


critics 
ular 


lowi fully comprehend its vernac- 
леї) 

Bur however much reviewers may 1 
ment the lick of glamorous gaiety, they 
cannot deny that they deplored it when 
it flourished. The festival they sni, 
today is the festival they begged for 1 


wears ago. "It used to exist for the pub 


lic” a disgruntled Venetian tells me 

Now it exists for the critic. They've 
gor what they. wanted.” 

Professor Chiarini looks back in pride 
on the festival's beginnings. CONSECRA- 
TION OF THE CINEMA AS THE ок 
ART OF otk TIME was the headline of a 
French report on Venice in 1932: and 


Chiarini wants to keep it that way. He 
ic puritan, а Sayonarola of 
with little time for those who 
go to the movies for entertainment. Talk- 
ing to this bald, bureaucratic idealis. 1 
glean the following opinions 

You are not here to а 
You сап do that in the cinemas across 
the lagoon, around. the Piazza San. Mar 
co. This is not a fete, it is an exhibition. 
We are not interested in stars and spec 
vaches but in research and experiment 
There me two kinds of audience 1 care 
mi—the students who go ла our 
trospective shows, and the ordinary 
people of Venice who see the festival 
films in ow r cinema. | don't 
dignitaries who sce the offic 
indoor showings as а serious audience 
ag dominates 
the festival: and when, on the Last 
the international jury is shipped olf to a 
nearby island. (Torcello or San. Giorgio) 
behind locked doors, 
mo doubt that its decisions are 
swictly artistic. consider 
МП the sime. var vore 
wd il there jor American 
might) swem churlish not 
award it at least an acting prize. Local 
patriotism. wo. should be appeased 
where possible. Ver s not fe 
the almighty fuss of. 1960, when Luchino 


асмһе 


У а 
the cinem 


ae yourself. 


ıo deliberate 
there's 
governed һу 
tions, 


tact is a 


gotten 


Visconti. having failed 10 win the Gold 
en Lion with Rocca and His Brothers 
stormed out of the pr ing ceremo 


пу, vowing never to return. He broke his 
ter. The film he brought 
with him was an anemic and pretentious 
tragedy of incest called Vaghe Stelle dell 
Orsa. Vt duly carried oll the prize. 

The future looks moderately bleak lor 


vow five years 


Chiorinis Venice. For one thing, the 
number of ourlets for art movies has 
multiplied recent years: They no 


longer need the Venetian seal of approv 
oih- 


al ax desperately as they did. For 


er, the prospect of rigorous competi 
dnd thus ol likely delea) tends more 
and more to discomage all entrants © 
cept hing 10 dox. Why, 
alter all, should a commercial producer 
take the risk of being turned down by 
the Venice selection committce—and of 
exposing himself. il accepted, 10 the 
combined onslaught of the international 
lly, how long will the Italian 
t go on subsidizing a festival 
that isn’t helping the tourist. trade? 


those with 


Compared. with i s of Ve 
ice, Cannes is an orgy. First of all, it is 
(continued on page 259) 
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PLAYBOY'S 
CHRISTMAS 
GIFT GUIDE 


Honeywell, 5305. Canon FT QL, $209.9 
both by Bell & Howell, Elmo Tri-Filmat. 
Honeywell, S275 Modern art makes a splash: 
Gottlieb print. from Marlborough, S90. A Sam 5 
from В/П. S70. Gassy smoker^s supplies that send up signals. 
Leit to right: Cigar case, 85.50. hand-tooled cigarette cane, 
$850, table lighter, S93, rosewood humidor. 

Dunhill. No-breat:-in pipe, irom Venturi, 512.50. Apple pipe, 
$90, Cobaccox, 5. 84.50, all from Dunhill, 


movie camera 
Adolph 
with adult toys 


Sporting goods for good sports. 
rem top to bottom: Compact 
collapsible bicycle, bg 
Raleigh. 899. T20/M Tiger 
Mountain Cub motoregele with 
A-cycle ohr. single-cylinder 
engine, by Triumph. » 
with Sno-Go attachment, by 
Johnson, 8304.16 extra. 


Д 


Safari light, by Burgess, $29.50. 
Mariner antomatie pilot for s 
boats, by Signet, $48: 

Eveready rechargeable Captain 
by Union Carbide, 
300 portable gen- 
erator, by American Honda, 


5189.50. Collapsible billiard спе 
od butts ГЕЛИЙ 
аш 

LE 


with solid-hardw 
and pro model ene 
with Orlon-p 
both by 

& Foundry. Electric fishing reel 
with rechargeable power pack 
and carrying case, 8130. tubular 
glass rod, S25, both by Old Pal. 
Tool kit in leather case, from 
Twin-tank scuba 
50, wrist depth 
gange strapped to regulator, 
$10.95, both by Dacor. 


Speak no nonsense, нее по double image, hear no clinkers. Top row, left to right: Port-A-Go 
contains ап AM/FM radio, 4-xpeed phonograph and 9-inch TV, by International Electrohomo, 
8349.50. Minni З television with J-inch screen operates on both AC and battery, by 

Symphonie Teler + $159.95. Monitor 960 slide projector with previewer holds 100 slides 
in cirenlar drum, features automatic focusing decice, by Dell & Howell, 3159.93. Corsair 
marine radio with direction finder, by General Electric, S125. Magicall automatic repertory 
Her with interchangeable memory tapes, by the Bell System, 330 one-time charge plus 

а monthly charge. Bottom row, left to right: Ampex Musie Center contains a stereo tape 
recorder and ап AM/ 95. Model B30 speakers, $99.95 a pair, all by Ampex. 
Cassette tape recorder with two speakers, 8199.50, G0-minnte tapes, $2.65 each, 90-minute 
tapes, $3.75 cach, all by Norelco, Solid-state portable radio receives AM, and LW plus 
four short-wave bands, by Toshiba America, 8119.95. 


ith bare cupboards and dr. 
gear. From left to right: Wengewood ng board with oak inlay, d thr 
nlens-nteel 19. yatal glass, from Bonn 
glasses, from DIN. SI each. Batterg-operated. drink mixer 
cher Schlemmer. 310. Cloc om 12: Ti 


17 and SI and sterling 
ne opener ix both wire cutter and 
m Tiffany. S20. Continu У ег tape measure, from Tiffang. S33. Ens 
cocktail shaker with case, bi fi a espresso coffee maker, trom ЮГЕ, $27- 


This gear. get a bang out of Christmas. 
Left, clockwise from ten: B-day Swiss desk 
clock, from Dunhill, S23. Veglia alarm eloch, 
from D/R, S6. Calendar desk clock, from 
90. P4-kt.-gold key ring. from 
Van Cleef & Arpels, S125. 18-kt.-gold circle 
cuff links, from Cartier, S150. 18-kt.-gold 
rope cuff links, from Tiffany, SILO- 
1 gold money elip, irom Cartier, S64. 
Sterling-silver bamboo military brushes, S10 
each, and xhoehorn. S36. all from Tiffany. 
Brass calendar paperweight. from Moore, 
Rockwell, White Axxoc.. S10. Hf-Et.-qolid 
eníf-link loops, S30. used with any of the 
following sets of four interchangeable bars: 
J4-Kkt.-qold. S100, lapis, S75. malachite, $. 
ivory, 830. onyx. 560. all from Van Cleef & 
Arpels. Travel watch in сане. from Van Cleef 
& Arpels, S90. 15-kt.-qold pocket watch, 
$300. L4-kt.-gold. chain, S76. 1 
bottle opener, 0. all fron 
10-4010 Patek Philippe wrist watch with 
alligator band tells time all over the world, 
from Tiffany, 81159. Dress correctly before 
taking that trip. Below. left to right: 
Pigskin driving gloves, from Ш. Altman, 
827.50. Woven silk tie, 88.50, fa 
87.50. and cape-leather glo 
all from Salka. Vinyl two-suiter, by Harrison 
Leather Goods, SIB. Canvas and leather 
Shahtoosh neari, 
00. Terrycloth 
robe, from D. Porthantt, 855. Ensembles 
Cavalry-twill coat, 8115. and suede slacks, 
S83. both irom П. Altman. Wool link-knit 
sweater, from Sulka, $21.50. 


Cartier. 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY том UNGERER 


By ARTHUR KNIGHT 
and HOLLIS ALPERT 


throughout the decade, the sexual sophistication and “new-wave” nudity of for- 
eign films enjoyed increasing popularity with audiences in america and abroad 


IF AMERICA’S ATTITUDES toward sex in the movies underwent a drastic change during the Fifties, it was due in no 
small part to the stepped-up importation of foreign films throughout that period. Always, to say the 1 
of nudity on the screen, the French during the Filties began to exploit it in earnest with charmers 
Carol and, especially, Brigitte Bardot—augmented in the last years of the decade by the bed-oriented efforts of the 
Nouvelle Vague. Italy's film makers learned quickly that their neorealism somehow sold better when the likes of 
Sophia Loren and Gina Lollobrigida decorated their brawling tenements and squalid farms, and that history be- 
came a much livelier subject when peopled with beefcake males and gauzily clad (or unclad) females. Ingmar 
Bergman, by sex obsessed, accomplished singlehandedly a revival of interest in the films of his native Swede! 
Rashomon's multifaceted depiction of a brutal rape focused international attention on Japanese picture: 
nd, where heretofore only cleavage had given our censors occasional cause for concern, a whole new tribe of 
y young men explored both social and sexual relations on screen with a candor that was as profitable as it 
as unprecedented. Suddenly, it seemed, the entire world had discovered sex and was cager to expose the nature 
of this discovery through cinema. 
cra markedly similar to the Twenties, when once again the life«lestroying forces of war were countered 
in the post-War years by а reaffirmation of the flesh and the rejection of all repressive influences, whether political 
or philosophic. But where the Twenties embraced Dr. Coué's view that “things are getting better and better,” the 
s of the Fifties would go no further than the wary admission that “whatever is, їз.” And where the 
Twenties had its “flaming youth,” the Beat Generation of the Fifti prelerred to play it cool. Existentialist or cool, 
however, implicd the same attitude—the acceptance of phenomena, events and happenings on their own terms, 


t, tolerant 
e Martine 


while 
And in 


ED: Unknown in American movies, overt croticism became commonplace in the foreign films of the 
iceman standing 


BY SEX OB: E 
Fifties. Top: In the 1950 French sex comedy “La Ronde,” a prostitute (Simone Signoret) serviced a Se! 


up. As а libidinous Miss Julie in the Swedish film of the same name, Anila Bjórk became aroused while spying on serv- 

Throughout the decade, French film makers maintained their laissezfaire attitude toward nudily, 
as in "Forbidden Fruit" with Fernandel and Francoise Arnoul; and toward sexually explicit horseplay such as this game 
of "Guess Who?” in Truffaut's “The 400 Blows.” Above: Overturning the ban of an Ohio censor board. a historic Supreme 
Court decision allowed “The Lovers” (with Jeanne Moreau) to run uncut in the U.S. By 1959, Signorel's sex scenes had be- 
come horizontal; in “Room at the Top,” she won an Oscar for her performance opposte—and under—Laurence Harvey. 


ants making hay. Cente 


OUTDOOR EROTIC 
getherness was sensually depicted in “One Summer of Happiness" (ab 
1951 film shown relatively uncut in some U.S. cities. In а typically Hollywood 
ending, however, ils two stars gamboled with love but lost. An atypical inter- 
Тийе from the French fantasy “Nude in His Pocket" (below) found Agnès 
Laurent frolicking outdoors in the allagether with scientist Jenn Marais after 
he had transformed her from puppet proportions back to her full-sized self. 


+ The Swedish penchant for alfresco, au naturel to- 


)a 


without censure and, above all, without 
applying to them the moral values of the 
past. И was an era that feared commit- 
ment of any sort, except to the fulfill. 
ment of the personality and the gratifica- 
tion of the senses. Not surprisingly, the 
films of the Fifties—and particularly those 
produced in Europe—not only reflecied 
this philosophy but boldly illirmed it. 
Inevitably, censors 
were more concerned with flesh than 
with philosophy as they wielded their 
shears over foreign-made fi nd 
the pictures from Trance and Italy in 
the carly Fifties frequently provided а 


good deal more than Shylock's proverbial 
pound. Indeed, one of Frances most 
popular vedettes, Martine Carol, re- 


mains largely unknown in this county 
because so many of her earlier (and best) 
works were cither slashed unmercifully 
by our censors or barred completely 
from our screens, Long before Brigitte 
Bardot had bounded on the scene, 
Mademoiselle Carol, а comely and. well- 
shaped blonde, was baring her all in 
sexy comedies such as Trente et Quarante 
or in more serious efforts such as Les 
Amants de Vérone (The Lovers of 
Verona). Stage-trained, and a capable 
actress, by the end of the Forties she 
had become F қ favorite pinup. 
Her carcer began to skyrocket, however, 
when in 1950 she was cast m the title 
role of Caroline Cherie, a kind of 
French Forever Amber. As Caroline, the 
охоту Martine wore gowns that lelt 
precious little 10 the imagination (and 
in the French version she shucked even 
these from time to time for the benefit 
of the completely unimaginative). So 
successful was the film that it was soon 
followed by a sequel, Un Caprice de 
Caroline Chévie (A Night with Caro- 
line), and then by a long series of his 
toric or fictional lms about bad girls 
Lucrezia Borgia, Madame DuBarry, Nana 
and Lola Montés, In all of them, the маг 
obliged her fans by appearing in the ak 
together at least once: bur as her popu- 
larity increased, the number of glimpses 
vouchsaled diminished in direct propor- 
tion—and Lo Duca, а French authority on 
such matters, bas pointed out as well that 
in her later films she was not above using 
а substitute amd shapelier 
breasts as her stand-in for the close-ups. 

But if Martine Carol's profits were 
largely in her own country, Brigitte Bar- 
dot, whose film career gor under way in 
ies, had the inestimable ad 
to stardom just as some 
of the wraps were coming off the Ameri- 
screen. Ame of comse, siw 
bly less of the uninhibited sex 
kinen than did their European contem. 
poraries. Indeed, the opening sequence 
of Et Dien .. . Créa la Femme (And 
God... n which BB 
indulges in a mide sun bath amidst a 
yardful of drying laundry, was so 
chopped (text continued on page 238) 


conside] 


calcd Woman) 


INDOOR EROTICA: French film makers of the Fiflies shot their sex 
scenes around the world, but almost always in the great indoors; and 
their favorite furniture was a rumpled bed. Clockwise [rom above left: 
The poetic tragedy “Black Orpheus,” set in Rio, included the obligatory 
bedroom scene; so did “Hiroshima, Mon Amour." shot in Japan, a tale 
of interracial love between a Japanese architect and a French actress, 
In “Diary of a Bad Girl,” a pretty prostitute bedded down in Paris with 
her pimp-boyfriend—the only mattress male who satisfied her. French 
sex Мату such as Yves Monland—seen at right in “Les Héros Sont 
Fatigués" under María Felix and “The Crucible” atop Mylène Demon- 
geol—scemed to spend most of their on-screen hours in the sack; 
so did Italy's Raf Vallone in such films as “No Escape” (below). 


GALLIC GRAPPLING: This scene would seem to suggest that when а bed wasn't handy, young French sex stars of the Fifties 
simply hit the floor. In “Three Girls in Paris," Alain Delon was amorously ambushed—but undefeated—by three playful film 
fatales after they discovered that he'd previously wooed and won cach of them separately in a series of uncontested bouts 


BEAUTY AND THE BUST: When American sex stars made foreign films, they were sometimes as uninhibited about nudity as 
their Continental counterparts. In the British thriller "Too Hot to Handle,” Jayne Mansfield wore a transparent evening gown 
that displayed previously unexposed portions of her abundant anatomy when strategically centered spangles slipped askew. 


HAREM HOURIS: Early in the: 
the star of " 


careers. Haly's Gina Lollobrigida and Sophia Loren unveiled their a 
eauties of the Night,” spy-glassed in a dream sequence (top): Sophia in "Era Lui, Si, Si 
which the 17-ycav-ald sex pot was just another Turkish delight. Both had become international sex stars by the end of the decade, 
ROYAL HIGH JINKS: Sexual shenanigans among the nobility were a papular theme in foreign films of the Fifties. In 
“La Reine Margot" (above), Jeanne Moreau portrayed a topless, man-hungry monarch who donned a mask before dallying. 


ets for their art: Gina as 
center), an ersatz epic in 


ORGY, ANYONE?: The popularity of 
period spectacles in the Fiftics provided 
foreign film makers with the opportunity 
—and the rationale—to pack their pro- 
ductions with explicit sex on a Cinema- 
scopic scale. “О. К. Nero" (top left), a 
heavy-handed parody of the epidermal 
epics mass-produced by Italy, was seen in 
censored versions throughout the U.S. 
Star Silvana Pampanini (scen nibbling 
on unforbidden fruit while Nero burns) 
never lel her guard—or dress—down; 
nudity was left to anonymous extras such 
as the onc Nero fiddles with, near left. 
In "La Tour de Nesle,” however, Pam- 
panini did diwobe—if only by proxy; 
an amply endowed stand-in doubled for 
her in a Boccaccio-style orgy scene that 
included a worldly monk. Eschewing the 
ancient and medieval backgrounds (and 
the anti-royal, anti-clerical themes) fa- 
vored in Franco-Halian sextravaganzas, 
British audiences preferred their baccha- 
nalias in ап 18th. Century setting—the 
of Moll Flanders and Fanny Hill. 
The Flesh and the Fiends" (bottom) а 
aakchellish horror story set in Scotland 
—was а Tom Jonesian case їп point. 


by the censors as she darted among the 
blowing sheets that she seemed to be 
suddenly afflicted by а bad case of St. 
Vitus’ dance. More footage came out of 
the film's most famous sce: with Bar- 
dot luring her new husband (and off 
screen lover, ouis Trintignant) 
into bed by the simple expedient of 
pping her naked self in a sheet, then 
ng wide her arms to expose its con- 
so well did the gambit succeed 
that for the next few moments, as the 
two grapple beneath the shifting sheet 
upon the bed, the censors went to work 
all ov Critics scolled and censor 
uted, but this tawdry tale 
man-hungry gamine who almost 
destroys herself held a powerful fascina- 
tion for American audiences, who show 
ered upon it some 54,000.000—making 
it one of the most successful imports ever 
to play in this country. Tt was, inciden- 
tally, far (text continued on page 244) 


THE BAWDY BORCIAS: Perhaps the 
ficshiest film of the decade, “Sins of the 
Borgias” offered (in the European ver- 
sion) a cornucopic abundance of lusty 
looks at low life and high times in Ren- 
aissance Florence. Among them were a 
sexy series of bath (top right) and boudoir 
scenes of the licentious Lucrezia, played 
by Martine Carol, the first sex star to 
make it big by taking it off. Such good 
clean fun soon gave way to a graphic 
orgy among her friends and relatives. In 
@ sequence similar to one seen im an 
earlier French film on the Borgias (pic- 
tured in Рай Seven of this series, 
PLaynoy, February 1966), star Pedro 
Armendariz (bottom), as the dissolute 
Cesare Borgia, prepared his favorite 
culinary creation—coquelte ви vin. 


SEXUAL VIOLATION: Rape was the melodramatic theme 
of contrasting classics by two of the world's master movie 
makers in the Fifties. In “Rashomon,” Japan's Akira Kurosawa 
wove four contradictory tales of a brutal assault (aboue)—told 
by the woman, her husband, her attacker and a witness—into 
а poctic riddle of illusion vs. reality. In “The Virgin Spring,” 
Sweden's Ingmar Bergman used. the graphic, grisly violation 
of ап innocent young girl (right) as the central symbol in а 
brooding parable of Old Testament tragedy and vengeance, 
SEXUAL SURGERY: In a curious phenomenon of the Fif- 
lies, several box-office-minded “screenplay doctors" in the U.S, 
specialized in shooting surreptitious scenes of overt erotica for 
insertion into imported foreign films; they were then shown 
in cities thal permitted footage banned by the conservative Cus- 
toms Bureau. In the doctored version of Bergman's “Hlicit In- 
terlude” (below), a torrid couple subbed for the original stars in 
а nude necking scene filmed not in Sweden but in New Jersey. 


THE AGONIES AND THE ECSTASIES: Sexual violence 
of another kind—laced with latent Lesbianism and sado- 
masochism—was evident in two French films of the Fifties 
One such scene in “Prisons de Femmes” (above) showed 
an errant inmate being stripped, glued and feathered by 
her fellow jailbirds. During а similar feminine free-for-all 
in the prize-winning film mise” (right), the derriere 
of Suzy Delair was supposedly bared; but the buttocks 
actually belonged to Rita Cadillac, a cheeky striptease artist 
who consented to grin and bare it in place of the slender 
маг. In Roger Vadim's “And God . . . Created Woman" 
(below), a fresh piece of French pastry named Brigitte 
Bardot—then Vadim's wife—played a wanton newlywed 
who, after sharing the conjugal bed with her nate husband, 

led to tease her brother-in-law into ripping off her 

and raping her. The film was an international hit, 
and Brigitte’s alliterative initials—like those of the lute MM. 
—became as universally known as those for Sex Appeal. 


In the late Fifties—even as U.S. authorities were becoming more permissive about sex in cinema—French 
censors were beginning to crack down. The scene above from “Love Is My Profession” —in which Brigitte Bardot coaxed lawyer 
Jean Cabin into lowering his fee by raising her skirt —vas snipped fram the French version as well as the American. A year later, 
on completion of Vadim's erotic epic “Les Liaisons Dangereuses,” French officials found the entire film offensive and banne: 
il for a time. When the picture opened in America, however, the sexiest sequences were merely darkened rather than de- 

d. And one revealing cpisode—in which Gérard Philipe used a beauty's backside [or a phone stand—went undimmed. 
CHILD-WOMAN: By 1959, Bardot had become the erotic embodiment of New Waze sexuality. This ambivalent ima an amal 


gam of innocence and availability, was epitomized by the amoral cabaret girl she portrayed in “A Woman Like Satan 
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less popular in France—perhaps becau: 
celluloid stripteases there were far more 
commo 

When And Сой... Created Woman 
opened at a New York art theater, the 
house manager expected it to last a fast 
two weeks, Instead, it played for almost 
a year. In the meantime, distributors 
dipped back into the grab bag of pr 
vious Bardot pictures, hoping to cash in 
on the phenomenon: La Lumière d'en 
Face (The Light Across the Street), La 
Mariée Est Trop Belle (The Bride Is 
Much Too Beautiful), Cette Sacrée 
Gamine, Mam'zelle. Pigalle and. Мат" 
zelle Striptease, which somehow was 
American for Em Effeuillaut la Mar- 
guerite. Although the films were far 
from distinguished. by early 1958 
New York was a Bardot festival: her 
pictures, duly dubbed and scrubbed, 
were playing not only in the art houses 
but in exploitation grind houses and 
in respectable neighborhood theaters as 
well Despite the censors elisions, 
Americans responded to the girl's frank- 
ly animal sexuality. H the animal was 
at least part alley cat, it made her all 
the more exciting—an intriguing comb 
nation of girlish, dewy-cyed innocence 
bility. In her willful 
almost petulant avoid. 
] commitments, as Simone de 
Beauvoir has pu her “eroticism 
brought down to ` Brigiue Bardot 
virtually personified the youth of the 
And in many of her fihus, die 
plots were so contrived as to emphasize 
the ambivalent reactions of an older 
generation to her unconventional behav- 
jor. American audiences. profesed to be 
shocked by Bardot, but the 
intrigued by—and perhaps халепу env 
—her emancipated attitudes toward love 
ıd life. Certainly, by the end of the 
ties her name had become as potent a 
boxollice Iure as that of any homebred 
Hollywood sta 

Actually, in most of the 24 films that 
rdot made before And God . . . Created 
Woman, she was rarely called upon to do 
more than exhibit her slim, sensuous 
body—and there were strict. rules about 
that sore of thing over here, N 
Bardot’s the only pictures 10 be barred 
Jor reasons of nudity. During the Fifties, 
the French studios turned out a vast 
number of striptease films with titles 
such as Bonsoir Paris, Bonjour l'Amour 
sino de Paris and La Reine du Strip- 
Tease (Queen of the Siip-Tease), which 
sought to string as many bare breasted 
production numbers as possible upon a 
minimum of story line. Casino de Paris, 
or example, which included a topless 
Shion show, starred Cate 
nd Vittorio DeSici in the n 
of plot popularized by Warner Bros. dur- 
ing the Thirties: the viisides of a 
famous impresario in getting his show 
produced. Similarly, Robert Dhery's AW! 


Fife 


were 


В; 


244 Les Belles Bacchantes had the merest 


pretext of a plot and an abundance of 
Folies-Bergéve-type nudes. 

Orgies abounded in yet another version 
of Alexarider Dumas’ venerable La Tour 
de Nesle. a Franco-lualian co-production 
made in 1954 with the handsomely cn 


dowed Silvana Pampanini as the wicked 
Queen Marguerite. In the absence of the 
king, Marguerite and her two sisters 


pass the time in nights of unbridled 
icentiousness; then, in order to prevent 
word getting around, arrange 10 have 
their lovers murdered every morning. 
The queen goes mad when she learns 
that one of the lovers she has disposed of 
1 this fashion is in long-lost 
son. The plot may aked, but its 
eroticism crackled.. Never admitted into 
the United States, it has been running 
(without a censosbip certificate) on 
club circuit 
Another curious item that 
one 


а semiprivate English c 
since 


1961. 
icans may never see at home 
inspired by the Christine Jorgenson 
Adam Est Eve (Adam із Ewe). 


doctor's advice, but flees on 
his wedding night. Two years later, he 
returns as Charlotte. А woman, Micheline 
Carvel. played both voles 
If the French cinema had had nothing 
to offer beyond orgies, oddities. strip- 
teases and a tempting assortment. of sex 
uens Gavorting on beds and beaches, 
the assiduous elforts of the American 
censors might not have been so keenly 
resented. Actually, however, some of the 
decade's linest pictures were French 
1 no few of them ringled wi 
ors and our courts. Опе of the 
t was Max Ophüls La Ronde. a witty 
and sophisticated. adaptation of Schnitz 
les Reigen, which in ten cleverly inter- 
locking episodes presented a cross section 
of Viennese morals and manners at 
the turn of the century. Abetat by a 
worldly wise commentator in the person 
of Anton Walbrook (who at one point 
the film turns up, shears in band. 
movie censor). Ophüls made the 
more a bitcisweet romantic. co 
than a social satire, with emphasis upon 
the inconstancy of lovers rather than the 
milieu that encourages profligacy- But if 
all the world loves а lover, New York's 
Board of Censors balked ar ten of them 
They refused dh 
"inmoralit 
Court of Appeals added the cl 
íi dealt from start to finish "with promis- 
cuity, adultery, fornication and seduc- 
and hence constiued “a cle 
anger" to the good. people 
The decision was reversed, 
by the U.S. Su- 
Court, which tacifully pointed 
out that the picture. had already playc 
in 16 censor-Iree states and the District 
of Columbia without any appreciable 
effect on the publics morals, Obviously, 
what the censors objected to was nor 
promiscuity, adultery, fornication or sc- 


against hi 


duction, since all of these have been basic 
to screen plots since the invention of 
the movie camera; their real objection 
5 10 La Konde's wickedly Continental 
sumption thar extramarital Jovemak- 
g might be a pleasurable, and not пес 
arily punishable, experience. 

One of the strongest. melodramas of 
the Filties was Henri-Georges Clouzot's 
Le Salaire de la Peur (The Wag 
Fear). winner of the 1953 С. 
Festival and widely acclaimed in Europe 
by critics and public alike. But Ameri- 
cans never felt its full impact; by the 
time the censors and the distributors 
had finished tinkering with it, almost an 
hour of playing time had been removed. 
Part of the objections were political. Set 
in а Central American oil town, the film 
сам as villains—that is. the only people 
with апу moncy—the representatives of 
an American oil company. Unsympathet- 
ally drawn. the manager of the company 
ostentatiously places property values 
above human lives when he offers four 
derelict men a bonus to drive two truck- 
loads of nitroglycerine through hazard 
ous roads 10 а burning oil field. Despite 
extensive re-editing by the distributors 
to dilute its anti American топе, the cen- 
cered it with more than ordinary 
Sequences between Yves Mon- 
tmd and Véra Clourot that furthered 
their semiserious Mirtanon in the heat 
and languor of the topical town were 
reduced to a im. One would have 
to read closely between the lines to ap 
prehend that the relationship between 
Momtand and Charles Vanel, a cynical 
con man. might be anything more than 
purely Nevertheless. ihe pic 
tures esential power was such that. cuts 
notwithstanding. The of Fear 
became one of the most successful foreign 
films of the Fifties in this country 

Less memorable as а film, but morc 
portant in the long run for the Supreme 
Court decision it elicited, Mare 
Айедтез L'Amant de Lady Chatter- 
ley (Lady Chatterleys Laver), which 
followed closely the oudine of D. H. 
Lawrence's controversial novel, eliminat- 
ing only its even more controversial four- 
lener words, Nevertheless, this was not 
enough to satisfy al wk censors, 
who demanded that three qucial scenes 
be eliminated: Lady Chatterley and Mel- 
lors in bed together in his cibin 
state of undress”: а second, similar scene 
later in the film: and one in which the 
lusty gamekceper begins to make love to 
the lady by caressing her buttocks, then 
unvips her dress and fondles her bare 
back. The American distributor, the late 
Edward L Kingsley, refused to make the 
curs and, ultim de it 
way to the highc . New York’ 
Regents had noted that the fil 
immoral” because its “theme is 
presentation of adultery as 
acceptable and proper pauer 


wi 


cs 


platoni 


Wages 


was 


the 
desirable, 
of behav- 


ior” In other words, it was presenting 
an idea, "The Supreme Court, in a deci- 
sion that has since been widely quoted, 
апу rejected this as а basis for censor- 
ship. Justice Stewart, speaking for the cn- 
tive Court, pointed out that “the First 


Amendment's basic guarantee is of free- 
dom to advocate ideas. The state; quite 


simply, has struck at the very heart of 
constitutionally protected liberty.” The 
piaure played without cuts. The Su- 
preme Court granted а similar reprieve 
to Claude Autant-Lara’s sensitive and 
poetic study of an adolescents discovery 


of sex. Le Blé en Herbe (Game of Lave). 
based on a Colene novel. This ti 


found the film "obse 
ing 10 the that its 16-year-old 
fter having been seduced by an 
woman. promptly p on his 
to his 13-year-old girl- 
t. by refusing to 
accept this judgment, made it clear that 
obscenity charges based on the personal. 
capricious whims of à censor or censor 
body would no longer be given credence. 

But it was Louis Malle’s frankly erotic 


hero, 
older 
newfound wisdon 
friend, The higher Coi 


Les Amantis (The Lovers), arriving here 
late in 1959 as part of the rising "New 
Wave” of French films, that ultimately 


wrung, 


from the Supreme Court the 
broadest, most liberal interpretation. of 


the power of loci censor boards. In ihe 
case, known as Jacobellis vs. Ohio and 
not settled until 1961, the Court. main- 
tained for ihe first time that national, not 
purely local, “contemporary community 
standards’ were to be wed in deter 
mining whether or not a “work of expres- 
iv to be judged obscene: and also 
thar the Justices themselves—not states, 
not juries—hold the final word in cases 
involving the stifling of free speech un- 
der the guise of protecting a community 

st “obscene” works. W 
The New Yorker Irom Paris shortly alter 
the film's premiere in January 1050, 
Genet had declared. Папу. “I could not 
be shown in New York without cutting, 
and most likely will not be shown there 
at all." But the times were changing fast- 
er than she knew, and the story itsell—a 
bored wife meets a young man quite 
casually, swiftly falls in love with him 
and nest morning quits home and hus- 
band to run off with him—caused little 
comment. The commotion came Irom 
the final reels, in which the two, by acci- 
dem, find cach oher in a p: 
make love in a little boat, a 
with mounting enthusiasm in her bed 
and bathiub, The camera’s movement is 
poetic throughout, but the loveplay is 
altogether specifie—including onc of the 
most graphic depictions of cunnilingus 


d continue 


ever film 


d for public exhibition. It was 
alo distinguished by the presence ol 
dark-cyed Jeanne: Moreau, already the 
ring of the Nouvelle Vague director 
n her first important role, as the dis 
comented wife and. mother 
Nouvelle Vague, of course, 
movement than an attitude, less an ай 
mation (as was. for example, neorcalism) 
than an ouroFhand rejection of the con 
ventional ways of making pictures with 
stars, scripts and studios. Ti began with dis 
content, and it battened on an economic 
crisis that swept through the French stu 
dios in the lute Fifties, Suddenly, there 
was an unprecedented. opportunity lor 
anyone who could gather a few hundred 
Thousand frames to become his own 
movie director, In addition to the inesti- 
muble advaniage of having worked with 
Jacques¥ves Cousteau on some of his 


is less a 


underwater films. Louis Malle had a 
personal fortune that enabled him 
10 make his first feature: Слас Cha 


biol's wil 
million fr; 


providentially inherited a few 
ws just as the product 


scene was opening up: and Roger Vadim 
had Brigitte Bardet—and most of the 


sexy starlets һе featured. in his subse 
quent efforts, 

Te might be unfair st that ıl 
sexuality with which so many of their 


first works were drenched was at least in 


to sug 
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part inspired by the fact that these young 
directors had their own money wrapped 
up in their pictures, and that Vadim's 
And God . . . Created. Woman had 
already eloquently demonstrated that off- 
beat sex was a solidly commercial com- 
modity. It might be unfair. but it is not 
at all unlikely. As Alain Resnais wrote 
about his L’dnnce Derniéie à Marienbad 
(Last Year at Marienbad), “We wanted. 
n objective which might be called 
commercial, to make a realist film which 
would get home to a wide public." He 
had already demonstrated his ability to 
do just that when. in 1959. he directed 
Hiroshima, Mon Amour, with its huge 
opening close-ups of Iwo nude lovers, a 
French girl and a Japanese, passionately 
intertwined, the texture of their skins 
glistening beneath a micalike layer of 
atomic dust. But Resnais was one of the 
few Nouvelle Vague film makers to turn 
his new freedom to social purposes; most 
of them were more than willing to follow 
Vadim’s lead, concentrating on beds and 
bosoms. Claude Chabrol's cynical Les 
Cousins (The Cousins), for example, has 
hero a young man who coolly 
acquires his friend's fiance as his own 


as dts 


mistress and prepares for a law examina- 
tion with an orgy. In. Jean-Luc Gods 
Breathless. ] ul Belmondo and Jean 
Seberg spend almost as much time in bed 
together as they do Heeing the police. 
Also typically New Wave, at the end of 
the film Miss Seberg brightly. conscience: 
lessly and purposelessly fingers her boy 
friend for the gendarmerie. And Vadim’s 
own Les Liaisons Dangereuses, an updat 
ing of an 18th Century succi» de scandale 
about а woman who encourages her hus 
band to seduce the fiancée of her lover of 
the moment, reprised the novels scandale 
(И not its succes) with scenes of lovemak- 
wr that lelt Little to the imagination. At 
least one knew the precise location of 
every mole on the lithe and. prety body 
of Annette Vadim (Brigitte successor). 
Actually, so similar had the films become 
that by the end of the Fifties the New 
Wave way already in danger of becoming 
old hat. As one critic observed, “They 
don't bother to change the plot anymore 
—only the sheets.” 

Sex also played a far more dominant 
Tole in the Italian films ol the Fifties. 
Once that war-ravaged nation had strug 
gled back to its feet. neorealist plots 


"Ro 


. тош, row your boat, 


Gently down the stream. 


Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily . . . 


and philosophies seemed strangely out 
of place. Who wanted. to be reminded 
of war and hard times when рама w 

plentiful and the ragazze beautiful 
These were the themes, however, th 
had won for Daly a prominent place in 
the art houses of the world, and the ded 
icated neorealist directors һай no wish 
lo forget it. Biller Rice, produced in 
1948. pointed 10 a resolu many 
directors could readily prey 
girls caught up in neore 
Soon the I es 
ling with young, 


seekers 
trapped by social injustice on a collaps 


lovely job 


ing stairwell, with L 
forced into prostitution by “the syst 
and with fresh-faced telephone operators 
who were secretly on dope. Realism was 
rapidly giving way to titillation and s 
sttionalism. Curiously prophetic was а 
1954 film supervised by the éminence 
grise of the neorcalists, the writer and 
theorerician Cesare Zavatiini. Called 
Amore in Citlà (Love in the City), iv 
purported to be a ki 1 
ism. dr: 
dircetly from newspa 
sequence. for example, gil 
»dons her illegitin pa 

when she can no longer atlord to feed it: 
the case made the papers because she later 
med ıo reclaim the child amd was i 


y youngsters 


peasaut 


Own story, with her own child. In othe 
sequences, the camera interviews prosti 
сз оп the succes of Rome, or re 
creates the events leading up to the 
attempted suicides of several auractive 
young giri: both the narration and the 


film's accompanying publicity under 
scored die aer that these were actual 
prostitutes and would-be suicides talking 


about their own lives. (The point. was 
Че even. str when the Malian 
goverment sought, unsuccessfully. 1 
r the Love for Sale segment from for 
eign distribution.) Altogether, Love im 
the City was а clear admission of the new 
directions that neorealism was taking 
Even mo tly. the directors in 


volved in this project included, besides 
Zavattini, such key figures as Michel- 
ngelo Antonioni, Dino Risi, Alberto 


Lamada and. Federico Fellin 
e in the City, although the prov 
round for a whole new generation 
п makers, never enjoyed the success 


would warrant repetition. In the 
meantime, however, Renato Самсап 
Due Soldi di Speranza (Two Cents 
Worth of Hope) bad already indicated 
the new spirit within  neorealism. Is 
concern was still with the poor, its 


tings the rough-cobbled suces and 
squares ol ge near Naples 
Its hero, returned from the war, sup 
ports his kage family by working in the 


parish church by day and posting Cc 


“snow job” 


You will surely get it here. We 
have the world's largest Snow 
Maker. 


Just give Bromley the degree 
weather and we will give you 
SNOW! SKIING! EXCITEMENT! 
ANYTIME OF YEAR! 


And wait lil vou see what shows 
up on our Bunny Slope. The 22 
other slopes and trails offer 
challenging curves of a different 
nature 


There's a couple of great stone 
fireplaces. lounge, a bar or two, 
restauranl, and a winler picnic 
and chug-a-lug corner. This is it 
ster, and that’s no snow job! 


® 
BIG BROMLEY 


BOX 368-H = MANCHESTER, VT. 


Please send free, full color folder. 


Name 


Address 


City 


munist manifestoes in Naples by night 
Before he can many Carmela, the 
daughter of a local businessman, he 
must cam enough money to make up a 
dowry for his sister. who had been se 
duced by a rich. peasant. Ulrimately, 
driven to desperation. the young man 
strips Carmela naked in ihe town square 
and hurls her clothes ar her father: He 
camot afford a dowry, and so he will 
take the girl as God made her, beholden 
10 no onc. At the end. the villagers assert 
their assent and support of his action. 
Amos forgonen today, Two Cenis 
Worth of Hope was an important tirn- 
ing point. Di retained all the humanism 
of the cadier acorealist films, but it also 
had. humor, optimism—and sex. 

j ever been lacking. 
wed mothers and illegitimate babies 
always part of the neorealistic way 
of life, Bur where, in the immed 
pos-War years, they had provided cith 
puhas or problems, begimning in the 
carly Fifties young maids and their pic 
m peccidilloes were viewed with 
tolerant usement or even enthusiasm, 
while amorous escapades of every sort 
became ay central to the new neorealism 
as amtiNavi activities had been to the 
old, Vittorio DeSica, who as director was 
almost alone in maimaining the ap 
preach of the Forties. семе] in his 
Umberto D. (1959) a figure of great sym 
pathy ош of a roommng-house Махсу who 
couldnt хау for certain whether she was 
made pregnant by diat handsome soldier 
from Naples or the one Irom Rome; on 
the other band. m virtually the same 
time. DeSica a» actor, in Blaseni’s Altri 
Tempi (Times Gone By), ollered onc of 
perform bumbl; 
al Neapol yer who de 
fends Gina Lollobrigida in a murder 
сим. It seems the impetuous gil һай 
poisoned her morher-indaw because t 
good woman had persisted. їп advising 
her son of cach of his young wife's extra 
ıs. The lawyer, frustrated in 
al ploy by his client's disarming 
candor. ultimately reaches back t0 the 
ancient trial of Phryne for a classic prec 
edent, reve: 
to the delighted court and asks how 
judge and jury can possibly take the 
responsibility for re from the 
world such unique physical charms. 
Since most of those present, the film 
makes dear, had already sampled. those 
unique physical charms. the court comes 
to swih and unanimous agreement. This 
worldly, lighthearted and altogether c 
did appreciation of sex soon became 
characteristic of the beter Talian movies. 

Sex—or at least. nudity—was also evi- 
dent in another group of Talian films 
made during the Fifties; but thanks to 
our assiduous censors and. ever-watchful 
Customs men, very few of them reached 
these shores. They were negligible enough 
at home even with their sprinklings of 
eroticism, but if such scenes had been 


к Gina's impressive elea 


оу 


Trousers and 
permanently pressed 
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removed, the distributors would have 
been left with nothing то sell. Typi- 
cal was Era Lui, Si, Si... (If Was He, 
Yes, Yes . . .), notable primarily for 
giving a very young—and very naked— 
Sophia Loren her start in pictures. In it, 
а young man asks a rich shopkeeper for 
а job, but is rejected because the shop- 
Keeper recognizes him as the rival who 
dy up in his dreams to 
I away his ladyfriends. Needless to 
add, Sophia was one of his dream girls— 


nd even at 17 a mighty substanti: 
Similarly, dreams motivate the mam- 
is in О. К. Nerone (О. К. 

тшге! ihe abundant 


cha id a bevy 
© girls. Loren was plenti- 
y le again Due Notti con 
Cleopatra (Two Nights with Cleopatra). 
a comedy in which she played the dual 
roles of the Serpent of the Nile and a 
servant girl. In both, the bountiful Loren 
bosom was frequently, and fully, on 
display 
o Nights with Cleopatra treated 
lighüy the type of historical material 
that а long cyde of Italian films of the 
Fildes handled with utmost seriousness 
and ish disregard for cost. For some 
reason, the alians have always had a 
special affection for the pomp and glory 


of Rome's Imper 
bled p: 


, these have 
a recurring theme in Italian film 
production: and in the Fifties, with the 
Tialian studios once more operating on а 
firm economic base, the Talian historical 
superspectacul tained a degree of 
opulence that producers elsewhere (i 
duding Hollywood itself) could hope to 
emulate only by renting studio space 
at Rome's bustling Cinecittà. Typical of 
this wend were films such as Mesvalina, 
Attila, Il Sacco de Roma (The Sack of 
Rome) md Frine, Corigiana d'Oriente 
(Phryne, Oriental Courtesan), in which 
the spectacular elements were generously 
larded with sex. Aila (which starred 
Anthony Quinn and Sophia Loren) and 


Messalina, for example, featured se- 
quences of bacchanalian revels in which 
many of the female revelers were naked 


from the waist up: while 
Rome, which played briefly in 
exploitation houses as The Pagans, 
ences were treated to scenes of rape 
sadistic massacre, as well ay Roman orgies 
at their most decadent. (American censors 
permitted such sequences in long shots, 
bur assiduously eliminated the graphic 
close-ups in the original.) 

During the 


n The Sack of 
U.S. 


“Let me give you a separate bag for those.” 


distributors of European pictures. 


them live up to 
тасу reputation, began to get 
around the Customs officials and local 


censorship by the simple expedient of 
shooting new bits of nudity for insertion 
prints. At first, such sequences 
ced shots that had been 
climinated; but as the distributors grew 
bolder, special low-budget directors—or 
"doctors" as they were called—were 
brought in to "sex up" foreign films 
with additional erotic footage cr 
ally for the American n 
haps the most famous of these was the 
nude bathing sequence slipped into Ing. 
mar Bergman's сй Interlude. Filmed 


rry Moyer, th 
"s showed a shapely young model 
ng into the water amd cavor 
re with her equally naked. boyfriend. 
So successfully was the [ootage integrated 
"temporary critics commented on 
typical Continental delicacy in the 
treatment of sex." Not umil some years 
later, after Bergman had auained his 
imernanonal reputation, was this se- 
quence removed [rom American prints 
at Bergman's specific request. The dis- 
mrbutors capitalized on tl 
events by reissuing the film in its * 
nal uncut. version." 

Another, more typical "dectoring" job 
of Moyer’s concerned an Talian exploi 


seer 


e The Del's Commandment for the 
American nade. In its original form, the 
picture began with a girl's body being 
hauled out of а river, On her neck, the 
police discover two mystifying small 
seratches—the same small scratches that 
have been mystifying police the world 
over, despite the fact that Bram Stoke 
identified them for all ime in Dracula 
in 1897. For his version, Moyer added an 
opening in which presumably the 
girl arrives in her apartment, disrobes in 
front of a mirror to the inevitable Merry 
Widow bra and black garter belt. then 
prepares to take а bath. Meanwhile, out- 
side, shots of stealthy fect on the stair- 
ay. a gloved hand at the doorknob. 
These imercut with the girl in her tub 
(and brief glimpses of her breasts as she 
merrily washes away), Then the look of 
terror as she glances up and perceives 
the killer, the futile attempts to con- 
ceal her nudity as he clutches 
her. She screams, Darkness . 


same 


so threw in a juicy rape sequence later in 
the picture. Moyers services were used 


during the Fifties to “doctor” more than 
a dozen European features, including 
a Ge i film that be- 


cam ous additions, 
The Secret Sex Life of Hiller. 
But with or without the subtle minis 


trations of Larry Moyer and the several 
other New York-based "doctors" of the 
Fifties, the European films—and р: 


karly those from Haly—began to gain 
audiences even outside arthouse circles \ 
One of the fist was Alessandro. BL 


an Fabiola, with an } \ W/ 


headed by Michèle | H 
oui. Produced } 1 \ \ 
in 1948, it was carclully re-edited for the ^ “ \ Wy 
ч р | 
"o En a E ‘ 
United F 
lowed with far greater success when, latc \ 
in the Fifties, ппу Boston distribu- p / 


tor named Joseph F. Levine purchased UC 
an idiotic sex-and-gore spectacular called 
Le Fatiche di Ercole, ked it with a 
59.000.000. advertising: сатр of the 
purest hyperbole, and Mung it simultanc- 
ously onto hundreds of theater and drive- 
in screens across the country as Hercules. 
The audacity of bis gesiure, selling a 
sow's car as if it were a silk purse. made 
а top star overnight of muscle-bound 
Steve Reeves—and a millionaire of the 
diminutive Levi When тот. 

cres solemnly declared hat while 
the American public might be fooled 
once, it certainly could not happen 
again, Levine promptly upset their mis- 
placed faith by taking the sequel, Ercole 
€ la Regina di Lidia, reiting it Her- 
cules Unchained and, following precisely 
the same exploitation procedures, made 
himself another gold mine, No опей 
last of all Mr. Levine—would seriously 
claim that the Hercules pictures were 
"art"; but between their beefcake hero 
and gaurily clad heroines, their scenes of 


fou with audiences 
everywhere. 

Unfortunately, for such serious, con. 

templitive graduates of the neoreali 


_ DeSica, Fellini. 
road was а 
They wanted to put 
view of an incre 
agly mat i 
bout the sc 
that generally spelled big box 
haps their most notable fai 
because of its size and expense, w: 


other to sumptuous beds and couches. the star always seemed to be uncomforta- 
Antonioni, truer to his neorcalist ori bly miscast. When Bergman finally left 
осе. Per- gins, followed his work on Love in the — the fickle Rossellini, his decline was piti- 
mply Ciy with Le Amiche, a typically low- 
Vis- keyed study of a quintet of girls in Mil- s proved a bad time, ton, for 
d with I1 Grido orio DeSica. Miracolo a Milano 
(The Outcry), in which the Lue Seve (Miracle in Milan) and Umberto D. had 
ger. Set in Ven- Cochran played a restless, irresistible but sequences that recalled the power and 
the time of the war doomed workingman. So muted in tone ssion of The Bieyele Thief; bur in 
nsi Austria, its rath were both films that not even the candor 1953 he became embroiled in one of Da- 
focused ира (and in I1 Grido the frank carnality) of vid O. Selznick’s vast international proj- 
ristocrats on both sides The aging their sex scenes could win them wide ects, Slazione Termini (Indiscretion), in 
wile of an Tralian count falls desperately popularity wal con- which Jennifer Jones has a brief, 
n love with a pleasurcloving Austriam siderable esteem. Rossellini, sionate,  between-trains и we with 
officer, but after a prorracted ir. de- working with his new wif Montgomery Clift. Temperamental cashes 
nounces him to the Austrian comman- the carly Fift between producer Selznick and director 
dant when she learns that her passion is to generate even critical enthusi DeSica, as well as subsequent clashes with 
. Visconti had added a po- films—Siromboli, Europa 51 (The G the American censors who sought to lower 
litical tone 10 the film, attempting to set est Love). Viaggio in Майе (A Trip in the temperature of some of the sleeping- 
the love story against the events of the Maly) and Siamo Donne (We Are W car clinches, reduced the film to a hash 
ишге the radiant Bi did litle to enhance the reputations 
the producer to cut these scenes so drasti- man as a somnolent sexspot belatedly of either DeSica or Selznick. For а time, 
cally that what predominated on the awakened to the delights of the flesh by ctually withdrew from directing 
sercen were shots of Valli in furs and someone other than her husband. No mat- altogether, preferring to act in the films 
Granger in satius repeatedly steering each — ter how tue this may have been in fac, of others; but in 1956, with L'Oro di 24g 


«omis gorgeously mounted production nese fashion circles, 
of Senso, filmed in Technicolor with Ali 
da Valli and Farley € 
ice 


п 1866 


risorgimento; but Italy's censors forced — eu)—tended to f 
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Napoli (Gold of Naples). he demonstrated 
not only that he had lost none of his 
directorial authority but that һе pos- 
sessed a sirain of humor hitherto unsus- 
pened. One ol its five stories, with 
Sophia Lorem as the brawling, fun- 
loving. Hirtatious wife of a jealous Nea 
ла maker, her generous bosom 
ing out of her blouse. lifted 
me into the ranks of inter 
ional stadom:; while another episode, 
h Silvana Mangano as Slo 
prefers prostitution to а bou 
rhage with 
questions that had both moral 
censors scratching their heads. 

OF all the neorealist directors, Fede 
co Fellini fared best during the Fif 


her for all t 


whore 
geois m. 
a тап she does not love, posed 
ists and the 


Rossellini's most notable successes, Fe 
made his directorial bow in 1950 whe 
with Alberto Lattuada, he wrote and co- 
directed Luci del Variela (Variety Lights). 
\ squalid backstage могу of a third-rate 
vaudeville company touring the Italian 
provinces, it had moments of incidental 
nudity, but lacked. the glamor of theater 
and the appeal of romance. Despite this 
зріс ‚ Fellini's star was 
in the ascendant. Alter a Love in the City 
episode in which the journalist hero ар 
1 agency Гог a pros 
pective bride for a werewolf friend. (the 
псу obliges with a pathetically plain 
young girl), he achieved his first success 
with 7 Vitelloni. a mordant yet touch 
study of wasted youth in a prov 
нана: n. The thwarted teenagers 
have their hopes and ambitions, but 
spend their days in joyless scductions 
and pointless cruclties. Fellini's next film, 
La Strada, brought him international ac 
daim. In it, a brutal giant of a man 
(Anthony Quinn), a carnival. performer, 
purchases a feeble-minded girl (Giulietta 
Masina, Fellini's diminutive wile) to trav- 
cl with him as a combination assistant 
and concubine. He learns the meaning of 
love only after she has died from his in 
man treatment and he finds himself alone. 
Although every scene in the picture was 
ndled with serupulous taste, there was 
по effort t0 conceal the nature of the re- 
lationship between the man and his girl. 
Y many Americans, La Strada. came to 
epitomize the true meaning of the new 
maturity in film making. 

Three years later, in 1957, Fellini de- 
lighted and startled his audiences by star- 
ring his wile again, this time in Le Notti 
di Cabiria (Cabiria), onc of the few films 
in history that not merely featured a 
prostitute but actually showed her mak 
ing her professional rounds, Poiguantly 
memorable were the night scenes photo 
graphed on the shadowed streets of 
Rome where prostitutes of all ages and 

pes (many of them real) vied lustily 
with one another for prospective 
tomers, as well as those in the apar 
of a debauched and aging mo 


cus 


ment 


250 who uses his wealth amd position to 


seme his. voluptuous gain, al 
though his subject mauer was sordid in 
the extreme. Fellini demonstrated that a 
discreet, discerning use of the camera 
and warm and understanding heart 
could make a film soar high above all 
bur the most rigorous of censors. 

Such were the highlights of the Talian 
film in the Filties—a few artistic successes 
and a rather high percentage of commer- 
Gal blockbusters. Bur just ahead. in 
1960, Tay a dramatic reversal, when films 
such as Antonionis L'deventina, De- 
Sica’s La Ciociara, (Twa Women), Vis- 
conti’s Rocco e i Suoi Fratelli (Rocio 
and His Brothers) and, above all, Felli- 
ni's La Dolce Vita began to prove for all 
time that artistic and financial success 
was no longer a contradiction in terms. 

The Fifties also returned the Swedish 
cinema to the international. scene—large- 
ly through the cloris of Sweden's gre: 
director Ingmar Bergman. From earliest 
times, the Swedes had never been hesi- 
tant about putting nudity on the screen 
In a country where nude mixed bathing 
has long been accepted, such prudery 
would be unthinkable. But not unul 
lae in the Fifties did nudity begin 10 
turn up in Swedish pictures 
tation clement: Generally, 
be 
Bergman's carly ng Gycklarnas 
Afton (The Naked Night), in which a 
clown, demented with grief. ries the 


stes. 


nude body of his wanton wile thre 
the crowd of soldiers who have already 
enjoyed. Hd favors. en with the 
n and 

n ex- 


SRT subject in a heady display of 
cinematic virtuosity. He was light and 
mockingly humorous in Sommarnattens 
Leende (Smiles of a Summer Night), 
which often seemed more like а naughty 
French farce than the work of a young 
Swedish intellectual. Indeed, when the 
film was distributed in the United Stat 
(by, of all things, Walt Disney's Buena 
Vista company), the dialog of one entire 
sequence, as a maid and her mistress ex 
change confidences about the opposite 
sex, proved so racy that it was left un 
translated. In Sommarlek (later released 
^ Hii Interlude in the U.S), he 
treated romantic love with bittersweet 
overtones: After a passionate night, the 
youthful hero dives recklessly onto some 
rocks, and the heroine (Mai-Britt Nils- 
son) spends the rest of the film dreaming 
of what might have been. Sommaren med 
Monika (Monika). on the other hand. 
depicted the tragic consequences of heed- 
less passion, Nära Livel (Brink of Life) 
offered an almost documentary account 
of three women facing childbirth in a 
maternity hospit 
omitting the obstetrical deta 
icterized. the French Case of 
Dr. Lanyent, with J or 
so earlier). And. Jungfrukällan (The Vir 
gin Spring) included a rape sequence un- 


precedented lor clinic 
in the uncut version 
tery. incest, lust 
up repeatedly in the Bergman films. Such 
is his artistry, however, that there is lule 
n his films to offend the censor, Where 
sex is there, more often than not it is 
lor philosophic and moralistic purposes 
Like all of Europe's best directors, Ber 
mum creates entertainment for mature 
adults—and boni soit qui mal у pense 


The renaissance i ish films i 
Bergman almost sim пау began 
was soon carried along by other, albeit 
ls gifted direaors. АШ Sjöberg, for 


whom Bergman earlier had written the 
script of Heis (Torment). enjoyed a 
brief success on his own with his skillful 
adaptation of Strindberg’s Fröken Julie 
(Miss Julie), the gloomy case history of a 
neurotic gil who would certainly. have 
intrigued Dr. Freud. Jul the re 
pressed. but sensual illegitimate daughter 
of a wealthy landowner around the tum 
of the centry, Her dormant passions 
are aroused when, in the midst of Mid 
summer Night revelries, she spies Jean. 
the family valet, rolling in the hay with 
one of the comelier housemaids. Us 
her own charms as а weapon, the girl 
makes an open play for the man, sadisti- 
ally humbling him by having him wipe 
her shoes and even hop over her riding 
crop. Driven by a frenzy of desire, the 
valet flings himself upon her—and_ she 
willingly responds. Remorse comes the 
next morning when her imaw abhor 
rence of men Hares up. Seeing Jean once 
more as merely а servant—too much the 
servant even to respond to her sugges- 
у run away together— Julie 
© was a sub 
achievement for its day—so 
much so that it encountered the usual 


censorial difficulties when it was released 
in this country. "Ihe girl in is ille 
gitimate,” a Massachusetts. censor com 


ed to the theater manager who was 
ing the picture. “How would you 
ke for your sister to see a film about an 
illegitimate girl?” Yt took a ruling by the 
Massachusetts Supreme Court to assure 
both the censor and the manager that, 
regardless of Julie's illegitimacy, August 
Strindberg’s play, first produced in 1888, 
was a perfectly legitimate subject for 
filmic presentation in 

тейи the best known Swedish fim 
of the Fifties—until the Bergman inu 
dation began in this country alter 1957— 
was Ате Matisons Hon Dansade en 
Sommar (One Summer of Happiness), 
the story of а young farm girl who 
enjoys a brief, illicit summer rom 
tha is terminated abruptly when she 
is killed im a motoreyde accident. The 


pla 


lyrical romantic pas cluded a se- 
quence that wis to become almost the 
trademark of Swedish films for the next 


few 


On their lonely the 
girl and boy, Ulla Jacobsson and Folke 
duisi, shuck their clothes for а s 


years 


SEE SEAN CONNERY STARRING IN “YOU ONLY LIVE TWICE.” GIFT-WRAPPED WITH OUR COMPLIMENTS. 
зне ER ве оо, RENTUCRY STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY DISTILLED AND 


БОТО ву тык лыг MILLING CO CLERMONT. BEAM к МТС, 


F 


LON ved 


Ec. 


| 


Se v 
KENTUCKY STRAIGHT 
‘BOURBON WHISKEY 


The gift is distinctive. 
The season is merry. 
The man is Sean Connery. 
The Bourbon is JIM BEAM. 
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in the inviting waters of a nearby lake. 
But swimming is soon forgotten as their 
splashing and kicking develops into 
amorous foreplay that is rapunonsly con- 
summated in the asses that vim the 
lake, Ulla Jacobsson's fresh, dark bea 
fully revealed to the camera. and the 
der iveness of the young man 
spin ich critic, Georges Sadoul. 
to thapsodize about “the chaste sensuality 
of a Nordic Daphnis and Chloë” Un- 
doubtedly, it was the success of this film 
' spired the American distributor 
of Hicit Interlude 10 insert а suspicious- 
ly similar sequence imo the Bogman 
picture; but by 1954 the sylvan skinny- 
dip had become such a cliché of Swedish 
that à comedy of that year, 
1 Rök och Dans (nor seen in this coun 


featu scene in which the star. 
tin Ljung, a Fernandel type, dis 
robes with a young lady at the water's 


edge: then, as they wade out for their 
imerlude of aqueous amour. a subtitle 
appears over the scene: FoR EXPORT. 


fortunately, the impish mood re 
llecied. by this title was soon turned to 
dead earnestness by тапу Swedish pro 
ducers. As is so often the cse, once the 
vedish film had established itself in the 
art markets of the world, the exploiters 
began to move in, men who equated ihe 
new acceptance. of Swedish pictures not 
with the artistry of а Bergman, а Ma 
жоп or a Sjoberg but with the scenes of 
nudity or sexuality that were so often an 
imegral part of their work. By the end 
ol the Filties, the girls in Swedish. films 
were taking their clothes off on the 
mest pretest (as in Raggare, where 
pretty Christina Schollin—hiter to star in 
Drar John—disrobes completely merely 
because she is rowing alone in the mid 

P is sunny). And 
upon an ex 


the studios had launched 


tended series of sordid, sensational ex 
posé films that dealt mock-seriously 
with such provocative subjects as prosti 


m 
tion. Lesbianism and homosexuality. In 
the United States, none of these ever 
pencuated beyond ihe grind-house 
ploitation market 

During the Filties, thanks to the pro 
liferation of film festivals. die world. be 
1 (о learn more about production in 
other countries. Sjöbergs reputation. was 

plished in Venice, Bergman's d 


hotel facilities and 
(prefe: di where starlets could 
cavort (ог the benchi of photographers 
was vying for the privilege of м 
festival of is own. So numerous had 
these requests become by the mid-Filties 
thar motion-picane producers through- 
out the world. for d 
set up a that solemnly 
ranked the festivals as A or B, deter 
mined which could give prizes 
whi 
arb 


ir own protection 
clearinghouse 


h could nor and was the ult 


of which cities would be offic 


entitled to hold a festival in the first 
In the early years of the decade. 
however, Cannes and Venice held the 


ions; and since the win 
either of these festivals 
international distribu. 


prefer 
ning of 
virtually 


ed posi 
prize 
assured 


tion, producers the world over were 
particularly eager ie have their wares 
presented. there 

lt was at the Venice Festival of 1951 


for example. that the West first glimpsed 
the po War resurgence of the Japanese 
film industry and, more specifically. the 
work of Japan's great director Akira Ku 
Rashomon arrived in Venice 
almost by mistake: another. far more con- 
ventional picture fiom the same stud 
had been expected, but it was simply not 
ady in time. The film. in which a bru- 
tal rape is four times тес cach 
time from the point of view of another ol 
the participants and witnesses, 
bly confused many—particularly since 
one of the witnesses is the ghost of the 
s dead husband; but no 
Failed to be impressed by the films 
originality and physical beauty, or by 
the sheer terror of its central. situation: 


тоза 


iuevita- 


peel wo 


A vagrant wind Hicks back the veil from 
the free of a beautiful woman as she 
pases through a wooded place. An out 
law. waking by the side of the road. sees 
her and decides he must have her. From 
thet moment. the stories diverge. The 
woman dedares that it wis simple rape. 


The hush 
bandit v 
иес. was 


defilement 


1 holds that he fought the. 
lorousty bur, bound to i 
forced to witness his wife's 
The bandit himself, eap 


tured by the authorities. admits that he 
imended to rob. the m but was se 
duced. by the wife inte kill h A 


ted wines to 


pasing woodcutter. a be 
ihe tragedy, contributes an account. that 
is equally sell-protective. Truth, like 
beauty. Kurostwa implies, lies in the eye 
of the beholder, In all probability, it was 
the rape, n losophy. that recon 
pended the film to RKO-Radio Pictures 
for American distribution (and to. MGM 
à 1964 for a Westernized version titled 
The Outage): but lor film coznoventi. 
carae of Rashomon was а sigi 
ld one speak: of the 
pictures without in 
s 
United States, 
impresion crested by Rashomon was 
soon confirmed by the presentation. of 
Ugetsu Monogatari (U gets). directed. by 
Kenji Mizoguchi. Ser in the distant past 
like Rashomon, it proffered as a 
would-be si 
mily t0 cola 
ios. 
56. was Tamed in Japan 
director of pictures about women 
hundred or so films he made, he dealt 
realistically, but always sympathetically. 
with the lives of countess 


world of 


motion 
& һе Japan 


the the initial 


hero 


who deserts 
with a be 
Mizoguch 


is in the past 
nd of geishas and prostitutes in the 
present, In. Yuki Funijezn (The Fate of 


Madame Yuki), he dramatized the dile: 


ma ol a college girl who discovers that 


her mother runs whorehouse. Should 
she or should. she reunn home to 
help manage her mothers business? 


In Akasen Chitai (Street of Shame), Mi 
zoguchîîs last fiim, he limns in devastating 
detail, but alo with deep compassion, 
the lowlife of Tokyo's redigi. district 

1 which then, as now, produced 
an average of 500. pictures а year (as op- 
posed 10 fewer dian 200 in the United 
States). is heavily dependent upon its Far 
Eastern marker. with upwards of 50,000 


theaters, Each year it supplies them with 
a heavy dose of pseudo. Americ 

trime pictues, action films. romances 
amd spectacles. Mow ambitious ol the 


m the 1957 production of 
Seido No kiriuto (Christ in Bronze). a 
superproduction iu the manner of De 


кате wa 


Mille in which the enty Christians are 
penecued with all the eroricism. and 
iimboyamly bad taste of the master 


himself. Indeed. tli 


de, 
1 
their: handling of sexual material. Prosti- 
tutes thronged the sercen, their lives of 
shane providing grist for literally dozens 
ol pictures that pretended to be both doc 
umemary and mor A particularly 
favored theme was the plight of the 
young girl wold into a brothel by her 
poverished parents; the preparations. for 
her first night with a customer were al 
most as much of a seéne obligatoire lor 
the Japanese as was the skinnydip for 
the Swedes, Toward the end ol the dec 
ade. the erotic nore grew even. more pro- 
nounced. Brothel girls had unfortunate 
encounters wi tortured 
them with whips or burning cigarettes. 
In. Okinn Otama (Women in the Storm 
af Night) pees seem 10 have 
been torn fiom the pages of the Marquis 
© bound. 


oughout the dec 


the Japanese film makers grew bolder 


as who 


h sadi 


whole seq 


de Sade: nude w 
whipped and hung suspended. over. live 
tosis in a veritable orgy of perverse sav 
ашау. Perversion of another sort timed 
up in Kon tehikawa’s Кең (Odd Obses- 
sion): Au elderly man can be sexually 
өшу by pornographic photo- 
graphs be has taken of his wile: to rid 
herself of this dirty old man. she kills 
In performing 
> bedside, bringing a heart att 
in another film of the late Fifties, 
mous paint 
g on the 


arousal 


a Lascivious striptease 


tack, 
Ulamaro. 


the hero is a 
who geis his kicks by | 
nude bodies of women head for 
the Japanese, however, were the “ero 
ductions” of the Sixtics—lilms so overtly 
pornographic in tr 
(though short of 
films) ay 10 bar th 
the world market. 

Few Germin films of ihe Filties 
reached the world market. either, but for 
another reason, Despite West Germany's 
wwilt economic recovery during that peri- 
od, her motion-picture industry continued 


ment and content 
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10 log behind. hobbled by a fo 
sellcensorship. that literally forbade any 
searching commentary upon the conten 
porary scene, As а result, most film mak- 
fined themselves to 


ers co pointless. 
somewhat dull crime stories, musicals. 
эш pictures and belued ай-ий 
apologias—not infrequently spiced with 
heavyhanded. typically ‘Teutonic sex. 
Such reminiscences of the Hider era as 


Des Teufels General (The Devil's C 
eral) and Der Lette Abt (The Last Ten 
Days). for example, thoughtfully in- 
cluded to indicate the cor 
ruption of the Nazi high command. ‘The 
controversial O85 (amel for the 
adud machine gun wed by German 
troops in World War Two) depicted the 
German army as debauched and dopi 
cable: Obscenities blare [vom the sound. 
tack: the buracks dialog is filled with 
accounts of sexual prowess and casy con- 
quests: officers and. noncoms delight 
cutting short the furloughs of their 
derlings so that they move in on 
their girlfriends, Sexy starlets such as 
Elke Sommer, Laya Raki, Romy Schneider 
and Nadja Tiller began popping up to 
spice the proceedii 

Perhaps the one 


all-out German 
however, w. 


decade, 
hhe, longlimbed. twny-haired Marion 


Mich: old gil ol athletic 


sex маг of the 


a 17y 


inclinations who was selected from some 
11.800 applicants for the title role in 
Liane, das Mädchen aus dem Urwald 


(Liane oj Ihe Jungle). Simply switching 


the Taran formu Irom masculine to 
femi it telly of a scientific expedi- 
tion searching for a rare orchid in 
deepest Africa. and 

lone and lovely wh 

ed by the s à goddess. 1 
wes her i to free the expedi 
tons handsome  cameraman (Hardy 


Kruger) when the 


ives capture. him, 
nd is in turn enel captured. by the 
expedition and taken back to civiliz- 
tion, where it soon develops that she is 
ı fact the long-lost daughter of a wealthy 
sman shipowner. Although there are 
plor complications when the shipowner 


is murdered, the films main inter- 
ем was centered in its opening reels 
as Liane. dad only in the briclest cache: 
seve and her ow meses. strode 


through the jungle, baihed in its pools 
or swung Tarzinlike Irom the vines. Un 
derscindably, the filmy ended with Li 
and her cameraman preparing to return 
to Africa to resume the hunt for the rare 
orchid, thus paving the way for a sequel, 
Liane, die Weise Sklavin (Liane, the 
White Slave), which quickly stripped 
away the veneer of civilization from her 
ball ] once more, in full, the 


ic 


"This is going to be a hell of a rough 
day if a wind doesn't come ир” 


e (in Germ: 
ту. at least). Fraulein Michael graced а 
number of films of the late Filties th 
dealt with the problems of voi 
as dive Este Liebe (Their First. Love). 
\ howemaid. played by a delightful 
blonde Yugoslav acwess, Marina Petrov 
па, attempts to seduce а young student 
(Christian. Wolff) by the simple expedi 
cmt of baring her breasts do him; al 
though tempied. the boy resists in Favor 
of the equally piquant Marion. A teen 
age striptease party, with the gi 


such 


nothing but their par 
tured in Sünde Nach der Schule (Crime 
After School). with Wolff. again as the 


Virtuous student. Temptation of another 
beset him in Anders Als Du und Ich 
The Third Sex). directed by the noto- 
vious Veit Harlan of Jud Sis fame. A 
shy boy who likes to paint, he is intro 
duced 10 а homosexual art. di by 
school chum who obviously has designs 
upon him, The mother. the rela 
tionship. suggests to ашаса 
айбкетугин that she try out her charms 
the young master. The girl obliges. 
slipping into а pee 
the mother is out of town, and succeeds 
all 100 well picture is over, 
the moth hauled into court on 
charges of procuring filed by the art 
er and the jealous friend. 

Late in the Filties, the miracle of Ger 
cle recovery” was suddenly 
nished by unsavory revelations about 
the ca 


on 


of some of her biggest 


most respected industrialists. A prosti- 
tute—actually, a high-priced calleirl was 
found murdered: and among her posses 


sions were tapes made in the course ol 
her professional rounds. tapes that. con- 
ined the details of business deals alon; 
with the bedside intimacies. The gir 
seemed, had been supplementing her 
come not merely by blackmail but, even 
more profitably, by selling the inform: 
had received [ra 
ners do their indust 
The case 
world: and from it came as well two 
movies, Rosemarie and Die Wahrheit 
über Rosemarie (The Truth About 
Rosemary). which publicized the case 


rivals, 
headlines all over the 


even more huidly, ter picture, 
almost documentary мше, starred 
the statuesque Belinda nd was es 
sentially an ant vae. The 


other, and Гак better film, brought to 
gether director Rolf. Thiel 
Eyck and Nadja 7 as the sleek, ove 
ger entrepreneur. Glossily mounted, and 
did in iis sex scenes as in its exposé 
ol the maneuvers of big business in Ger- 
many, Rosemarie was one of the few films 
from the German studios of that period 
10 win а wide international. audience. 
The film festivals of the Fifties abo 
served to introduce 10 the world compe 
tive productions from such Lat 
i ic» as Arg 1, Brazil and 


as 


Amer 


Mexico (although one often had the 
feeling that their movies were included 
less for their intrinsic merit than for 
their exotic origins). When Argentina's 
Tierra del Furgo was presented. at the 
Venice Festival of 1955, lor example, it 
was all but laughed off the screen, A 
steamy triangle set against the mist 
swept mountains of Argentina's south- 
emmost tip. the film starred. blonde, 
buxom Anna Maria Lynch. whose extra- 
ordinary endowments swayed and bobbled 
impressively whenever she moved. Un 
fortunately, while the director obviously 
strove to keep her in motion wherever 
posible, inevitably there were moments 
in the script that required a modicum of 
acting— whereupon Miss Lynch's bosom, 
bradess under a skintight, low-cut dress, 
would heave so voleanically as to threat 
n all her buttons and se but the 
words that emerged from her hard, tight 
сє were as Hat and perfunctory as 
child's recitation in Sunday school. Isi- 
bel Sarli, no less spectacularly endowed, 
never went the festival route, but she 
did become Argentina's top star, and ін 
deed a favorite throughout Latin Amer 
i aply because her audiences knew 
iat somehow or other, sooner or Luter, 
the titiam-haired beauty would wriggle 
out of her Clothes aud take a dip an 
natwel in а sylvan pool or waterlall. 
On the other hand, ind. again thanks 
to the festivals, the Fifties siw the 


emergence ob ab least one serious and. 
ted Argentine director, Leopoldo 
Nilson, whose 1957 La Casa del 
gel (End of Innocence) was ihe first 
film to suggest to the outside world the 
growing maturity and sophistication of 
the Argentine cinema, Based on a novel 
y ido, it described 
the closed, repressed. almost Victorian 
way of lile for Argentina's upper classes 
during the Twenties. Its heroine, a love 
ly gil of about 17, is seen taking а bath 


modestly attired in nothing less than a 
Jong, lowing robe. Her passions, stirred 


by а movie she sees with her governess, 
find expression in a kiss that she мите 
ously planis upon the lips of а stone 
angel in her garden. Racy stuff. But trag 
edy strikes when a worldly man, а friend 
of her father’s, arrives at the house o 
the eve of a duel. He convinces the ro 
mantic girl that he is about 10 dic and. 
impulsively, she gives herself to him. But 
he does nor die. and coldly rebutls the 
girls subsequent advances. At the end of 
the film, thoroughly embittered, she has 
locked Herself away in her gloomy house 
for the rest of her unhappy life. In this, 
subsequent. films, Torre-Nilss 
Паз used the camera to strip away the 
fabe conventions and, particularly, the 
sexual repressions that twist. and. blight 
the lives af the unenlightene 

lar orientation pervades the 
work of Mexico's greatest director. 
Luis Buñuel. A Surrealist 
and inclination (in the ше 


A ма 


MADE, BOTTLED, SEALED IN FRANCE 


EAU DE COLOGNE 


ONAL 
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ies. with Salvador Dali. he direct 
ed two classics of Surrealist film making. 
Le Chien Andalou and L'Age d'Or). 
Buñuel demonstrated in 1950 that he had 
lost none of his power or intensity with 
his swage study of Mexico's impover- 
ished juvenile delinquents, Los Olvida- 
dos (The Young and the Damned). 
Filled with moments of obscene terior, 
as when a gross blind man fondles the 
thighs of a small girl, the picture in 
cluded what has since become а Buñuel 


Tw 


trademark: a dream sequence of un- 
veiled eroticism. An adolescent boy 
dreams of his mother; he knows that she 


has been sleeping with his best friend, a 
boy only slightly older than himself, and 
subconsciously he is jealous, In the dream, 
the mother advances upon him in slow 


motion wearing a long white gow 
a lascivious smile upon her face. She 
holds out her arms to him—but one hand 
holds a Inge chunk of maggovinfested 
meat. Just as he is about 10 respond. 10 


her, the friend, Jaibo, appears and the 


semi! 


agly pitiless 
mong Mexico City’ 
teeming pauper population was soon lol 
lowed by other films, such as El (This 
Strange Passion) and Ensayo de Un Cr 
men (The Criminal Life of Archibaldo de 
la Cruz), that were no less critical of the 
upper clases—and. particularly of their 
sexual peccadilloes. The hero of El, for 
example, is а wealthy, respectable m. 


er the marriage, however, he be 
suspect her of all sorts of infidelitics— 
baselessly, as it happens, But so obsessed 
is the man that one night, while his wife 
lies sleeping, he steals into he 
with a kit of surgical instruments. pre- 
pared to sew together the lips of her va- 
ina aud thus allay his suspicions for all 
time. Happily, the wife escapes th 
forced foreclosure, amd soon after, the 
n undergoes a complete emotional 
akdown while in church. In à 
manish scene, everyone in the vast cathe. 
dral, including the priest in the pulpit, 
seems to be Laughing at him and making 
the sign of the horn. Archibald de | 
Cruz is only slightly less disnaught, As 
child, he had seen his pretty nursemaid 
killed by a stray buller. Somehow, the ex- 
posed whi lis of the dead girl become 
nind with the strains of 
at he hears tinkling [rom a 
music box at the moment of her death 
When he grows up, the sound of Vivald 
and the tiful woman pro- 
duce in him the urge to kill—alıhough it 
st be added that Her he proves 
spectacularly ineffectual. 

Throughout the Fifties, perhaps with 
a bow to the competition from ihe south 
(Mexico and Argentina share essentially 
et), the Mexican studios 
ingly bolder, Fiery, rav 
а Felis, already an inten 
by virtue of her performances 


room 


n 


in such French films as Les Héros Sont 
Fatigues (The Heroes Are Tired) and 
French CanCan, in both of which she 
shucked her clothes, returned to her па 
tive country Гог torchy items such as 
The Hidden Women, Sonatas aud. Flor 
de Mayo, generally co-starring with Mex- 
stachioed Pedro 
Cu no mater how 
Señorila Felis. relused to 
strip on home territory, apparently feel 
ing that it would demean her. No such 
сег of busty 
а Luisa Pelufo, however, Beginni 
in 1954, with La Fièvre del De: 
Fever of Desire), she found some pretest 
s artists model or cabaret artiste—to 
appear in the bull. From Halv. briefly, 
came the beautiful Rosanna Podesta to 
sar dm La Red (Rosanna), remembered 
primarily for the fact that whenever. its 
story grew too turgid. she walked out 
into the sea and returned moments later 
with her cotton blouse clinging wetly to 
her upper torso. And from France came 
blonde, slender Christiane Martel to 
play Eve opposite Carlos Baena's. Adam 
in а naive, pseudo-Biblical Adam y Eva. 
Since the actress long tresses were cai 
fully pasted over her nipples, and the 
Gaiden of Eden strategically strewn with 
shrubs, the film offered litle 10 
the prerient—and even less Гог 
else, Bur that was in 1950: by the 
the de 
ta Peluto, 
actresses 


Armendai ously. 


hot the story, 


least hall a dozen 


young 
| Mexico had become мату 
of sorts—solely on the basis of their will- 


ing 
they had 

For all the increased emphasis on sex 
in films around the world, however, 
remained for staid old England to sup- 
ply the pictures that eventually broke 
through the taboos surroundit and 
nudity in the American market. Early in 
the Fifties, Britain's most endearing cx- 
port was its succession of Мес Guinness 
comedies—The Lavender Mill Mob, The 
Man in the White Suit. The Captain's 


fortunately, 


Paradise—all witty and slyly satirical, al 
though essentially innocuous enough, 


(Or almost innocuous enough: In the 
British version of The Captain's Para- 
dise, Guinness was married to two wives: 
bur America’s Code authorities, appar 
ently preferring adultery to bi 
tered the film to make it seem 
was actually married to only one.) In the 
mid-Fifties came the Doctor im the 
House series, slightly sexier, but inno- 
cence itsel compared with the ribald 


Carry On films hat began in the late 
Fifties. 
But there were other, more serious stir 


rings. In 1955, a film version of Christo 
pher Isherwood's autobiographical / Am 
а Camera, produced in England by an 
American company, was arbitrarily de 
nied а Production Code Seal. Th 
thorities were alarmed by the entire 
concept: a girl (Julie Harris) who sleeps 


ound moves in, rent free, with a strug: 
gling young writer, then staris 
his bills when she finds а rich A 


who wants w keep her, There is a dra 
matic moment when the girl [cars she is 
pre: d frankly discusses the possi 
bility of an abortion; but it is all a [alse 
alarm, and she goes merrily on her way 
Not only was the Code displeased with 
this story, but there were also lines such 
ıs her overly gracious acceptance of Isher 


woods hospitality: “What shall we do 
fist —have a drink or go 10 bed?" Not to 
mention her subsequent pronounce 


ment, “L might nor be exactly what some 
people consider a virgi Гус been 
chaste. Chased by every The рс 
ture wound up in a handful of Amer- 
ican art houses. 

In Englund, however, the voices of a 
new generation of "angry young 
already being heard—and listened 
to, Writers such as Kingsley Amis, John 
Braine and John Osborne were. kicking 
up а highly nonconformist storm in lit 


we 


erature and the theater, New film mak- 
em such as Lindsay Anderson, Karel 
Reisz and Tony Richardson were nying 


their hand at the medium, flouting the 
conventions in. England even as the New 
Wavers were doing simultincously in 
France. One of the first of their works to 
reach these shores was Richardson's. film 
version. of the Osborne pl Look Rack 
in Anger, with Richard Burton as the 


pasionate young wumpet player wl 
prefers his squalid freedom 1o the 
confines and iestraints of а proper job 


and а responsible marriage. Cl 
man is not “lovable”; but die 
eration of writers and dramat 
not out to create lovable ch. 
They wanted to set down in ch 
unmistakable terms the twisted 
nl false ideals that had sprung 
миг post War version of the 
мше. They wanted. to expose 

that produced the new 
д. fastliving, quick loving heel 


arly, the 
w ger 
as was 
acters. 
nd 
values 


up 


hero who, vaguely discontemed with 
lot, took his revenge on society at large 
Typical of ihis heckhero was Law 
rence Harvey's sponging. amoral. quick- 
buck agent in a significa m 
strangely ignored in у: Expresso 
Bongo. Part of its sign е lay in the 
fact that, simply as part of the story, it 
introduced bare-breasted girls as fixtures 
on the contemporary wene. Onstage or 
backstage at the Soho honky:tonks il 


s 


were the film's principal settings, they 
paraded with a totally professional lack 
of concern, But even more significant 


was the film's objective. unsentimen 
talized view of its cocky Cockney hero. 
He took his girls when and if he could 
get them, knowing t tamed him 
down, there was always another “bird” 
in the next tree. Similar, too. was Sir 
Laurence Olivier's The Entertainer, di 
rected by Richardson from another Os- 
borne play. In it, a seedy song.and-dance 


м if one 


Whatever y you add to your wale mis. 
start with the patent on smoothness. 
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ONYX FOR MEN. 


to the City-and-County coni 
bowler. Newly in America, for those 
immaculate men who will settle 
for nothing less than an air of cffort- 
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the bracing, buoyant scent that Englishmen created for 
Englishmen. Onyx lotions, colognes, soaps and powders have come to belong 
gent as unmistakably as the 


perfectly-pitched 
5 
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man bickers with his family, cheats on 
his wile and virtually destroys himself in 
the process. The moral seems to be that 
unenlightened self-interest leads ine 
bly ro sell defeat. 

No film ever made this more clear 
than Jack Clayton's Room at the Top. a 
vivid nanscript of John. Braine’s best 
seller. Hs hero, skillfully portrayed by 
the ubiquitous Laurence Harvey, is an 
ambitious young man of mo distinction 
whatsoever who апу in a Midlands 
town determined to rise above his fel 
lows. His method is seduction. The mill- 
owner for whom he works has an 
atwactive daughter, and. Harvey contrives 
nant. Meanwhile, how- 
» allair with an older 


to make her pra 
ever, he is having 
woman (Simone Signore), who both 
loves and understands him, When, ult 
mately, the irme lather demands that 
Harvey make ап honest woman of his 
daughter, the young man has little cause 
to hesitate. Although for him it means a 
loveless. marriage, and suicide tor the 
woman who loves him, it also means that 
he has made it to the top. In the final 
shot, he settles back agamst the cushions 
of his Euherin-aw's limousine, but tears 


well in his cyes as he looks at his bride 
and understands the emptiness of his 
victory 

With love scenes unprecedented for 
andor in English-Language movies, with 
relationships that broke every movie 
convention, with a hero who knowingly 
broke every moral rule and, far from 


being punished for his affronts, wound 
up marrying the boss’ daughter, Room 
at the Top was promptly and. predicta- 
bly denied a Code Seal. Nevertheless, it 
ran for months to S.R.O. crowds in a 
New York art house, a 


this success went on to do the unheard of 
Still without a Seal, the film moved into 
the Inge American cil 


uit houses, where 


it continued to do big business. Thus, 
at the very end of the Files, an English 
film proved that the Code Seal was utter 
ly meaningless. Codeatfiliated theaters 
would book a potentially profitable non 
Code риште and Americans. in vast 


numbers would turn out to sce it, Sud- 
denly. terms such as "maturity" and 
"adult" ceased to have sniggering conno- 
ions for the American  moviegoer. 
Koom at the Top һай proved that an 
honest view of society could provide 
honest enterttinment as well. American 
film makers were not reluctant to take 
the hint. In the decade ahead, the stu- 
dios were to embrace themes and situa 
tions heretofore unthinkable in their 


Code sheltered enclaves 


In their next installment of “The His- 
tory of Sex in Cinema," authors Knight 
and Alpert turn their attention from the 
fils of the Fifties, foreign and domestic, 
To the charismatic sex stars—[rom Brando 
to Monroc—who made them memorable. 
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bigger. It shows more films, atiracis more 
film makers, undresses more starlets, and 
pays the expenses of more critics and 
reporters (250 at the last count, not in- 
duding a further 500 journalists, pho- 
tographers, radio commentators and TV 
representatives who came under their 
employers’ steam). Subsidy to the amount 
of $225,000 is provided in equal pa 
by the town, the province and the 
government. 

Cannes disarms purist criticism by bl 
tant candor. It regards the cinema as 
primarily a popular art. Robert. Favre 
LeBret, the astute diplomat who dires 
the festival, always makes this clear to his 
juries, "E explain to them that the win- 
ner of the Grand Prix must have artistic 


quality, but it must also be capable of 
being welcomed by a large audience," 
Last year’s jury took this advice rather 
too much to heart. The Golden Palm 
was shared between Claude Lelouch's 
Un Homme et une Femme, a dashing 


piece of animated glossy-magazine pho 
tography, and Signore e Signori, a 
comedy directed at the top of everyone's 
voice by Pietro (Divorce—Italian Style) 
Germi. As an American observer sai 
“The Frog entry lacks substance"; and 
when Germi's award was announced. at 


sa 


the final ceremony, а storm of. catcalls 
halted the proceedings, interspersed 
with cries of “Cretins!” and “Assassins 


of ше cinema!” 

Undeterred by such fleabites, Favre Le- 
Bret points out that only two Cannes 
prize winners in 20 years have subse- 
quently failed at the box office. In Eu 
and die Ame rt houses, a 
Golden Palm usually gives an. enormous 
boost to а film's earning capacity. (The 
exception. is Britain, insular as ever, 
where it means virtually пой 
“There are two kinds of film maker, 
says Favre Lelret, "the artist and the in- 
dustrialist. Cannes has room for both.” 

In his own way, though less vocally, he 
rules Cannes just as toughly as Chia 
rules Venice. He ha last word 
nominating the jury, which 
half Fi 
doesn't hesitate to 


rope 


in 
normally 
ench and half foreign; and he 


Hot: 


npose the gi ne 


on films he considers too loi ‘Cut 
thirty minutes and we'll take it,” he told. 
the Rumanians last. year after seeing the 


movie they proposed to enter. They 
made the requisite cuts and it won а 
prize lor direction, Shrewdly, Favre Le- 
Bret has never pretended that the festi- 
val was a tourist attraction: “This is a 
professional cong l's a meeting 
place for eight thousand people whose 
business is movies. There's nothing here 
for the general public.” Yet the public 
comes. Day and night, there's а stari 
throng outside the Festival 
where the main showings are held, 


anes is a (voting circus with fair- 


(continued from page 224) 


for sere 
for afternoons) is the Grande Salle of 
the Festival Palace. Next door, in the 
le Jean Cocteau (dress informal), the 
French critics present their annual selec- 
tion of films by new directors, The fa 
ground booths are the cinemas along the 
Rue d'Antibes (come as you are, but 
preferably clothed), where a doze 
a day are hopefully ollered for auction 
10 international. distributors. 

Because they are ostensibly private, 
these showings are exempt from. censor- 
ship. The erotic content is often high. 
Take last year, for instance. “After Loli- 
ta,” said a typical handout, “comes an 
incestuous love affair—Lollipap." Thi 
sounded inviting but turned out to be 
tepid drivel. The next day, however. I 
saw a Swedish movie about inccst—Vil- 
got Sjoman's My Sister, My Love—which 
was at once а work of art, exquisite and 
poised, and a masterpiece of eroticism. It 
was marred only by an odd stroke of shy- 
ness: In Scandinavia, it seems, men have 
pubic hair but not genitalia. 1 also 1e- 
member an Anglo-Greek melodrama in 


“And here's a get-well-or-else 


which, at ten-minute intervals, ап uncx- 
plained thug with an eye patch ap- 
peared out of lelt screen, seized the nearest 
acess under 50, inelevandy fogged 
her with what looked like dental floss, 
and then returned her to the otherwise 
uneventful plot. (1 mi: 
short, a document 
“ihe Cult of the Phallus am 


Maidens.”) Another item that should 
not go unrecorded is the D: 
comedy that began with a drunken 
fisherman romping home to 
amhority by leaping onto the kitchen 
sink and urinating—in color, back to 


to the narration, which was thoug! 
dubbed into English, he did th 
prove a point: “The soul cannot forever 
be crushed in a dark tacit 

For a forti, May, Cannes is the 
film world in microcosm. Those who in- 
habit it sever all other allegiances as 
they dash blinking from one соз 
uditorium to the next. They read noth- 
g but the daily Festival Bulletin, and 
revel in the punning of its gossip colum- 
st. (Example: "If Omar Sharif marries, 
his wile will be called — Langouste 
Sharil.” Homard means lobster, and a 


card from the Mafia.” 
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fish. This low do we 
sink) And if Cannes is he world, the 
Carlton. Hotel is its capital city. 


langouste is a ci 


ver met) “and he's making like we 
oll buddies, birds of a M 
Then all of a sudden he savs will 1 
go up to room 120 and kill the first per 
son I sec. So I 
go up. And when the door op 
ght year old 
child! In а cute little nightie 
bons and everything! What kind of а 
fink does he di Е 
I was going 10 reply 


at the hell, 


and my own 
Gray d'Mbion, 


Y at street level and 
classical comfort above. But the Corl- 
js the hub of the act 
tessential scene, the place 
gosip rame 


s lost in the crowd, hi 
g into the vinyl and 
mé of the re 


: on the ground in Venice, 
the top stars still converge in bulk on 
ines, and the traffic is thickest in the. 
Carlton lobby, throu 
who is (or was, or would 
¢ 10 make) 


sequins and. gold 


€ 10 be, or 
туспе must sooner 
pass. Everyone, that is, except 


the Carlton ba 
ing seafront ter 
ing interviews of carefully rchea 
candor, designed to Па 


nd out on 
ace, the stars 


шег the jou 


turned up, unknown and uninvited, in 
"noye the festival 
more press cave 
Tked by their disapproval, 
she has calmly snubbed them ever since. 
was that her mini 
ing to Cannes was 


nothing of importance. 


hagyling with potential distributors. The 


anyone else 


with competitive blandness, " 
I cannot pin down 
next table, 


man at the 
it way not doing too well in 
Boston as of yesterday. Bi 
Rock Hudson a 
bly accepts 
Nelipped, J 
the scene, doc 
look of it, and pads briskly o 
ner of the terrace Sammy Davis Jr. is 
ї isn't even he 
At every table, w: 
мош or 
model-type actresses. Think 
ake a pretty girl into 


The rumor 
price lor retur 
a Légion. d'honneur. 

The Carlton lobby is not without its 
sient maniacs, some of whom 
the kind of glow that comes of intra- 
venous consolation. Last year i 
ppy eyes rushed out of 
and embraced me. 
and 1 had nev- 
n belore in my life 
asped. “There 


another story - . 


chinned and ti 
dard scans 


ng a him th 


| vou made 


ing and wa 


minutes ago I'm sitting in the ba 
your pal X—" (he 
250 known Cont 


twice before you 
the Carlton 1 


med a fairly well- 
rector whom I'd 


to be cast as the Spider Woman in 
Naked Creeps from Outer Space, and 
that you аге her agentcum-pimp- 

The Carlton's privare. beach, across 
the road from the hotel, is where the 
photographers swarm, hoping to snap a 
starlet whose bikini has shed its top. 
These are photographers of a special 
breed, who d ket through a 
lens in Years. Submerged in the throng, 
they brandish their cameras over the 
heads and ¢ way at random, Last 
rget was а plump con- 
tender briefs with a rose del 
Giely Саре ексер her burtocks. 
Although the Carlton beach. allures the 
crowds, а more select group favors the 
Plage Sportive a few hundred yards 
away. Here you сап bask, swim and 
warcrski with people like Peter Ustinov, 
Jeanne Moreau and Tony Richardson. 
You cin also see а bromed middle-aged 
man who capers about with daisies in his 
heard, playing a barrel organ and four- 

hing posters that advocate nuclear 
disarmament, He goes to all the Medi- 
terranean festivals, and claims to be one 
o's spies. 
The due Je 
g of the festi 


ol 


n Cocteau, unaowned 
al for many years and 
often enrolled in its jury, described it a 
^u nosegav of fags blended together by а 
а breeze"—un bouquet de drapeaux 
que le vent du large mélange, А typical 
day at Cannes is full and’ frenetically 


ternational. It might go something 
like this: 
9 мм: Private showing of Japanese 


film in Rue d'Antibes, Subject: cuckold- 
ed taxi driver who rakes vengeance on 
his wife's lovers by pretending that she's 
ng her supposed ghost to 
blackmail them. Modern setting, medi- 
eval thinking 

I лм Official Swedish entry at Festi- 
val Pa 1 and literary. D slip 
out halfway through 10 attend press con- 


ference held by the director of last 
nights movie. Mob of cris firing 
wordy questions in six la es. Heat 


mense, enlightenment m К 

12:30 par: Promotion lunch. at Eden 
Roc to publicize British entry. Over- 
whelmed by escapism, I choose freedom, 
But where to ea? In the center of 
Cannes, theres Mère Besson’s place 
modest in appearance but boasting 
Michelin star for its aromatic Provençal 
cooking: and the gaudier Mandarin, 
where the Chinese menu featur 
in Squirrel” and “Palm of Bears Claw. 
‘The most reliable bistro is L'Esquinade. 
АП three are within five minutes’ stroll 
of the Festival Palace. Down at the port, 
where posh yachts and grimy fishing 
boats jostle democratically for anchor- 
age, the specialty is seafood, for which 
the Voile au Vent charges more (and de- 
servedly so) than the Coq Hardi. But I 
m bent on tot 
miles westwa 
La Napoul 


хар 
4 to the coastal village of 
- Here, in the shaded garden 


, I wolf a 


of a restaurant. called L'O; 
meal that fully i 


place L'Oasis a 
France. 
2:30 rat: Public debate at the Hotel 


Martinez. beween writers and directors. 
Subject: Is Plot Essential to Motion Pi 
tunes? Supporters of straight tion 
include com 1 film makers like Del- 
ben Manu (Marty, The Bachelor Party). 
Jean Delannoy (L'Eternel Retour, Sym- 
Phonie Pastorale) and Henri-Georges 
Clouzot (Le Salaire de la Peur, Les 
Diaboliques). Their argument: that 
films should tell a story that the public 
can understand. Their common enemy 
Jean-Luc Godard, who maintains that 
the cinema of simple storytelling has had. 
ity day. “When you add it up. it only 
mounts to 
toral of movi 
tM 
tionist directors. He prefers a good story 
that conveys an emotional experi 
Godard ripostes: "Your kind of cinema 


pout ten percent of the sum 


prevents me from. n my kind! 
American cinema has deteriorated at the 
heart. You and Paddy Chayefsky and 


people like you have accepted the system 
and don't wy to change it, You have sur- 
rendered. your responsibilities. You for- 
get that cinema is not a part of you—you 


are a part of cinema. 
pleads guilty, but adds that 
n the U.S. is a business, not а 


ап, that compromise is necessa 
ete. Godard 


eic, 
“OF course a film must be 
sold to its audience. But T don’t sec why 
I should think about my audience on 
the same scale that Hitler did." The key 
exchange occurs when the conversation 
turns to Last Year at Marienbad: 
Clouzot: Surely you agree, M. Co- 
dard, that films should have a begin- 
ning, a middle part and an end? 
Godard: Yes, but not necessarily in 
that. order. 


5 ra.: Czech film in the Salle Cocteau, 
chown by the French critic. Br 
poctic and critical in depth of the society 


that sponsored. it. 
Western. cinema. 

TAG 3 Official German entry at the 
Festival Palace, A film self-critical to the 
point of self-indulgence. Lots of brutality 
to prove how vicious brutality is. 

9:30 rM: Private showing (Rue 
Antibes) of French erotic. movie. E 
bians munching on 
being mowed down 
Mostly hil nd not seriously sinister 
at L'Aventur 


arp lesson for the 


by machine guns. 


ight: Official gala at the Ca- 
by one of the participat 


r two and edges discreetly toward the 


1 Zanuck and other enire- 
on то play the tables. 

ice of two night clubs, both 
Whisky-a- 
roofed with 


door. Da 
preneurs sia 
Vaan: Ch 
at the eastern end of town. 
GoGo. a crowded cavern 
foliage, resembles a minor tropical 
port where 50 flights have been post- 
poned, the air conditioning has exploded 
and the Muzak has been turned up 10 
maximum clamor. The other dub is 
decorated like a Dodge City saloon and 
has a transvestite floorshow. Both are 
diculously expensive. 
2 a.m: Nightcap at а bar just off the 
jene with Richard Lester, who di- 
and 
im 
Hes now а member of the jury 
shes the job. “It's like marrying 
woman who owns a liquor store," says 
this tireless addict of cinema in all its 
forms. 
3 мм 
eyeball: 


тесей A Hard Day's Night, Help! 
The Knack, which won the Golden 
190; 


To bed, with badly bruised 


For the most part, movie critics are 
fanatical enthusiasts. They will travel 


long distances and keep impossible hours 


ow surly and discour- 
aged. Every once in а while they may 
unearth a minority audience for an art 
bur they cannot compete with 
the advertising technique, the sheer satu- 
ration bombardment, that ensures s 
audience for a majority movie. Tt is pack- 
aged and presold before ever sce it. 
How cain a critic hope to influence the 
making of films that cost more than—say 
а million dollars? It is as if he were 
to send a postcard to General. Motors, 
hinting that he would like them to make 
a raft next year, or a helicopter. instead 
of а car. 

Yet for all their faults, Cannes and 
Venice justify the critic's choice of pro- 
fosion. Here are two festivals where all 
films are equal, and it is still possible for 
handful of imelligent critics to dh 
the taste of nations. 


“And yet, as a businessman, I can't help but 
feel a grudging admiration.” 
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Hmm asincels (continued from pa 


pretends to believe him. but secretly she 
envies him, as he swings himself and his 
briclcase off to work in the morning. 
The dark forest of their early days has 
become а maze of high buildings. bur all 
the more exciting for that. Sometimes 
she hints that she, too, would like to go 
off in the morning, swinging a briefcase. 
Then he tells her that if an angel were 
10 go into that jungle called Bi 
she would lose all her angelic qualities 
Besides, if she went away, to whom 
would he come home? It comforts him. 
he says. to think of his own little angel 
safely at home waiting for him. 
Result? Boldly expressed, women now 
1 themselves in situation absurd 
n its dichotomy. They cling to the 
ngclic myth, out of date though it i 
for it gives them the pleasant security of 
moral superiority. At the same time, 
they long to descend to man and meet 
him on his own level in the easy cam 
derie of nonvirtue. Alas the! our moth- 
ers insisted upon equal rights and at the 
sime time did пог realize that this 
meant giving up the privileges attendant 
upon being angels! 
Still and all, perhaps most females are 
undecided as to which they should be, 
women or angels, and are waiting, as 
they have for centuries, to discover what 
men really want them 10 be. The del 
because men themselves do not know 
what they want women to be. In this 
limbo of indecision women please no on 
neither themselves nor men. Who is to 
blame? Who but men? Yes, men! For 
was man who began the dreaming about 
ngels and once in the habit of dream- 
g went on to dream of other impossi- 
bilities. The confusions and absurdities 
of our modern world all come from the 
dreams of men. A man dreamed that he 
could save mankind from its own sins by 
dying on a cross, not knowing that none 
can save a soul except itself, and so the 
world lives on in sin. A man dreamed 
that the strong should help the weak, 
but instead the strong аге only op- 
pressed by the weak, who in their help- 
lessness ате the real oppressors. А man 
dreamed that by pen and ink he could 
set free the enslaved, but hundred 
ıs have passed and equality is still 
ily pen and ink. А man dreamed of a 
family of nations, in which each nation 
would п equal voice with all orh- 
but today that family rejects some 
mong its own members and will not 
at this onc or that at the family table. 
Dreaming is the folly that sets the 
world in turmoil, for men dream huge 
dreams they cannot bring to reality 
Sentimental dreaming man, emotional, 
nstable, lacking the courage and persist- 
псе to make his dreams come true! 
Compare yourself, O man, to this rugged 
who if she does not 


ness, 


ye 


er 
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dream, at least will not believe а dream 
complete unless it is fulfilled. 

Let us now pity man! He has suffered 
more from his own dreams than woman 
has, for when he insists upon her being 
an angel. he loses her as а woman, In 
his determination 10 lift her above him 
as an angel, he separates her from him. 
self. She is isolated. but so is he. And he 
has corrupted her by his notions of her 
moral superiority as an angel so that she 
has become self-righteous, believing that 
indeed better than he, and worthy 
of being an angel. 
v. he becomes disgusted with 
her, and yet she is his creation. It was he 
nity as angelic and 


nition because he held the power of mon 
ey in his hands, The result of all this 
dreaming is that today man doesnot know 
what to do with woman outside of bed 
nd kitchen. She has no place of her own 
in which to live and work. In the pre. 
dicament, he defends himself by declar 
ing that nowadays she may be whatever 
she wants to be, forgetting that after ce 
turies of trying 10 be what he wants, she 
does not know how to be anything else. 

And vet woman must again take man 
at his word. She must take thought for 
herself and discover what she wants to 
d therefore what she was meant to 
wst of all, she must discard. the 


She must face the truth that women are 
no better th not more delicate, 
not more “spiritual,” etc., etc. She must 
face the nuth and be glad of it. She 
must realize her own ability to think 
clearly, to act promptly. and with logic 
She must remind herself that nanne is 
impartial in allowing brains The 
chances of inheritance are equal and the 
girl may inherit the supcrior mind. She 
is right to believe that dreams must be 
rejected unless they can be brought to 
performance. The word is suffering 
from too many dreams and too little per- 
formance. Let women mend the discrep: 
псу, for men, it seems, cannot, at lea 
as yet. It is a possibility that women can 
so mend, since the problems of our world 
e basically household. problems—on a 
vast scale, it is true, but still having to 
do with feeding the hungry, healing the 
sick, educating the ignorant, not to mi 
tion general house cl . Women are 
used to the logistics of such administra 
tions and need only to multiply figures 
and enlarge their horizons. Pract 
nondreamers, unsentimental by nature, 
weary of romance and pretense, they 
be able if not to save the world, 
tly and 


ma 
least to make it run more clic 
ably for us a 


comfor 

Woman's problem will, of course, be 
man. When an individual woman gives 
up being a sweet and helpless angel, she 


knows from experience that man gocs 
into а sort of collapse. When instead of 
the creatures he has cherished as а dear 
old mother, a sweet silly little wife, a 
precious dependent daughter, all of 
whom he has struggled to [eed amd to 
protect, there 
man beings, no longer 10 be tempted by 
furs, diamonds and mechanized houses, 
will be utterly at a loss, at least for a 
me. What has he left to work fe 
needs him now? What in heaven 
has become of his angel? She is gone 
inl e is this creature, this woma 
who likes t0 work, who thinks problems 
re meant to be solved, who is too impa- 
tient to bother about keeping wrinkles 
from her face, who lets her hair grow 
gray and refuses to follow fashions. She 
is hearty and lifeloving, she is passionate 


amd genuine and she likes politi is 
much as he doc. because she enjoys а 
dirty and exciting game. She loathes 


angels and wants no privileges 

Yes, it will take time for men to get 
used to women. And women will, 1 fear, 
have an even harder time for a while 
ahead. For, accustomed to angels, men 
will not recognize women for what they 
really are and will not know how to en- 
joy them unti] the memories of angels 
have faded away. Men will be terrified, 
neurotic, angry, ferocious, depending 
upon their temperaments, “М women 
want equality, here it is," they will shout 
nd will proceed 10 treat women as they 
never dreamed of treating angels or even 
other men. Women must be ready for 
this, and ready, too, to acknowledge 
their own follies, for without world € 
perience they can scarcely expect im 
diately 10 know how to share the solv 
of problems on a world scale, They 
tend 10 be dictatorial—bossy is the word 
ad nothing infuri 
more than а bossy woma must, 
therefore, be prepared for man's fury 
and learn to manage without being bossy. 

There will be those women, of course, 
who cannot take it, and they will relapse 
nto being angels again. Being angels for 
so long has weakened women's mental 
and moral брег, too. But real women 
will be patient with themselves and with 
nen. They will acknowledge their own 
mistakes, they will iy again and арай 
until someday men and women, working 
together im cooperation and with mu- 
tual respect, will find joy in possessions 
other than fur coats and fine Gus and 
glittering diamonds—ihe common sense 
of a world at peace, for and 
mutual appreciation and. understanding 
between nations and races, and economic 
stabilization and equality of opportunity 
1t may be that together man and woma 


ates а bossy man 
She 


can dream greater dreams than. man 
could dream alone. 1t is possible. 

Did 1 once say that women never 
drcam? I was wrong. We do! 


Is AO Culture Showing? 


is about has been precisely nil. 
e is about the question “Why? 
" In all the chromium ever 
d. there is less cultural content than 
in п by one shaven-headed monk 
prosuiated in the dust before some bloat 
cd, garish Buddha figure that to h 
nifies in a dim, abject а once- 


glimpsed, perhaps imagined gleam of 
light where time ends and eternity 
begins. 

Out of his scientific 
contemporary man has cr 

resources beyond the wildest dreams 


of previous generations. The city-states 
of Renaissance Daly were. in terms of 
wealth, impoverished villages compared 
with their namesakes littered about the 
North Ami continent, each with its 
Main Surcet, offering in neon letters 
FOOD. BEAUTY, DRUGS and GASOLINE, the 
four pillars on which the great American 
Way of Life is built, the four horseme 
of the 20th Century Apoc 
riches have been poured out just by 
Texas oil wells than ever were imagined 
in El Dorado. 

With computers to think for 1 
veyor belts to do his biddin 
and motorcars to transport him: with his 
every want, real and imagined, instantly 
satisficd, and the prospect before him of 


m. con 
airplanes 


(continued from page 189) 


soon riding into the remotest skies and 
exploring the universe's farthest limits, 
contemporary man is in a position to 
lean back like any Athenian sage or Ro- 
n nobleman, feasting his mind on the 
subtleties of thought and h 
tion on all the intricacies and nuances of 
sense and spirit 

And does he? He has not put up onc 
single building, written one book, paint- 
ed one picture, composed one symphony 
or carved out опе statue that can con- 
ceivably be of major artistic interest to 
posterity. OF him there will remain not 
le memorable sentence 
the charlatanry he counte- 
nanced and the credulity he displayed. 
If the whole North American continent 
were to be submerged under the ocean 
v mankind would lose nothing 
ance in their cultural heritage 
save what has been brought to. North 
America from elsewhere. Culturally, this 
has been a barren time, indeed. There 
has been created not a culture but a cul- 
tural dust. bowl. 

With our nuclear weapons capable of 
decomposing the earth itself. we are 
more powerful than human beings have 
ever been before. Richer, too: more mo- 
le, roaring through the stratosphere, 
along highways ever broader. Healthier, 


with pills for all ailments and condi 
tions, plastic intestines as and when r 

quired. Lust petites sterilized and 
packaged, scented and seasoned and pro- 
tracted into middle 1 even senili 
old fellows, dentures chattering, 
avid still to grab available flesh. Better 
informed, with rotuy presses to feed 
our minds, television screens to feed our 
d ah! such colors such per- 
s such textures to [eed our senses. 
Paperbacks enfolding the wisdom of the 
ages, Telstar to carry The Beverly Hill- 
Lillies to the uuermost parts of the 
carth; Muzak 10 cheer us along our wa 

and psychiatrists to sort us out and 1 
ish ill thoughts 


nd angst. 


Whatever we want we can have 
Travel by travelog without leaving home. 
our own chaste beds the 


sweetest and the sexiest ever to be photo- 
aphed. Haye on our shelves, for ошу a 
willing down payment, all the know! 
edge, all the art, all the ure that 
ever was, There are no limits in the way 
of satisfying our hopes and desires, and. 
when they are satisfied, of promoting 
new ones. We have everything. 

But culturc?—no, surely not that. Ar 
explosion, per but scarcely a cul 
tural one. Some other kind of explosion 
Nuclear, it 
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personally, are acquainted with each 
other's ideas (for which they share a mu- 
tual respect) and agree on the following: 
They accept a situational, or rela- 
livistic, approach to ethics. This rejects 
both absolutism (rigid rules) and anti- 
nomianism (absence of rules); it accepts 
rules as valid generalizations затей by 
human experience, but subjects them to 
change or rejection according to con- 
crete circumstances. Similarly, both Hej- 
ner and Fletcher regard dogmatism as an 
evil because it lends to absolutism. Fi- 
nally, they both regard the individual 
conscience as the supreme arbiter of eth- 
ical decisions, rejecting all attempts at 
organizing a codified “ morality” 
in opposition to the “old morality.” 
While the similarities between Hefner 
and Fletcher can be attributed in large 
measure to their common opposition to 
the imposition of authoritarianism, the 
differences lie in what constitutes for 
cach the basis of human happiness—in 
short, what man is to do with his free 
dom of decision. This. difference is a 
reflection of separate traditions: Fletcher, 
as a theologian, is in the tradition of 


(continued from page 96) 


Biblical Christianity, with its emphasis 
on happiness as doing God's will through 
actively seeking the salvation of others. 
Hefner, a humanist in the tradition. of 
rational secular democracy. sees happi- 
ness resulting from the individual pursuit 
of a fully productive and pleasurable life. 
Since Fletcher and Hefner ave spokes- 
men for similar but separate traditions, 
it is not surprising that they agree on 
some points and disagree on others. 


Congratulations for getting into the 
subject of situation ethics! (My son 
showed me your comments) Young 
people are already practicing it and they 
ате grateful to hear that relativism has be- 
hind it a formal philosophy—that they 
are not alone. Freedom and responsibi 
ity, of couse, are the keys 10 under- 
standing situation ethics. And that is 
why it is a valuable guide for making de 
cisions concerned with all human rela- 
tionships. Young people need to know 
about what situation ethics really 
ns. Relativism is destructive if i 
ns, “What is relevant to me?" Bur it 
is constructive if it means, “What guide 


“While I'm gone, you two nice people 


iry to get better acquainted ...! 


is there here for me, in what philoso- 
and theologi 
, to help me 
the midst of chaos?” 
Daphne Smith 
Piusburgh, Pennsylv 


SEX AND THE HANDICAPPED 

I am a 2L-yearold gil who shares 
some of the problems of the young man 
who has been badly crippled by polio 
(August Forum). 1 can sympathize with 
him, but I would guess that his failure 
in affaires d'amour is more his fault than 
he realizes. 

I am alo physically handicapped. An 
accident in childhood left me supposedly 
alyzed. 1 still have а visible bility 
Dut for the mest part my phy 
Bu there is another 
handicapped need to 
more difficult. This is the battle of self 
acceptance. І have childhood memories 
of litle boys throwing rocks at me. muk: 
g fun of me, of children making cruel 
jokes about my leg braces, At the colle 
where I am а senior, there are people 
who like to do these same things. These 
are people who don't even know mv 
name. Among my friends, I have found 
that I have considerable control over the 
way I am treated—through my own atti 
tude. If T treat my handicap lightly, oth 
ers do, 100. If I acted as though it made 
me different, others would, too. 1 can 
make people comlortable about it by 
being сотон 

The point of discussing attitude in 
relation to the young man's resort to 
prostitution is this: 1 would guess that 
the girls get “out of the mood" more 
because of his attitude toward and han 
dling of the long process of brace remov- 
al than because of the length of the 
process itself. If he could learn to joke 
about it, or make a game of it, he mi: 
be pleasantly surprised. He must 
choose his dates carefully, for there are 
girls who are too petty to be able to 
care for somcone “different.” T have mer 
their male counterparts. But the point 
not to generalize, 

What that young man needs is con- 
fidence. He admits to being afraid of 
rebuffs. That's got (0 go, because every 
body gets them, male or female, hand 
pped or not. He gives the impresion 
that he thinks that any rebuff would be 
due to his braces. Even if he weren't di: 
abled; in fact, no matter what he was 
like, there would be girls who wouldn't 
are to go out with him. That’s so terri 
ble? In closing, I would say to him the 
sime thing I say to the boys at the “juve 
nile prison" where I work part time: It's 
not all your fault that you are what you 
are, but it will be mostly your fault if 
you stay that way. 

(Name and address 
withheld by request) 


won. 


acc—one m 


CENSORS AND BIGOTS 

In the ор in Southern 
whites, the thought of ro using the 
washroom, drinking foun 
ble as a white is “an out- 
acy.” The thought of 


sam 
rest 


a Ne 
hood 
oral dec 
g isa 


is something th 
The thought of 
perv T 
These whites believe that the 
Negro has “no redeeming social value.” 
The Supieme Court, quite correctly, 
nores all these neurotic feelings and 
insists on enforcing the Fourteenth 
Amendment. But when sex enters the 
picture, what happens to the Court? The 
clear and unambiguous language of the 
First Amendment (“Congress shall make 
no law . . . abridging freedom of speech") 
is twisted and distorted and emerges as 
its own opposite (“Congress shall make 
some laws . , ."). Lwish the Court would 
strive as hard for freedom from the cen- 
sors’ oppression as they do for freedom 
from the bigots’ oppression. 

Jake Marino 
McHenry, Illinois 


FREEDOM DRIVERS 
їн two years a group of 20 young 
people have been operating a modern 
equivalent in reverse of the Underground 
i the original Un- 
from South to 


s to freedom. the 
modern Freedom Drivers ти from 
North to South, carrying food. medical 
supplies. books and other needed mate 


Is to civil rights workers in seven South- 
states. The Freedom Drivers have 
ived through gunfire, sabotage. beat 
nid arson, but the project is now in 
er of collapsing from sheer lack of 
funds. 

Some of the groups supplied by the 
edom Drivers Strike City— 
cight tents of striking Negrocs who are 
demand табе from their present 
30 cents an hour to $1.29 an hour from 
the Andrews pli i 
Selma Free Lib 


em 
sui 


planned 


by Negro high school students who 
иней to read unbiased books on world 
is, U.S. history and Айка: Ben. 


tou County Quilting Goop—set up by 
Negro women who wouldn't continue to 
work in near slavery as domestic serv- 


ants. Freedom. Drivers take ıhem dra- 
pery remnants donated by a Chicago 
firm, which they reweave and sell. 
‘There are many si jects, in- 


tion drives, 
Drivers are the 


cluding several voters 
for which the Freed 
main supply line. 
None ol the approximately 20 Free- 
dom Drivers are paid. One of them, a 16- 
yearold, was beaten into insensibility at 
а Kentucky truck ur of them 
were nearly lynched by the Klan in Mix 
sisippi, saved at the last moment by а 
sheriff who said, "Ain't no shooting in 


my county going to bring down the 
FBI." Whenever a driver is forced to 
leave а track unguarded, it is turned 
over and burned—the Klan watches our 

i . We have lost six 
ars. Now we have only 
nd it is in severely dam- 


les in two y 
one truck lelt 
aged e 

The story of this last truck is typical. 
We were on our way back [rom Missis 
sippi, and we were followed. In Ken- 
tucky we were forced to stop for gas. 
Mark Forestor went. into the 
make a phone call to our securit 
point. I stayed by the truck, and 
cr driver, jell Fox, was asleep in the 
ап. Mark didn’t come back when he 
should have, and in a sudden panic I 
ran to look for him without waking Jeff 
up. E found Mark by the side of the sta- 
tion, beaten and barely conscious. It 
took about ten minutes to get him up on 
his feet and walking toward the truck. 
In that time, the men who had beaten 
him put starter fluid into the oil line. 
isted on driving, saying that the 
need to concentrate on steering would 
help him stop shaking. We made only a 
few yards before the engine blew up. 
Mark тап back to the van and got the 
fire extinguisher to put out the fire be- 


fore it could reach the gas 
and 1 both suffered. burns, and t 
gether with his beati 
high fever for several 
which time we had to live 
Jeff guarding us with 
seciates in Chicago could 1 : 
ey lor us 10 rent nd come home. 
Now we are tryin Бе enough mon 


ey to get the truck running again. Can 
y of your readers help us? 
Barbara Mitchell 
Freedom Drivers 
716 Main Street 
Evanston, Illinois 


“The Playboy Forum" offers the oppor- 
tunity for an extended dialog between 
readers and editors of this publication 
on subjects and issues raised in Hugh 
M. Hefner's continuing editorial series, 
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Four booklet 
reprints of “The Playboy Philosophy, 
including installments 1-7, 8-12, 13-18 
and 19-22, are available at 50¢ per book- 
let. Address all correspondence on both 
“Philosophy” and "Forum" to: The 
Playboy Forum, Playboy Building, 919 N. 
Michigan Ave., Chicago, Illinois 60611. 
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ONLY GAME IN TOWN 


able had waned and I saw a chance to 
recoup with a sure, small killing, 
d to Terry? Gil talk. I knew 
well enough to be sure that 
when he said no. what he meant was no.) 
1 made a bet. 
The fever spread. Georgie was a well- 
"own figure on the Suip and I heard 
that there was activity at the other ho- 
tels, 100. The odds, however, were about 
the sime everywhere, 
One syndicate put up $70,000 no to 
510,000 yes. 
Almost every 
into contact dur 
had something down. 
The odds were rising and I was glad 


ne with whom 1 came 
the next few cays 


ly. 
right about all the betting 
said Се in the steam 


night. He laughed, “E thought 
sure you were putting me on." 
"No," I said. 
“AIL these h: 
hope you ain't in.” 
Me?" I sid. “Of course now” 
ood,” he said. 
That Sunday moming 
and Georgie Benefit were m. 
Emerald Room by the mayo 
Vegas 
"Wh; 


wi he scoffed, “I 


s" 


of Las 


im, after 


happened?” I asked h 


I had somehow managed to mumble 
congratulations, 
"Don't ask me,” Georgie replied in a 


daze. “It was just a spur on the moment. 
Like that.” 

1 kissed the bride 
biting her. 

The nest day, 1 left 

АП this happened over а ye: 
Georgie Benefit vanished from my 

Las Thursday afternoon 
me from Ailantic City. 

“Whatever happened to that there 
show you were supposed to be making 
up? he asked. "E can't find it.” 

"That makes two of us," I said. 

“No kidding, what? 

“I'm still working on it." 

“Boy, it must be pretty long by now, 


Ithough 1 felt like 


Las Vegas. 
ago and 
5 


he phoned 


huh? 
“How are you 
“Not bad. Listen, I'm down here in a 
game—what 1 mean—a big game. What 
we call а Frank Buck." 
“A what" 
“Big game.” 
“Oh, 1 thought 
mind." 
“You like to see some of it?" 


you meani—never 


the game is, but it's where Sigrid likes so 
thats where we go.” 
“How is sh 
“You'll see. 
1 drove down and I am glad I did. 


(continued from page 181) 


There was no game on Friday night, 
because two of the players, from Linden, 
New Jersey, are Orthodox. and do not 


play on the Sabbath. 
So it was dinner and the evening with 
Sigrid and Georgie at the Кайс and 


Fork. They both looked marvelously fit. 
She dominated him completely, but he 
seemed to revel i 


is thinking of a у 
sauna baths and spe 
ad maybe," said Georgie, wistfully 
“one wheel in the back room." 

“No,” she said, taking the saltccllar 
out of his hand and putting it on the 
adjoining table. 

“Just a thought," he said. 
ou know what we agreed,” said Sig- 
rid. "No playing. no betting unless nec 
essary and then only out of the state. 

He protested. "But in this business 
you got to keep going, sweetheart, You 
тї start and stop. You lose edge.” 

I talk about it,” she said. and be- 
з asking me about what shows to sce 
New York. 

Tonight. The big game he promised 
ig, all right, if you call a $360,000 
pot big. 

Those steely boys were something to 


гр, 
by pretrrangement. Most places are 
closed by then, but there is a private 
all-night club Georgie goes to in 


I sat there drinking Vichy with a slice 
of lemon in it, but he got plastered 
almost as if he were oving to do so. 
was hard to understand. since it reversed 
the usual pattern I have noted—the los 
стз get drunk and the winners do not 
Georgie was а winner tonight. 

ım glad you come down,” he said. 
“Thanks for asking me.” 
What is it, like а усаг or more or 


5 longer." 

“How do you like married lile?" 1 
asked. 

1 just told you. 
You did? 

“1 said it seems longer, didn't I" 

“You look well." 

The compliment unnerved him. He 
pointed a cranky finger at me and said, 
"Look. buster. Theres more to it—to life 
—than to look well all the time and 


Tve got myself in one damn whara- 


box here. Did you hear her before? АШ 
that about that Vermont?" 

“I did." 

“Where the hell is Vermont, anyw 


u know?" 


Do y 


"Boy, сап she find places!” 
Do you have to go to them 
1 had invitated hin 
“Yes.” he said, mocking me. “I do 
have to go to them . . . What's a matte 
you? Youre m You know 
how it is.” 
“What I Ki 


n. 


m. 


with апей. 


w is that my wile and I 


always talk over things like that. Plans, 
moves. 
“Talk, talk." he said. “But you notice 


how it always wı 
1 considered this for а time and, stall- 
ing, said, “Well” 
“Always.” he insisted, and I thought it 
ї not to pursue the discussion. 
He drink 
continu 


nds up her way 


be 


consumed another before 


bundle. The stash. You ought to 
see her, every day with the glasses on. 
and the pencils and papers. It's like she's 
handicapping money 
How's she doing 
Th d to say, We got more 
squirieled away than J ever had, but I 
can't lay my hands on it. I'm 
short usin’ money. Like take toni; 
hadna come up there with them two 
pair, Vda been i0 the deanets - . . And 
Over the howl. you know what we gar? 
One double room. Did you hear me 
good? 4 double. Inside. Not on 
ocean, even.” He sighed 
head. “When I was single 1 
double. Alw 


ever took a 
ays a suite, You remember, 
you saw. Now we're two, so we're in one 


room. Go dope it.” He looked off and 
he went on, seemed to be talking to h 
self as much as to me. “Her birthday 
January the five, Т bought her a rock 
Not hot, regular. You know what she 
done with it? Took herself a refund and 
bought instead. taxexempts. She says be- 
cause on them you don't need to сапу 
insurance like on а rock." He looked 


back at me. “Where do you think she 
had me last меф? Before we came up 


here? Guess. 
о idea,” D said 

"Down in D.C." he exdaimed. "She 
said so long as we're this close we should 
ҳо, because she's got to have a meeting 
with this Senator guy from Nevada be: 
cause she don't like the Law. She claims 
so long gambling ain't illegal owt there 
nd so long you're suppose to declare 
winnings, how come you can't deduct 
loses and what's going on around here 
anyways, and you call this fair, no, a rot- 
ten shame—and why is the Government 
such а dirty cook? T tell you she gets 
going she goes off like si d of a r 
away... And I don't get so many mas- 
siges anymore. She says it's bad for me. I 
don't know, The whole thing—iv's gor 


SYMBOLIC SEX 


more sprightly spoofings of the signs of our times 


STP THE humor By DON ADDIS 


10065 LIKE You'Re 
Going To GET 
YouR wish 


TÍME FoR MY 


BoosteR SHOTS 
BUT, DADDY... ALL 
THE GIRLS ARE 
WEARING THEM 
THis SHORT 
МЕ Е 
TRY 
HARDER 


+= THEN TURN LEFT, KEEP Going “TIL 
You Conf To THE FiRST TRAFFIC ligit... 


LOOKS ШКЕ Youve 
RESTORED His Wi. 
To LVE, MİSS PHELPS 


% g 
GUARDS! 
: WATCH IT, 
i BUSTER! 
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Thebest . 
Margaritas in town 
are made with 


Here's how. Lightly salt the moistened 
rim of a cocktail glass. Shake an ounce 
of Olé Tequila, Ye ounce of Triple Sec 
and an ounce of lime or lemon juice with 
cracked ice. Strain and serve. 


QU TEQUILA GC ANO 100 PROOF - © OLE PRODUCTS CO., FRESNO, CAUF., MO SCHENLEY, P. 


IF CLARK WHATZIZNAME 


HAD A VAL-O-SEAT" VALET HE 
WOULDN'T NEED A PHONE 


Pearl-Wick's E 
comfortable, convenient 
solution to the quick- Ё change 
problem. A Val-O-Seat valet holds your daily wardrobe 
wrinkle-free. And its seat lifts to store any acces- 
sories now cluttering your dresser. 

Slip your coat on the detachable contoured 
hanger, trousers on the special slacks bar, 
wallet, keys and press card in the acces- 
sory tray. Sit yourself down, dress in comfort 
end... up, up and awaaaay! 

In handsome brass finish, with wooden 
legs and tray, leather-like vinyl 
cushion and storage seat. About $25.00. 
At better men's shops and 
department stores. 


PEARL WICK 


Long island City, N.Y. 11102 


me mashed, Every day D don't under 
stand it more.” 
He frowne 
wearily. 
T asked, “Are you saying you're sorry 
vou did it? 


and pinched his eyes 


ve look over his 
by booths dor 
When he turned 


He threw a swift fu 
shoulder, casing the 1 
possible cavesdropper 
back то me, he wi 

"Hold it down, you mind? Ти 
gor some loud voice. y! 5 

“Ws that bloody 
plained 

“Screaming around. How do you 
know who's maybe on the саг?” 
"Nobody. 


id (so quietly, 1 could 
did you hear me зау 


how about. stay 
"s it your busine 
I was beginning to get 1 
и 

“In what way 
“It cost me some money. That's busi- 
ness. isn’t 


ff aliogeth- 


y myself, 


He studied the tabletop. and said, “1 
know. 
"E got suckered into а bet and I lost." 


sucker 
7] asked vou, remember? And you told 
me there was nothing in it. That w 
horses mouth as far as E was coticcri 
“When I told you how it wa 
iberately. “thats how it w 


“How do you m 


de 


п по, huh?” 


you said yes.” 


“L give you my word,” he said. 
‘That's good enough | 

“FHL tell you the truth, though, the 
whole truth and nothing but the truth: 
on my mind. You've, That's 


ked you down here, The real 


У the dillerence? 


How much?" he insisted. 

“Listen,” E said. "After watching those 
pots tonight, it seems like postage 
stamps.” 

“How much? 
I thought back. 
"Eileen. hundred,” I said, abashed. 

He reached into his poc brought 
forth a hefty pack of folded bills, found 
id pushed them toward me. 
по interest money, vou no- 
tice,” he said. "But Fm picking up vour 
tab at the hotel so that ought to about 
square it” 


T demurred, sayi "No, look. A bet's 
а bet." 


n 


before some 


ur money 


body ebe As I hesitated, he 
snapped. 

I did so. 

"Put it away.” he added, "and hear me 


ин. After 1 finish telling you—if you 

ıt to give it me Баск ГИ take it.” 

T pocketed the money and said, 

ks. 
We left th 

blocks то the sca 


w: 


dub and walked the three 
n silence. When we 
reached the nearly deserted boardwalk. 
we proceeded to Georgie took 
x deep breaths and exhaled each force 
fully 

“Greatest air in the world." he said. 
“Have some. On me. 

We started toward Atlantic. City. 

“Were not going to walk all the way. 
are we?" I asked. 

“You can use it,” he said. "No wonder 
you can't finish your work, Your blocd's 
got по circulation.” 

We walked. 

"So." he said. “Here goes, The 
you mentioned 10 me how there was this 
talk around? We were cating Chinese. 
You were wearing a white tie with grav 
stripes. 

“How de 


igi 


you remember зш like 


Thats my business, to remember. 
Anyhow, I swear to you that was the first 
I heard. Bu los. For the nest 
few days—thar's all 1 heard. Then Tiny 
—vou know. the fat captain—he «соор» 
me theres been a bet put down. Now, 
look. You got to keep it in your mind 
who am P and what's my pitch. From 
that minute on, the only thing T could 
hear clicking around in my head was the 
d the odds and ih 
ie. So 1 kept on liste 
He stopped talking: 
walking hand in hand came within c; 
shot. When they had passed and wi 
well out of range, he continued. 
“the next thing I hear they're laying 
five to one. And every kind of a down is 
bugging me for information." 
nduding me 
1 didn't mean you.” 
30 ahead. 
1 figure Fl have some fun a 
et Terry—you know, 
mare—to spill it 
how Sigrid says мете goni Р 
there's all of a sudden ck of f 
money around Whats a 
You feel all right 
Sure, why? 
You gor red. P noticed from 
lamppos. Maybe too much. walkin, 
Nothing. Keep going.” 
And great odds," he said, picking up 
the «lof his account, “From there 
on in, 1 lose control. I admit it. The 


stakes 


young couple 


re 


ile, so 
Sîgrîd's roo 
round. the barbershop 


the 


I heard seven to on 
sell. P shilled а bet and stared iu hus- 
for more. lı t hard ro find. 
In three days. T put down thirty-five 
Gs and my odds avera 
eight to on 
"Wait a second. You pur down thi 
five and you hadn't asked her yer? 
Sure not. That was the gamble, The 
kick. What do vou take me for? Some 
Kind of a sure shot schmo? It was a bel. 
“What if she'd turned you dow 
“Vda lost.” 


L couldn't stop my- 


мам 


n 
y not. I hit it for twocighty and 
even with after the commissions I still 
had better than а quarter, I would call it 


no doubt my best week I ever had." 
He began to w wer. and it was 
some time belore | could slow him 


"How do you figure Im ешїйөї to 
mine back?” D asked. 

“he said. “I shoulda touted 
Those other. characters—they 
day benor 


oll. 
were pros mostly—or evei 


you 


"Yoo-loo- where are you . 


or else strangers. You were just 
babes in the wood: 

“Oh, I don't know, 
the description. 

“L know,” he said. “A light white pi- 
geon. | knew it all the time that you 
were in. Then when I said to you how I 
hope you ain't, that meant for you to get 


n 


T said, bristling at 


oui. But | forgot vou didit speak the 
that Моше Carlo, 


guage. Like me i 
Europe there. So take it and keep it and 
Tm glad to have it off my mind. You." 

When we reached the from of the 
Claridge, he seemed reluctant to stop, 
and kept walking. We traversed the 
paths of the wide plaza in front of the 
hotel. 

He said, “I'm sorry 1 got mad befo 
when you asked me am 1 sorty I done it. 
Married. You were right. 1 should 
done it. Never. 

“L didn't say 

Tt was wiong. АП wrong. For me and 
for her and everything. 1 knew it at the 
time, ever 
Why did you, then’ 


и" 
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£ Lancers rosé is 
unique tablewine. 
We importit .— 
ina crock so you 
wont mistake iti 


for champagne. 


Some people think Lancers is champagne. It isn’t. You can 
tell by the distinctive crock. And the blushing color. Serve it 
chilled. With anything. Any time. You'll like Lancers even more 
when you see our price. 


VINTAGE WINES CO.. DIVISION OF HEUBIEIN,INC., N.Y., N.Y. 


the — 
bare 
essential 


In essence: this is the 


fragrance that brings 
out the playmate in her, 
turns on the 

playboy in you! 
Half-ounce of 


Playboy's own 
pow-perfume, 
$15 ppd. Code T200. 


Shall we enclose a gilt card in your name? 
Send check or money order to: Playboy 
Products, Playboy Building, #19 N. Michi 
gan Ave.. Chicago, Ш. 60611 Playboy Club 
credit kcyholders may charge 
to their keys. 

ы 


He stopped in his tracks and looked at 
me. 

“The odds he said reverently. “I 
couldn't stand off them odds! Could 17 

Well,” 1 said, "maybe you'll get used. 
to it. Many men do: 

We walked again, more slowly than 
before 
“Not me,” he said. "1 wasn't built for 
it. Like take right now. Whar T used to 
used to do like take right now is to get 
in bed with a beer and a few magazines 
and unwind and think over my g 
and what I done r or good 
or bad. And in between, rad and figure 
the next day. Like that... But you 
know how it's diferent like take right 


ced up at the hotel, closed his 


eyes for a moment and shuddered 


Il go on up and she'll hear me come 
in. She gets up. gets out of bed, gets her 
ses and. her pen 
of that kind of skim milk stall and staris 
in on me. 1 gor to tell her the whole 
game and who played and who did how 
and won or lost and how much and why 
Irs not two bad when T come in on top. 
but boy—the times if Pm tapped out! 
She gets mad or if not cries or whatever 
and it’s something terrible on the nerves 


Is gives me a glass 


She's got me playing for winning and 
that's even more terrible on the nerves 

ıd all I could come 
Maybe ihingsH be 


up with w 


4 spat, "You 


should only live so long. Thars onc 1 
can keep pushing off till forever." 
“Fm not so sure,” [ said. “The way 


she sounded at dinner List night—pretty 
de d. 

Yeah? Well, that's me, too—pretty 
determine.” The volume of his tone was 
increasing with each word. “I she stays 


hipped on that, she cm go—only witi- 
out me! 

"You mean you'd bust up?” 
ht" he said wildly. 


"Why not? 
don't they?” 

We had ag: hed the front of the 
hotel and, this time, went in. 

T picked up my key at the desk and 
left an carly call. Georgie bad his key in 
his pocket. 

We left the elevator together, on the 
Lih floor, and stood. for a moment. in 
the hallway. We shook hands. 

Thanks for everyth 1 said 

You're welcome.” 

“IVIL never happe 

What never?” 

“Divorce.” 


They do it every day 


"You want to bct?" he asked, his eyes 
narrowing. 
No," I said, and let go his hand. "No, 


1 dont." 
Ba 


if every part of the real thing had been 
sailed down by some scientific. process, 
perfectly and without distortion. Photo- 
graphs alone can't do the model justice. 
so TI try 10 describe the car in de 
nd let you judge for yourself whet 
it's worth the price. 

Normally. B: cs to have 
good look at the car he's going t copy, 
even if he Hater has to work from draw- 
ings or photos: he says it’s the only way 
to make sure that he can properly cap 
ture the essential character of the car. In 
this case. he was lucky in that he was 
able t0 work from the actual саг from 
start to finish. but even this created 
ditheulties of its own. The chassis, [or 
пмапсе—Пахе you ever tried to find the 
chassis of à. Ferrari? The only solution. 
to crawl under and over the car. 
nstakingly measuring everywhere to 
establish the precise shape of the chassis. 
This was reproduced exactly with weld- 
ed metal tubing. to form a basis for the 
rest of the model, Next came the suspen- 
sion, with all parts made to scale and, 
more important. working properly, too. 
Not only were the coil springs the right 
size and shape. but they deformed by the 
right amount when they were loaded. 
Steering gear, too. worked the same way 
it did on the original, with proper geom- 
etry and gearing ratios. The wheels carry 
correct brake disks with working calipers 
made to be powered by compressed air; 
the knockoff wire wheels really do knock 
on and off. they have proper splined 
hubs and their spokes are properly grad 
wated, being thicker at the hub than 
at the wheel rim. And naturally, the 
spare wheel is interchangeable with the 
others, The tires were made by Baigent 
in molds he himself constructed, using a 
mixture of high-cling rubber, supplied 
by Avon itself, that was identical with 
used in the original tires. 

The engine is extraordinary: 
only is i 
compon 
produced. (including the 
ors with polished air 
cracklefinished cam covers with raised 
fins and the name Ferrari. embossed on 
cach of them), but all the moving parts 
inside work as well. The radiator in 
front of the engine is made up of 160 
separate leaves and contains 48 tubes 
so carefully made that the whole sy 
will hold water under pressure, 

The clutch works, too, and the gear 
box is enough to make you disbelieve 
y eyes. Not only are all the 
wheels made to scale. from the actual 
box, with working synchromesh on all 
forward speeds, but the selector mec 
nism is there, too, so that you can 
change gear by using the immaculate 
podel gearshift, All the nuts and bolts 
on the box itself and on the inspection 


er 


w 


nd not 


ntakes and the 


own 


(continued from page 187) 


plates are to scale and workable—and 
the gear teeth are surface-hardened to 
¢ wear, just as they are on the 


al thing. 
The differential end of the transmis- 
sion setup has been handled with similar 
At one stage, Baigent thought of 
ving the crown wheel specially made, 
nd asked for а cost estimate from а 
famous precision engineering firm 
quoted a price of 5490 [or the wheel, 
including 5140 in drafting charges alone, 
nd said the job would take months. So 
Baigent, doing all the cuuing and hard- 
ening. made it himsell—im two days. 
The body is hand-beaten in thin mer- 
al, though Baigent admits that the metal 
is thicker than scale. To be accurate in 
this respect would have meant a very 
fragile body, and the effect of clumsy 
hands picking up the model would 
been equivalent to a nasty shunt 
real thing. Ako. very thin 
wouldn't have taken the exact shape so 
well. But most people couldn't tell the 
difference without a micrometer; I know 
1 couldn't, All the doors and the irunk 
lid have scale-model working catches, the 
doors having a second catch to stop th 
flying open at speed. Door checks pre- 
vent them from slamming shut once 
they're opened, and the trunk lid stays 
up of its own accord, giving access to the 
carpeted trunk. and to the spare-wheel 
locker. The bumpers, air intake and 
head-lamp rims and door handles are 
all made from chromium plate, but 
chrome plating proved too brittle for 
the windscreen and window frames, so 
these were hand-beaten from solid silver. 
The windows were molded by Baigent 
5 were the head-lamp lenses, which have 
the correct relief patterning on their 
front. 


The carpeting and headlining inside 
the car are originapertect. The seats 
were made from the remaining pieces of 


the leather used in the real Ferrari and, 


Cahan Wilm 


The door is over her 


besides being impeccably shaped, they're 
correctly sprung. The crackle-finished 
dashboard cont full set ol instru 
nents with authentic-looking glass dials, 
and a full set of switches, too. The three 
layered steering wheel has alloy spokes. 
the proper Nardi insert (this was a long 
time in the making. as the wooden rim 
sections had to be tuned by hand and 
kept breaking belore they could be fitted 
onto the metal insert) and the famed 
Ferrari prancing horse on the horn but- 
ton. The doors have working handles on 
the inside and the windows wind up and 
down, while the leather pockets in the 
bottom oí each door. made from the 
same skins as the seats, are authentically 
clasticized. 

The immaculate exterior paint work 
has been sprayed on, with the paint— 
supplied by Ferrari—used on the origi- 
al car. The Ferrari badge on the front 
of the hood is à perfect replica, even 
when seen through a magnifying glass. 

But Гуе saved the best for the lust. 
The model is designed to be displayed 
on а special rotating stand, The wheels 
© mounted on rollers, and the stand 
rotates slowly to give Lround. view 
of the model, An electric motor on the 
stand. drives the model's engine through 
a universally jointed drive shaft: there is 
a cable that carries power to а two-volt 
transformer, which in turn powers all 
the model's clectrical equipment. This 
means that when the power is on. you 
can drive the engine of the car, working 
the dutch. gearbox and final drive in 
the proper manner. You can brake, and 
you can steer the car with the steering 
wheel, Not only that, but you can switch 
on any of 30 lights in the car, from the 
special threevolt head-lamp bulbs to 
courtesy lights and lights in the instru- 
ment dials, The directional signals work 
from switches on the dashboard and thc 
headlamp flasher is operated from th 
sıeering-column control; the twin horns 
work, too. Brake lights function when 
the brakes are used. and the windscree 
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“You're getting nowhere, see? She just doesn't 
dig you. Then alluva sudden, from out of 


nowhere, а voice хаух, 
ФАМ, the Гау League deodorant? 


wipers are driven by their own tiny mo- 
tor. hand-wound by Baigent and fitted 
efully under the hood. Aud. most fan- 
tic of all. the speedometer and. ta- 
chometer actually work, with the former 
showing the speed at which the rear 
wheels are turning on the rollers and the 
latter indicating the engine revolutions 
—these on dials about as big as the hı 
of a pushpin (the tachometer has to con 
tain а solem id three bulbs in that 
spaec) Theres abo an electric heating 
clement, fan and thermostat that. keep 


the inside of the model at a steady 
degrees for the comfort of driver a 
passenger. 

And before you say that SI a 


lot of money to рау for any model, even 
one as incredible as this, let me point 
out something, Even though you could 
buy а pretty good uscd Ferrari lor that 
much money. just bear in mind that the 
model took 11.000) hours to build олег 
three and a half wears of hard, highly 
skilled effort ıo produce a creation ol 
cal beauty. Ferrari himself doesn't make 
them that. carefully. 

Mind you. this 
of the 


is something out 


ordinary even lor Baig 


"Have you tried и 


ш 


mally, he doesn’t spend that much time 
on а model. but he was anxious to make 
this one unique. He usually doesn't 
make more than one model of a particu- 
lar car, though he has made other Fer 
raris. such as the beautiful model of 
driver Innes Ireland's GTO he did for 
the Rosebud racing people. But he 
won't make another Ferrari 10 the 
0 GT standard. although he might pro- 
duce a similar model of another make if 


sks him 10. His next model 
will be a replica of Tommy Roses vin- 
tage Le Mans Bentley, and L for one, 


can't wait to sec it. 1 think Baigent pre 
fers to make models of the older cars, 
since you can see the workmanship that 
goes into them more easily. Most of the 
fantastic work that’s gone into the Fe 
rari, for instance, is hidden by the beau- 
tiful bodywork, and vou don't realize 
whats there umil irs all explained. to 
vou. In that respect, Baigent told. me 
that a Rolls-Royce Ghost is the one he 
really wants to duplicate. 1 only wish Т 
could afford to commission i1—the result 
would certainly be worth seeing 


BIG SPENDERS 


(continued from page 197) 


els аге 


Rolls-Royce stock m 
in showrooms lor 


the house 


available cverywhei 


$25,000. The most casual art robberies 
in Hillsborough, the elect San Francisco 
suburb, run to a minimal half millio 


De 1 
femi! 


ihe ready-to-wear house ol 
ne fashion on Fifth. Avenue, rec 
ommends an assortment of S3000 dresses 
for the impulse buyer who hasn't the 
time required for move costly selection 
amd Van Cleef & Arpely will be ghid 
to show you a million dollars worth 
of cabochon emeralds im a velvet tray 
the size of а buner plates The eke 
tion to the U.S. Senate of Robert 
Kennedy reportedly сом SL500.000, а 
considerable increase over ihe going 
price in the Seventies in Nevada and 
Montana. 

vet, 


(d despite these ever proliferat- 
ing Facilities for sharing the wealth апа 
their catalog is practically without end 
possessors of truly massive fortunes such 
as those of the Mellons, Fords and Roc 
fellers have found perso: 
to be of no avail in 
tidal wave of ad comes 
been forced to seek refi 
mily foundations and other be 
lences ло take money oll their hands. 

In of these mekncholy revela- 
tions. it may be instuctive if not actual 
ly profitable to review a few of the 
devices for personal gratification evoked 
by a generation of grandces too proud to 
seek cowardly sanctuary in good works 


res 


and whose collective imagination. tran- 
scended mere family foundations. lor 
the disposal of truly towering amounts 


of scratch. 

The business of be 
under in the United Si 
highaolling times that immediately 
lowed the close of the Civil War. E 
mous fortunes were being built f 


way 


lol- 


and [ro that 
had been impetus fror 
the railroads which. then until the 


turn of the century, were the principal 


give 


preocenpation of the America people 
Politics were more corrupt than they 
have ever been since. Moral standards 
were on a par with polities. 


women of 
and 


men and 
were llamboyant there w 
inhibitions to their gratification. The Ке 
construction period hay enjoyed the con- 
spicuous disfavor of posterity to a de; 
probably unparalleled. by amy other sin 
gle period in history, unless possibly ii 
was the reign of Nero. with which it was 
times compared. The historical bibs 
aphy of the list ball of the 19th 
Century bristles with the literature. of 
specific disapproval: The Tragic Years. 
The Dreadful Decade. he Lords of 
Creation. A Certain Rich Man and dy 
like. But those who lived at the tin 


among 


= 


ic 


thought it was simply wonderful. 

Perhaps symbolic ol the careless 
tude toward money in the у 
tly after Appomattox. was tl 
rk’s most elegant. gambler, a Lorenzo 
ec les named John Mor- 
"меу. Morriscys sumptuousy uphol- 
метей gaming rooms on Mh Sneet 
opposite the Fifth Avenue Hotel annoyed 
hss fastidious neighbors, who claimed he 
towered the moral tone of the place and 
who glared their disapproval at Mrs. Mor 
а blameless lady, when she atend- 
cel opera at the Academy of Music. On a 
suridly to-hell-with-you basis, Morrissey 
forthwith ran for Congress and got him- 
self elected by а liberal majority. Just to 
show it was no trick at all, he had him- 
even greater plu 
nd, to celebrate his vindication 
polls, ordered Irom Lem 
of opera glasses for his wife 
something of a record—bei 
а lyrelike arrangement of d 
«d sapphires that cost 573,000: through 
them Mrs, Morrissey was happy to glare 
right back at her social dewactors with 
the most expensive imaginable disdain. 

New York newspaper readers of the 
19205 andl early 1930s, as long as the cele- 
brated Beaux Arts Ball lasted as the 
most spectacular cl function of. the 
Gotham season, were from year to yc 
kept abreast of the progress, in the direc- 
tion of the next Beaux. Arts Ball, of an 
otherwise litdle-publicired. gentlewoman 
named Mis. S. Stanwood Menken. From 
time immemorial, Mrs. Menken had 
been the floral centerpiece around which 
the Beaux Arts revolved. Her appear. 
xed its inevitable midnight 
pageant, and what she was to wear w 
the central theme of the publicity that 
surrounded the event. 

Mis, Menken's costumes for this annu- 
al event were for many years confected 
Tor her by the Brooks Costuming Com 
ny. Popular legend maintained tha 
һ year, the mor er 
Arts Ball, Brooks (d Mrs. Menke 
а on what she would wear 
the 
ensuing months such newspaper colum- 
ıs ау Nancy Randolph, Helen Wor- 
den and Cholly Knickerbocker. when 
other insp 1, reported on the 
progress of the aration under construc 
tion. Invariably, the official. publicity 
leases for the Beaux Arts committee 
I the cost of Mrs. Menken's one 
ance at 525,000. 7 
little hom yea 
eventual. appear. her. Durs, 
sequins, aigreucs, electric lights, court 
ins, peacock f flounce 
nd diamonds did little ıo discredi 
publicity. As long as the Be 
ed, first at the Astor Hotel and later 


ance cli 


e 


the uptown Waldorf, Mrs. Menken's 
525.000 moment was institutional in the 
New Vork social 

Thiny ye 
passed 
Santa Barba 
to discouti 
mother's fancv-d 

“She never paid 
tunes the gowns wi 
he wrote, * 


C 


s antin 
пуп 


g lil 


of the pres agents fo 
hotels where they we 
d paid for nothin 


Florenz Ziegfeld bought. for top show. — basi 
valid. It is 


girls like Irene Marcellus. Mothe 
have spent $10,000 on the theory th: 
the publicity would help the Beaux A 
which, together with the Alli 
gaise. was her favorite charity. ‘The pul 
licity probably cost my father, who was a 
hard-working lawyer, son 
е clit 
ertheless, 


псе 


the legend of Mrs. Men 
lished in the folklore of 
n older New York 


nbled the 


red in an outfit that rese 
the otk 
tion. 


of a р 


"Please, Fred —nol du 


dar. in the / 
urs after the Beaux Ars ton and hı 
по history, Arthur Menken of burst into blazing glory 
lifornia. was at pains Sq 
the reported cosiliness of his beye 


v supposed ro cox." pletely 
These sums were the dream nes, Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilt White 
the ball and the or any of a 
held. She wore and Lond 
more costly than Opulence of their perso 


woman to spend 
for 


з of his com dresel woman is a са 


I never forget the year she ap. fessional 


electric 


ter gene 
n hostesses 


reality of expensive 


clothes 
on her 


ng the be: 


н full fan forma. of a status symbol for hus 
wrote Eve Brown тапу years that is so well recognized that 


ing prime time!” 


stor ballroom, she pressed a Dut- 
emire person 


The 
d Ziegfeld’s wildest dr 
The idea of | 

e the for Square electric sign might 1 
imesistible to Mrs. С 


ting up like a Times 


anon of № 
notable 
al а 


irtually impossible tor 
illy impor y 
wd not get some sort of 


п has always 
ng a best- 
т. Most. of the 
Ms." women who annually make th 
tionally best-dressed. 
little else. Clothes are the essence 
of their being. a way of life and а pro- 
ide. А secondary 
dressed lists n 


preoccupation. B 
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THE NEW TASTE IN SMOKING 


The all-male taste, yet so 
mild and flavorful you'll nave} 
trouble keeping it from “her 


Spartan 
Rich. dark 
finish, $2.65. 


Airograte 
Crangeable bowl. 
Metal grate suspends 

tobacco. $3.95. 


Thorn 
Rugged, sand- 


Double lining: 
of real honey. 
$5.95. 


Yello-Bole is made for men who like their smoking 
tich and full flavored. To create this unique taste 
the bowl is pre-ceked with а new-formula honey 
lining. This gentles the smoke. Smooths the taste. 
Enriches the flavor. So effective—the imported 


briar bowl is guaranteed against burn-out. 
Available in a variety of shapes, $2.50 to $7.50. 


hide although there is no 
record of a cansaction being consum- 
mated. Eleanor Lambert. who annually 
compiles the accepted list of the ten 
bes-dresed women in the United States, 
has declined offers as high as 550.000 10 
include the name of an aspirant, which 
puis at least а tencitive value on ihe 
nomination. or perhaps a point from 
which to start bidding. 

Sometimes it ruris our that rhe. sim- 
plost pleasures are the most 
all. Witness Paul D. Cra 
ized brook. Many а countryman living in 
Maine, Vermont or Pennsylvania, where 
small brooks are commonplace, has built 
his home astride a modest stream for the 
pleasure of living near running water. 
Cravath, an eminent New York corpora 
tion lawyer ol the 1920s who added so- 
cial prestige to his professional réclame, 
built himself a 5300.000 country. place 
on the North Shore of Long Island, only 
to find, after it was completed, that he 
had neglected а detail. He wanted a nice 


price, 


lively brook running through his livin; 
room. 

“What kind of a brook do vou wan 
architect 
the 


the when 
crisis. "One 

at mutters, babbles. murmurs or purk 
‘The last one costs more than the others. 

"EH take all four" said Cravath, and. 
got them. The bill was another 575.000. 

Oversight also figured in the construc 
tion of Mrs Rickard Cadwaladers 5 
varona, the largest private yacht im the 
world. Savarona, built at Kiel, was 108 
feet long—half as long as the Quee 
Mary—and included. in iis. decor: 
economy half a mile of gold plated 
plumbing and a house organ two stories 
tall. Tt cost $5,000,000. When it 
time for Mrs. Cadwalader to accept. de- 
livery, it appeared that through some 
ht there had 
included m tts design. 
phia Main Line Cad 
forced то walk between 
unthinkable. 

There was а hitch, however. when it 
appeared that installing elevators im a 
ip vessel was somewhat more com. 
plicated Шап in a grounded home. 
There structural | considerations, 
stresses and str In short. the project 
м ill-advised. No mater: Mrs. Cad 
walader wanted elevators, and back w 
Savarona to the shipyards at Kiel. When 
delivered at long last. it had elevators. 
and the total bill was $6,000,000 instead 
‘of 55,000,000. 

Obviously almost нм 
open to what Henry Sell, himself 
ir magnifico in а minor key, calls ex 
pensive cheerfulness in the fields of r 
estate and fi t. The late Andrew 
Mellon, while Secretary of the Treasury, 
purchased in a single dot a cool 
$21,000,000 worth of ntings from the 


Cravath 
) resolve 


" 


came 


heen no clevatois 

That a Philadel 
should be 
decks was 


lade: 


were 


as are 
debo: 


shaustible sup- 


Russian governm 
ply at The Hermitage in Leningrad 

When Addison Mizner built at. Palm 
Beach the pied-à-terre known as El Mira 
sol for E. T. Stotesbury, the Philadel 
phia partner in Drexel and Company 
and New York partner in Morgan & Co., 
a premises that topped by a liberal mar 
gin the conventio S 1.000000, 
he was so forgetful of moneyed matters 
that he neglected to send. Stotesbury a 
bill. Stotesbury had to look him up and 
ask for an accounting. Even when sub- 
mitting the accounts Гог the main struc 
iure of EL Mirasol, Mizner contrived to 
forget to charge for age ihat 
ad been included at the last minu 
The Palm Beach hideaway 
Joshua € called Ph 
built by Mizner at a cost of ST800.000 
boasted а 5900000 carpet in the currency 
ol 1993, which might well be figured at 
three times as much Maralago. 
the P 
Hutton, included as the 
of its decor à marbleand-gold din 
ble costing $1,000,000 but. whieh incon 
venienced its owner by requiring a fixed 
number of guests, just 36. and being u 
ple to either expansion or diminu. 
tion. One of the plumbing 
the Long Island residence of Mrs. Clar 
ence Mackay. whose husband had at one 
Postal raph, was а 
sunken 1 m a single 
block of таге off vellow. Carrara. marble 
at a cost of 

In keeping with the liberal philosophy 
of the Palm Beach Twenties, there 1c 
mains today as a museum owned by the 
ie of Florida across from Key Biscayne 
the whim of an heir to the Deering har- 
vester. fortune who undertook to build 
Villa Vizcaya ош of what һай ший then 
been а mangrove swamp. This palatial 
ice was forwarded without regard to 
expense by Burrill Hoffman, a 
Aris graduate from Paris who 
gudens filled with cla 
trades, cou 
over 


Lor basi 


nerest de 


avail: 


fixtures of 


nc owned 


creat 
balus: 


vary 
terways and cam 
ng orchids 


ported from Venice. 
g had suggested at the initial 
sage of the projet that perhaps 
51,000,000 might be regarded as the u 
get sum to cover construction, but some 
long the ran out and 
the architect submined а revised estimate 
of 5.000.000. Deering batted no eve 
but said to be sure tho 
parrots and orchids in the sw: 
might be à good thing to wire Venice for 
nother hundred. electric gondolas. 

Obviously. the advent of the motorea 
offered lush potentialities for ostentatic 
where once the horse and his attenda 
had been sump- 
tous status. symbols. No stables. could. 


powered gondolas 


where y mone 


vehicles and ameni 


have pretensions to 
than 20 types of carriage av 
every possible social and practical con 
tngency. In rhe stables of Alfred 
Gwynne Vanderbilt, the names of the 
occupants of mahogany box stalls were 
inscribed in raised leuers of Ht. gold. 
The O. H. P. Belmont horses who. at 
Newport, lived under the same roof with 
their owner. occupied stables designed 
by the celebrated architect Richard 
Hunt and at night were bedded down 
on Trishdinen sheets with the Belmont 
arms hand-embroidered in the 
corners. Harnesses with solid-silver fit 
tings were a commonplace and ladie 
vanities in the more luxurious turna 
supplied by Tiffany could run to $5000. 

The golden age of automobile ostent 
tion was in the yeas before mass pro 
duction robbed. individual marques of 
the custom-built elegance and cachet of 
social distinction. The most costly Rolls- 
Rovees. Bentleys, Hispano Suizas, Isotta- 
Fraschi ad Duesenbergs had price 
tags up 00 525,000, or the equivalent of 


style with fewer 
lable to 


cout of 


T 


575.000 in today's inflated cu icy. In a 
valiant attempt to ouprice and upsta 
Rolls-Royce, Ettore Bugatti, an Hal 


cd a cr ıo 
known as whose chassis alone 
sold for 530.000. so that a fi hed car 
h fittings and bodywork couldn't he 
ad for less than $40.000. The bonnet 
nension fom windshield to radiator 
was an even seven feet. and а lifetime 
guarantee of free service went with 
car, of which only seven were eventu 


perfecti 


ach 


lly 


v cars have 
fallen before the onstaughts of time and 
the nbly line. Rolls-Royce. Bentley 
and Mercedes-Benz have continued to 
supply an outlet for patrons who prefer 
а cu costing upwards of 520,000. 
The most ex ever shown 
iforni which, in world com- 
atives. ranked as the peer of Andrew 
Mellon's $40,000 land yacht (built excl 
sively of the produas of Mellon enter- 
prises) and Sir Bernard Docker's $95.000 
gold-plated Daimler was recently exhib- 
ited at the annual Pebble Beach con- 
cours d'iligance at Del Mome Lodge. It 
was a Phamom V Rolls-Royce owned by 
Martin Martyn of Beverly Hills. a 
in-law of Spyros Skouras, which had cost 
us owuer a tidy 554,000. The body w: 
designed by Osmond Francis Rivers, 
who for many years had been chief de- 
signer to the house of Hooper i 
tec of many cars used by the British 
al family, The iwotone blackand- 
ic body was built by the Paris firm of 
apron, one of the last grear be- 
spoke bodybuilders still in business. It re 
quired more th year to complete 
and. t0 supervise the work. three trips to 
the Continent were made by Rivers, and 


son- 


as many from the United States by Mrs 
Martyn. A working bar was furnished 
with drinking tooly from Van Cleef X 
Arpels and glasses and decanters by 
Bac Phere was an air-conditioned 
humidor for the owners Upmann spe 
radio reception conuollable from 
1 а locked compartment for 
binoculars amd parasol on 
c days. "Ir has an English soul and a 
French body," said Mis. Martyn, dusting 
around with I dusicloth sewn from 
matched. minkskins. 

One of the most accessible avenues to 
big ng. although somewhat i 
lb а Jean and caloric-conscious 
generation, has been that of sen 


spend 


ance i 


gastronomy 
the Roman 

prie when his steward 

that he had recently purchased the Ts- 


and of Sicily, and lasted 

the age of Diamond Jim Brady 

cam practitioners ol expensive eating 

П drinking need tke a back seat to 
in the soullléed record. 

Perhaps the first practitioner of Heke. 
entertaining in New York was August 
Belmont, the town's [oremost. Lorenzo 
of the post-Civil War d An " 
representative of the House of Roths- 
child, Belmont entertained spaciously at 


non 


th Ave- 


ial mansion on lower F 
d an index of his sumptuous and 
manner has survived in the 
his wine bill alone was $20,000 
a month, perhaps the equivalent of hall 
a million dol year in today’ 

rency. Even more notable than his cell 
was the distinguished character of the 
wine butler. who was none other than 


his 
nue, а 
baroni 
item th: 


Belmonts fatherin-law, mmodore 
Matthew С. Perry. who had opened the 
ports of Japan to foreign trade. “Won't 


you be a good fellow 
other dozen of the K 
mont would address the retired h 
the foormen were otherwise eng; 
Try and not shake them on the stairs, 
And the good-natured old gentem: 
would shortly reappear, Jaden w 
boules and happy to help empty th 

No less splendid a host was an equally 
resounding grandee in the peron of 
William Collins Whitney. founder of the 
Whitney family fortunes and perhaps 
the most dazzling and cultivated spender 
of his time. When he was Secretary of 
the Navy in the Cleveland Administra 
tion, he enlivened a Cabinet meeting 
that was prolonged into the luncheon 
hour by having sent in from Harvey's, a 
notable Washington restaurant of the 
time, а light collation consisting of 200 


m. 
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gallons of terrapin Maryland and 80 
ses of Moet et Chandon champagne. 
Whitney entertained on а scale that was 
breath-taking even in а New York well 
indocirinated in Babylonian devisings of 
luxury: and when he achieved the ulti 
mbi 


nd h 
nglish Derby, his de 


of two con 
dyovski won the 


inents 


light was made tangible 5000 n мау. 
From London he commanded thar alb 
drinks of sort and all meal checks 


at the clubhouse at the 
k back home should be 


for the evenir 
Saratoga п 


ged to him. Jt was a $12.000 gesture. 
Gastronomy and ostentation often 
went hand in hand, never more demon- 


stably than when the Bradlev-M 
family departed New York 10 
mposed exile when the city raised their 
taxes after the excitement caused. by 
their now-celebrated costume ball at the 
Waldorf. On the eve of their departure 
for England, the Bradley Martins enter- 
ned 86 guests at а dinner where, 
according to the New York World's con- 
temporary account, the total wealth of 
the 40 gentlemen present "was more 
than most men can grasp.” There were 
at least a dozen guests worth better than 
$10,000,000 cach and twice as many who 
were estimated to be worth 55.000.000 
cach on the metaphorical hoof. “There 
were necklaces worth $100,000 each on 
several throats (Мух. mld was 
obviously not present) and enough dia 
monds to fit out all the crowned. heads 
ol Europe and have some left over for 
Asi. ad Africa." 

What Oscar of the Waldorf served at 
this "delirium of wealth and idyl of lux- 
игу and magnificence” isn't recorded, 
but the amount of the bill has survived. 
The Bradley Martins departed on a note 
of affluence, their lost supper 
having cost 5110.28 a plate, The year 
was 1897, when the doll worth 
four and a half times what it is toda 

Keeping up with the Joneses, gastro- 
nomically speaking, in these heroic times 
required us lor recognition in the 
spending sweepstakes to put their best 
foot forward. Perhaps maddened with 
jealousy of Bradley-Martius, Ri 
dolph Guggenheimer, president of the 
New York Municipal Council, 
thereafter staged a rival dinner to which 
were bidden 40 members of the Tamma- 


sured 


was 


the 


soon 


ny elite and their wives. It, too, was held 
at the Waldorf, where, although the 


is so cold that the 
frozen over 


weather Outside w 
Hudson River w 
horses were being felled by scores on the 
icy pavem 
of their furs amidst clustering hothouse 
roses im a bower imer pre- 
ed. Hothouse grapes depended from 
an overhead network of vines artistically 


and cab 


ıs, the guests were divested 


where 


interwoven at 510 a bunch, while song- 
birds ırilled from golden cages. A pool 
in the center of the tables was banked in 
rare blooms from the shop of Wadley 
& Smythe, the Filth Avenue florist: or- 
chids, acacias, Americam Beauty 
with prodigiously long stems, 
Souvenirs from Ti 
from any consequential dinner party of 
the era, were ebiborately jeweled match- 
boxes for the gendemen and equally 


roses 


ny. dnsep 


we 


gemencrusted perfume vials for the 
lies. 
The Waldorf chef, Xavier Keunsmei- 


er, had gone all out for elegance. The 
menu began with a variety of ornate 
hors d'oeuvres, followed by Lynnhavens 
in cocktail sauce. Then came a clear tur 
tle soup with generous infusions of sher- 
ry, and the fish course was the then-new 
and very fashionable lobster newburg. 
Purists might have fish 
dishes in succession, but not the Guggen- 
‚ who went on to a colum- 
of chicken, mountain sheep with 
chestnut puree, diamonback terrapi 
Ja Baltimore and canvasback duck roast- 
ed by a secret recipe the Waldorf had 
procured from the estate of Uncle Sam 
Ward, the prince of gastronomes, There 
followed, as a coda, fresh hothouse 
strawberries, a great triumph in 1898, 
bonbons, fruits апа collec, Wines of su- 
perb vintages had heen served with each 
successive course, and the cognac was a 
Grande Fine with the magic comet у 
date of 1811. 

Tt was no secret by the time the demi- 
tasses were filled that Guggenheimer had 
topped the Bradley-Martins. His dinner 
out at S250 a plate. 

But if it were possible to top Willi 
Whitney, Randolph Guggenhe 
nd the Bradley-Martins. the man to do 
it was Diamond Jim Brady, the railroad- 
equipment. salesman and uncontested 
big cater and big spender of the lobster- 
р: at the turn of the century, 
Singlehandedly, Brady could have kept 
any one of the gilded traps of Broadway 
in business; but he spread his patronage 


caviled at thre 


a 


се cra 


around, and the Waldorf, Shanley 
Rector's, M. , Bustanoby's, Sherry’ 
Delmonico’s and the Gilsey House 


basked in the refulgence of his approval 

When it became, for а variety of re: 
sons, Brady to 
ing stable, he summoned 50 represent 
tives of the stage and sporting worlds to 
say farewell ıo his favorite horse, Gold 
Heels. Instead of imitating the widely 
ridiculed C. K. G. Billings ^ 
Dinner,” where the guests had dined i 
the saddle and waiters attired as 
had passed the champagne in saddle- 
bags Brady wisely had Heels 
present at dinner in a rose garlanded, 


prudent for Close his 


rooms 


old 


life-size effigy so lifelike that many of the 
guests petted it throughout tl 

The dinner was held on the Holla nd 
House roof and lasted from four o'clock. 
on Sunday afternoon until nine the next 
morning, when some of the guests had 
to go to work. More than 500 bottles of 
Mumm's were consumed, which averaged 
ош at close to a case рег guest on the 
assumption that some of those present, 
like their host, didn't drink all. The 
favors were diamond-studded stop watches 
for the men, with which ıo clock their 
favorites at Ве and diamond 
brooches for the ladies. The 50 trinkets 
contributed. 560,000 toward the stunning 
overall cost of dinner, which was a 
certified $105,000, 

Most of the expenditures of money 
listed in this brief survey were made in 
the direction of tangibles and/or their 
incidental servicing and achievement. 
Few lavish outlays seem to be in the 
record for the gratification of abstrac- 
tions, and surcly none surpasses in cost 
ness the piece of his mind that wis 
spoken by Allan Ryan. son of "Thomas 
Fortune Ryan. The elder Куа first 
wife, Allan Ryans mother, died in 1917 
whereupon Thomas Fortune, who was 
then бб. remarried only 17 days after his 
first wife's death. The romance did not 
commend itself to Allan Ryan, who said 
for the record that it was “one of the 
most disrespectful, disgraceful and indc- 
cent things Fve ever heard of. 
The older Ry once 
his will, cutting. Allan. off from his 
$135.000,000 bequest of 
nothing more than two black pear] eve- 
Ryan's sentiments had cost 
something more than the ттс charged 
by either Western Union or Postal Tel- 
graph at the time: $10,000,000 a 
for 13 words. 

In taking leave of this select but. gal- 
lant company of men and women (who 
had heedful regard for Gene Fowler's 
aphorism: "Money is something 
thrown off the ba ack platform ol moving 
trains”), let us pause to salute M 
peerless Senator William Andrews Clark. 
Emerging from the wars of the copper 
kings many times a millionaire, Clark was 
wishful of the tog time when 
the United States Senate was ihe most 
desi the world 
and membership was highly prized by the 
gold and silver nabobs of Montana and 
Nevada. As a precaution at electiontime, 
Clark undertook to furnish free drink 

ag whiskey for the entire population of 
Butte. a city of 45.000. A misplaced com- 
ma in Clark's tl 
not [or 45,000 but for а popul 
50,000. IL was said to be an 
table occasion, 

EB 


ont, 


rewrote 


estate with 


ning studs 


word 


Ir was 


ble ricdh-man’s club in 


g provided whiskey 
tion of 
nforget- 


give me new limbs, Even before. my right 
1 was born with. 
туут? Surely that 


arm was nor the € 
Why cmt you 
is a simple questi 


1—you do not know 
You must have saved 


Not even—oh, no... 1 


way a long time? 
p on myself. (Ha! 


Lam sorry. Was I 
Let me get 


Very funny!) 1 Survey Pilot First 
Class Vincent. Will Freeburg. D was 
born in Port Lyot, Mais, on 21 August 
1805. I have one—no, two childr 


Please le me have (ас 
My (C 


civ 


gin, slowly 
ning prepared me for any con 
ble reality: 1 can face whatever you 
tell me. But slowly. 


Well, it could be worse. Fm not reilly 
dead. 1 know who T am. T even think I 
know what 1 am. 

Tam аа recording. in some incredi- 
y sophisticated storage You 
must have caught my psyche. my soul. 
when the ship turned into plasma. Even 
though 1 cannot how it was 
done, it makes sense. Mier all, a primi- 
tive man could never understand how 


device. 


imagin 


NYG (continued from page 220) 


we record a symphony . 

АП my memories are (rapped in a tape 
or a crystal. as they once were trapped in 
the cells of my vaporized brain. And not 
only my memoris. ME. I. MYSELI— 
VINCE WILLRURC. PILOT SECOND 


CLASS. 

Well, what happens next? 

Please 1 do not under 
stand. 


Oh. wonderlul! You can do even that? 
There is a word lor 


it, a name... 


‚ саттай 
REINCARNATION 
Yes, yes, I understand. 1 must give you 

the basic plan. the design. Watch my 

thoughts very careful 


The 
Mine 


h is oval—so. 
t is covered with hair. 
was br— er. blue. 

The eves. They 


now 


are very important 
0 in other animals? 
Good. that saves trouble, Can you show 
me some? Yes, those will do. 

Now the mouth. Strange, E must 1 
looked at it a thousand t 
shaving, but somehow 

Not so round —narrowa 

Oh no, not that way—it runs across 
the face, horizontally 


ve 


“God bless the old gentleman. 
He simply thrives on controversy? 


Now, let's se . . . there's something 
between the eyes and the mouth 

Stupid of me. TH never be a cadet il 1 
can't even remember that . . . 

OF course—NOSE! A little longer, 1 
think. 

Theres something — clse—somethi 
I've forgotten. That head looks raw, un- 
finished. Irs пог me, Billy Vince 
the smartest kid in the block. 

But thai isn't my мате Іта not 
boy. I'm a Master Pilot with 20 years in 
the space service, and Fm uying 10 x 
build my body. Why do my thoughts 


keep going ont of focus? Help mc 
ple 

That monstrosity? 15 that what 1 told. 
you 1 looked like? Erase it. We must 
start " 


The head, now. It is perfectly spheri 
cal, and мене a runcible сар... 
Too diicult. Begin. somewhere else. 
Ah, 1 know— 
The thighbone is connected to the 
shinbonc. The shinbone is connected to 
the thighbone. The thighbone is connect. 
ed to the shinbonc. The shinboue . . . 
All fading. Too late, too late. Some 
thing wrong with the playback. Tha 
you for wving. My name is... 
name is 
Mother—where 
Mama—M 


k 
my 


¢ you? 


ATA 
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ШЙ ШЦ] Й  Geontinued from paze 221) 


the other 
ansistorized. 


he was not an Eliot or a Ciardi 
truth, that he was a sort of 1 
pimp. keeper of an electronic bawdy. 
house. At such times he returned to basic- 
basic. Major premise: The human animal 
has a compelling sex drive. Minor. prem- 
ise: The world has too many people to 
feed. But there was a complica 
an intrusion of unruly human drives into 
the syllogism. Granting the logic. the 
world’s people coupled joyously and for 
got the pill, were too impatient for the 
old-fashioned. pessary, or—in transports 
of romantic attachment—actually wanted 
unplanned (and hence unauthorized) chil- 
dren; and all the bedrooms burst and 
blossomed. Conclusion: Forget about the 
dangers of the sex drive. Find а better 
way t0 site it. Find a something that, 
as part of the artificial controlling of 


the total environment, would make 
each human's sex life a thing of instant 
perfection. 


And the something better was the 
House where each man created his own 
subjective perfection. Splendid, thought 


Katzenherr at this point in his musing. 
Then, re the work he did 

i ant in its way as any num- 
et sequences, he was able to 
go on with his duties. 

Yet he thought the proceedings were 
ludicrously comic. He could not help it. 
lt was the poet in him, and ar month's 
end it made him irritable as he stalked 
the h п the faint sounds of oscilla 
tor squeals and ragged breathing from 
beyond the cubicle doors 

He was not a very good poet, for he 

as able to intuit more than his talents 
would allow him to express, but he did 
have perception. and he could see the 
sque comedy in the House, The pa- 


trons came up the winding path through 
the trees and flower beds and 
adings 
imernal 


lulled in 
but. 
wish, 


even 
al- 


part by their мит 
iore by their own 
lowed themselves to L 
ceived still more by the cup of Iyserge 
ad the Muzak drone in the waiting 
room. Split from the real world. they 
manu 
let himself 


“I need help.” 


looked at their faces, That slim boy in 
blue walking shoris swallowing his cup 
of instant schizophrenia, The round- 
eyed man, already bemused, who fed 
coins into the dispenser and received the 
plastic coded key that would activate 
his Chatty Hedy. He wied w guess from 
the play of expression on their blurred 
faces what remembered bedroom they 
would think themselves entering, wh: 
imagined love words the mannequin 
would hum into their ears. The tapes 
had only four sounds—a "white" hiss 
as they entered, a five minute. 420 cycle. 
whine for conversation, an ecstatic еер! 
cep! and an infrasonic drone diminish- 
ing at the end. It was the mind of the 
patron that put meaning into the ele 
попіс squeal, just as it was his mind 
that painted features on the caricature 
of a face and scapes in the ab- 
sraa play of light on the walls. Love, 
thought Kavenher wryly, like beauty, 
is in the mind of the observer, but he 
could not help wondering what sorts of 
love their minds had made, and on im- 
pulse he went through the service p 
sage to the exit lounge and waited for 
the round-eyed man 10 come out 

It way а failure, as all his previous ex 
periments had been failures. He admis 
istered the antidotes for the lyserge and 
questioned. the man closely, but he was 
disappointed. What the man had had 
was as meaningless 10 Kavenherr ау in- 
tervourse with а Japanese doll. So he re 
turned ı0 his office and пецей. But пос 
for long, because it was the end of the 
mon ve papers and tickers 
were waiting on his desk. At this time, 
Katzenhen apprec success 
of all. As a Project Chief for the Popula- 
Ad tion, pos- 
sewed the privilege of real dove, Not 
often. Not easily. But once a month he 
turned his alfairs over to his deputy, 
packed a bag, саша 
and spent the weekend that made up for 
| the rest. 
An hour after the end of his worl 
day he was airborne. Sira 
He sipped a cocktail and stretched, 
yawned, smiled to himsel! with = 
pation of delight, At journey’s end, his 
Helen was waiting, beautiful, bright, 
loving Helen, and he would be with her 
that night. There, among the pleas 
gardens where she lived, bringing h 
gilt of violets from the dispenser out 
her door, Katzenherr. would expend his 
budget of rapture. He was too contented 
to despise, but he could not help feli 
а gentle contempt for the patrons of his 
House, who would live out their lives 
gulled by an electronic sham and never 
know delights of love. 

Any more than would he. 


and his dea 


ted hi 


most 


tion Control he 


ist 


t the southbound jet 


was goi 


ani 


i- 
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(continued from page 222) 
model, the purchaser receives а lifetime 
supply of food. This special lood must be 
inserted in the area called мости twice 
daily. At the same time, if the user will 
sert the consensual connecting line 
into the receptacle in LEFT corr annor. 
he will be able to experience taste as the 
Cephialoir 
who have 
understand 
produced 

The teer. cOLLARUOSE is likewise the 
input-output connection for RIGHT EYE 
d ткт rye, These devices employ 
light sensitivity t0 register the forms of 
nearby objects. Through them, you can. 
in fact. observe yourself in а way vo 
never imagined before, And remembe 
folks. every genuine Cephalorron. model 


ui 


incredible sensation 


the 


pl 


is equipped with Iwo eyes in working 
condition, to give you true binocular 
vision, So do mot accept one-eyed 


imitations. 
Input-output connection for хок 
also locuted in LEFT COLLARMONE. xow is 
а mech that receives odor sensa- 
tion, and you will discover voursclf 
undergoing some truly strange olfactory 
experiences in iis ue. A miracle of bio 
engineering has succeeded in relocating 
the erotic tion pattern, commonly 
known sex. from the now nonexistent 
1 arca to the Nose area. Here vou 
will discover a powerful primeval excira- 
ion of a thermal kind th: 
ndergone to be believed! 


LEFT COLLARHONE lead. again, connects 
with the pa «их area. You 
have heard of die x creatures 
scattered throughout the galaxies—often 

1 ceannes—who enjoy the 


ancient, Freudtamous negative pleasure 
sometimes. known n. Thanks to 
certain refinements in cnò, the. new 


improved model Cephalotron is 30 per- 
cent more sensitive to pain. (See the 
manual for ways of producing this sen- 
за your friends with a 
surprise demonstration.) 

LEFT COLLARIONE connection is also 1 
lated to the activity described as ta 
Sounds produced in the vocal cor 
kuryny (interior c processed 
through sophisti the 
MOUTH area and issue forth as audible, 
voicelike vibrations. By use of the syn 
chronized aural mechanism called. EAR, 
you will be able to converse w 
Cephalotron or teach it to у 
in your very own tone of voice and with 
your own inflections 
AKBONE, con-passional. insert 
relates to all thought functions within 
the device. Discover and learn to 
fy the opposite states of pleasure as op- 
10 displeasure. courage as opposed 

love a» opposed to hue. For 
true sophisticates, the most interesting 


ion—astonish 


= but before enrolling you as a student. we must 


exact a pledge that you will never use your great 


strength to achieve evil end: 


thought state, however. is that. produced 
by consciousness of deterioration. 
you can presample those ancic 


nesses called old ape and fear of d 
to their amusement 
cphalotrons are educi- 


nal as well. They are an unexcelled 
means of re-creating cultural traditions 
and psychological and. physical "sets" of 
the distant. past. 

Cephalotrons are perfectly safe for the 
young. The only original weapon at- 
hed was a set of sharp. skeletal teeth, 


but these are not included in the present 
The 


assembly is fitted 
ulic pseudo teeth. 
turization 
lotrons take up little space, are economi 
cal to own and—another attraction— 
considered by many an 
ing touch added to the decor of 
at. For the fashion 
ephalotrons are now av 
in a ast 
ebony. a suave yellow or a mellow 
brown. Why not buy yourself a Cephalo- 
tron today? Beiter yet, buy two. 

End of script. 


model, 
w 


MOUTH 


scious. 


Important note to broadcasters: Серћа 
lotrons are selected, processed and mar 
keel by Exo-Export under exclusive 
license Irom the Anthropo-Conse 
Agency of UniStae, Each specimen 
ficld-chosen, hunted down and captured 
under supervision by government in- 
spectors. in the natural habitat of the 
Mutant Reserves. The portion to be 
formed Cephalotron is then liter- 
ally ul product 
is а result of subsequent careful testing. 
extraction. and the best in bioengi- 
neering € keep in mind that the 
entire Cephalotron project is an altrui 
tic nonprofit. enterprise. АШ net pro- 
ceeds—after cost-plus deduce and 
UniState approved added profit incen- 
tive—are used for the operating expenses 
of the Atomic Mutant Reserves. Your 
efforts can thus aid UniState to preserve 
a kind of life th а real historical 
interesi—and at the same time can help 
alleviate much of the suffering of these 
unfortunate humanoid creatures. 


ons 
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and private vanity, which is called good 
conscience, human respect, self-esteem, 
so true is it that there are in each man 


two men, he who acts and he who 
criticizes, Inner life is the perpetual 
wheedling, by the man who acts, of the 


man who criticizes, TE you refrain from 
doing something vile, if you show over- 
consideration something, do you 
know why? It is to be able to tell your- 
self, аз you look into your mirror, "This 
is the man, the wonderful man, who did 
that” How many women there are who 
blush at compliments made to them by 


others, but make themselves yet more 
extravagant compliments in private 
How many poets who bow low before 


v alone, 
own eyes, 


others stand up tall when they 
and discover g their 
their own heads! How many people 
dress for their own selLadmiration, smile 
10 see themselves smile—speak in order 
10 marvel at their own words—practice 
virtue for the sake of selfesicem! Have 
you never been childish enough t0 prac- 
tice attitudes that were becoming to you. 
sulliciently enamored of. yourself 10 Kiss 
your own hand, just 10 see what it feels 
Tike? I can talk about pride as an expert, 
and I shall write a fine chapter about it 


ius 


2 


(continued from page 169) 


Modesty is the proudest kind of 
groveling. 


Oh, a woman, what a wonderful 
thing! Add two wings and you have an 
angel! I love to dream of her contours. 
1 love to dream of the charm of her 
smiles, of the sofiness of her white arms 
the shape of her thighs titude as 
she bends her head. 


The so-called pleasure one takes in 
doing a good deed is a lie: it is no 
differen from the pleasure felt by à man 
who is digesting. Heroism is different. 
Bue T say thar when you have given a 
coin to a beggar and then say tha 
рру. you are ап impostor; you are 
g yourself. Every good deed is 

than three quarters pride; that 
es опе quarter to account for inter- 
impul: 


you 


mor 


1 
ested ness, 
need, actual 


irresistible animal 


ppetite. 


If T were to write a book, it would be 
on the turpitudes of great теп—1 am 
glad that great men were capable of 
them. 


Modesty in art is an idea that ci 
have come only from a fool Art in its 


“Psst! How tall am 1?” 


most immodest flights is "modest" if it is 
beautiful, if it is great. A nude woman is 
not immodest: а hand that hides, a veil 
that covers, a [old that is made—those 
e immodest. 


When you write, you feel how it must 
be, you know that at such а spot a cer- 
tain thing is needed, at another spot 
something else: you compose pictures for 
yourself that you see, you have rather 
the feeling that you are going to bring 
thing t0 flower: you feel it in your 

like the distant echo of all the 
¢ going to create; and the 
Il that is the ететт 
of those who write; the poverty 
guages, which have scarcely one 
word for a hundred thoughts; the weak- 
ness of man, who cannot. find i 

ions—and to me particula 
eternal anguish. 


heart 


O my God, my 
cause me to be bor 
tion? For it is cert 
have. When 1 wa 
thinking, of amel began to compose аз 
soon as | knew how to write; 1 painted 
ravishing pictures for mysell—I dreamed 
of a hall, brightly lighted 
with gold, of hands that were clapp 
of shouts, of wreaths. They call 
thor! Author!—the author is myself, of 
course, he has my name, he is me, me, 
me: they seck me out in the corridors, in 
the boxes, they lean out to see m Чи 
curtain goes up: I мер forward—eestasy! 
They are looking at you, admiring you 
envying you, almost loving you! 


When you have read the Marquis de 
Sade and have recovered from your daz- 
zlement, you begin to wonder whether it 
isn't all true, whether everything he 
teaches isn't the wuth—and this is be- 
cause you cannot resist the hypothesis of 
limitless mastery and magnificent powers 
that he makes us dream of. 


А joke is the most powerful thi 
there is, the most terrible: it is irresist- 
ble. There is no appeal from it. cither to 
a thing derided is a 
thing dead; a laughing man is stronger 
than a suffering man. Voltaire was the 
king of his century because he knew how 
wh—his entire genius was only 

was everything. 


‘The Marquis de Sade forgot 
things: anthropophagy and savage be 
which proves that the greatest men a: 
still small: and above all, he should have 
made fun of vice, too; he did 
that is his mistake! 


two 
as 


iot, and 


T can understand all vices, 
nderstand ferocity, 
baseness revolts me. 
saw those otlu 
same about then 


all crimes; 1 


Perhaps if 1 
things, I would feel the 


Christianity is on its deathbed. We 
defend it out of opposition to all the 
philanthropic and philosophical non 
sense that we are fed up with, but whe 
someone comes along and talks to us 
about dogma. about pure religion, we 
fec] ourselves sons of Voltaire. 


Чап Т, and 


Nobody loves praise mon 
praise bores me 


Ah! my pride. my pride, no one real- 
ives the extent of it. neither my Family 
nor my friends пог mysell—After all 
perhaps I am mistaken in ascribing every- 
thing to it. As I write this page. T feel that 
I am not saving what I want to say, | 
haven't found the proper outlet for my 
thoughts, 1 am now in a strange posi- 
tion, just finished school and about to go 
out into what is called the world, АП the 
s of my past life come back to 
1 1 relive my eight years of school 
But it seems to me like 20 years ago that 
1 first entered the building one after 
noon at thie o'dock, wearing а blue 
jacker. It was a period of inconceivable 
boredom and stupid dreariness, punc 
ишме by spasms of buffoonery. I will 
write that story someday, for T yearn to 
tell myself about myself—everything I 
do, Ido to please myself. H E wri 
thi 
dress, it 


it is to be able 10 r velt: if 1 
s 10 look well in my own eyes: I 
myself in the mirror to be amia 


smile 


ble to myself. Such is the motive of all 
my actions: have T a bener friend than 
myself? If 1 judge myself favorably. I 
ako judge myself pitilessly, for there are 
s when T aspire to the reputation of 
the obscure: vaudevillian; | exalt my- 
self and 1 humble myself, so that I am 
t my true level 


ever 


When I began this. T wanted to make 
it a faithful copy of what 1 thought and 
felt. and that didn't happen a single 
time, so greatly does man lie to himself. 
When you look at yourself in the mirror. 
your face is reversed: it is quite simply 
impossible to speak bully when you 
write something. You arouse your own 
leelings, vou laugh at yourself, smirk at 
"self; sometimes you have opposing 
thoughts during the writing of a single 
sentence. Hurry, and you spoil every 
thing: hold yourself back, and you over 
complicate and go slack. 


ve 


What 1 kick above all is taste: E n 
1 grasp and feel things en bloc. synthet- 
ically, without noticing details. [like 
tutti, the full orchestra. anything that 
looms up or stands out 1 perceive; other 
wise, nor, Texture and structure 
escape me. 


inner 


Be a useful man: a chemist, a mechan- 
ic. à bootblack. They achieve results 
and that is what the majority wants. Ph 


is all thought 


losophy gives по resulis—i 
—poenry. on the contrary. is all action. 
images of actions or of fcclings—pociry 
is a world—it has jts seas, its streams to 
meh our thirst—philosophy is parched 
with the dust of the nothingness of all 
its systems. Don't tell me that a priest is 
not welul, that a poct is not useful, or 
that an astronomer is more so. Perhaps 
there will come a fine day when all mod 
em science will collapse will be 
laughed at—I hope so. 


I love to sec humanity humbled. Thal 


spectacle cheers me when I am tired. 


Ther rather stupid axiom that 
says that che word renders the thought— 
it would be more truthlul t0 say that it 
distorts it. Do you ever utter a sentence 
just as you think ir? Will you write a 
novel as vou have conceived it? I sen 
епосу really rendered thoughts! —What 
effect would be produced on you by pic 
tures if you saw them as a sequence of 
brush strokes? 1 could sing you vague, 
delightful tunes that 1 have in my head 
and make you feel the passions that I 
think of: but I could tell you all my rev 


«пех, and you will know nothing about 
them—because there 10 words to ex 
them. Art is nothing but this 


press 
strange translation of thought by form. 
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ghettos. But I still think there is a diffe 
ence between the Jew driven out of Rus 
sia or Poland and the Negro fighting for 
his fife. his identity, in Watts, Cleveland 
md Chicago. 

Those Jewish vicims of h 
ern Europe had no organi 


n norih- 
ions they 
could turi to. as the Negro has—a whole 


spectrum, from SNCC and CORE 10 
King’s S.C. L.C. the NAACP, not to 
mention all the contesting black national 


ist groups. As the Jews went from Poland 
to America, the Negro can go from hope 
lessly white America to an America he 
fighting to change and where a hell of 
struggle is going on North and South. 

X good example is Fannie Lou Ha- 
mer. the Mississippi sharecropper's wile 
who's been in the middle of the voter 
registration fight. I think the Fannie Lou 
Hamers are your answer to, Where can 
the Negro go? From по freedom 10 some 
freedom 10. hopefully, full freedom is 
where the Negro can go in Americ 

I know he's nor there yet—we're not 
there yet. not by several city blocks, like 
the blocks in Watts and the ghettos of 
Chicago—we're ar the some-freedom see 
ond stage. 1 realize, if vou have to qual- 
ily freedom. it’s like we've got a 
pretty good race horse—if only he had а 
fourth leg! 1 realize i 
Hope, for millions of 


fellow wen. is running out 
not saving, Be patient. T think th 
way to pi 


impari 


only 
Ivanîze what hope is lelt is to be 
nt. Bur some hope is there. | 
»w its hard for the unemployed in 


ants 10 see it, or the voreless in. Missis 
sippi and A You can’t eat hope. 
You cant pay your rent with hope. But 
it’s there. Maybe that’s what our argu- 
ment is about—is there any hope for the 
Negro in а white-majority society? Or. to 
put it another way. is there no plac 
Гог the white who genuinely despises 
the color line, im the so-called Negro 
revolution? 
BALDWIN: You're 


very persuasive. And 
very moving, too. Perhaps Гле talked 
100 much about "Where сап the Negro 
It wasn't I who was planning to go 
ywhere. 1 wasn’t thinking about my 
generation at all. in fact. Our children 
are being murdered. This has been very 
much on my mind, I didn't realize how 
much. And some of us have been trying 
—despairingly—to figure out what to do 
to save at least a remnant on that. day 
when we are forced to realize that there 
here. no hope at all. 
as I am concerned. when my 
nen can set dogs on children and 
Idren up in Sunday school, the 
holocaust is not far oll. And, more than 
that—il m to be honest—one can't but 
feel, по mauer how deeply one distrusts 
the feeling, that the holocaust, the total 
leveling, salvation by fire, “no remission 


is no hope for us 
As far 


(continued [rom page 156) 


of sins save by the shedding of blood, 
may be the only hope. 

Well Let me quarrel, provisionally 
anyway, with your principal assumption. 
You say that the Jews in Russia, Poland 
eic, had the power of the state against 


them—a power which was often, if not 
always, reinforced. by the Christian 
Church. Which raises the. by-no-mcans 


trivial question of the precise relation ol 
this Church to the Judaco-Christian ethic 
you spoke of earlier. But the American 
Negro, here, you say, has the power of 
the state behind him, at least rhe Feder 
al power. This is a very attractive formu 
lation and it would make me very happy 
10 be able to accept it. But 1 am forced 
lo question it. 1 am nor sure that the 
« contrast between the European 
and America can be made so 
quickly; and it seems very dear to me 
that what we must here call the Amer 
sate is of a ferocious complexity 
i ith itself. If the real pow 
of the state is behind the Negro, then 
it is imposible ro expkiin why the 
people feel free 10 viciimize the Negro 
they do. Power, after all. is power: and 
very definition of power is thar ir 
tols action. It may indeed be true. 
id this is our hope. that the aspirations 
ol the state are sympathetic ло the Ne 
claims: and it may again be truc 
t the highest intelligence. operative 
in the stare recognizes their urgency. But. 
nk it is also truc that the structure 
of the state, and the habits and pre 
sumed selfinterest of the citizens con 
stirure thu st of bu 
particularly 
ge so radical and so deep. This is 
why D am less impressed than you are by 
the Civil Rights Act and the Voting 
Rights Act—it is my impression that 
these rights were guaranteed me by the 
Constitution over a hundred years ago. 
Fannie Lou Hamer impreses me very 
much, indeed. 1 know her a liile. and | 
don’t think anyone can. possibly admire 
her more than 1. But she doesn't own 
General. Motors or General Electric, nor 
does she yet have any relevant existence 
for them. Her power is entirely moral 
But this is not a power which her coun 
in the main or at this moment. 
themselves free to respect. They 
consider that they have, materially, 100 
auch to lose. We have not discussed the 
economic structure of the American state 
in relation to the American. Negro, but 
it is very clear that the problem of his 
presence can scarcely begin to be re 
solved withour a radical alteration. of 
that structure, ӨГ course, these present 
days, to suggest that social problems can 
have economic ramifications, or that the 
Negro’s present and continuing plight 
is due, to an incalculable degree, to the 
fact that he began his life in the West as 
source of cheap labor, is to leave onc- 


ırymen. 
feel 


self open 10 the charge of commun 
(which has become, simply, a know 
nothing term). But facts are facts, and 
they outlast labels. 

ally, however, 1 certainly agree 
with you and Mrs. Hamer—1I must. The 
question, for me, isn't whether or not 
there's any hope for a Negro in а white 
majority society; the question is whether 
ot the society is able to free itself of 
se obsolete terms and become, in 
effec. and joyously, colorblind. If the 
society can't do this, then there's. no 


hope for anybody in it—which 
it seems to пи 


nswers, 
. your last question con 
cerning the role of white liberals. I've 
had very hard things to say about liber 
als, but I'm bound to say thar 1 was nev- 
cr thinking of you or people like vou. 1 
was thinking of that vast army of people 
whose convictions are mere quotations 
id whose good will costs them nothing, 
who are always presuming to lecture the 
Negro on his table manners and who are 
hurt. t the point of vindictiveness. 
whenever their utterly useless good will 
questioned. T think you owe it to me. 
as my friend, 10 fight mc. 10 ler me 
with nothing, to force me 10 be 
clear, to force me to be honest. 19 allow 


ам 


mc to take mo refuge in rage or in 
despair, or in the peculiar form of com. 
plitency sometimes known as Negro 


militancy. And. of course. 1 owe vou the 
same. This means that we're certainly 
going to hurt each. other's feelings from 
me to time Rur thats ane af the ways 
in which people | 
And were tough. 
SCHULBERG: OK. Jimmy. Гуе been listen- 
ig to you. carefully; and since I 
with so much of what vou sav, it in 
that do make my poini about 
difference between the predicament of 
the Jew in czarist Russia and the predica 
ment ol the Negro in Iute-?0h Century 
America 1 have overstated or over 
simplified my argument. “A ferocious 
complexity” is a phrase 1 accept for the 
conditions of our presentday society 
That is а much. more accurate descrip- 


n from cach. other. 


tion of our common dilemma than to 
say that Federal power is on the side of 
the Negro or that the Nemo has no 
place to go and that all hope is gone. I 


don't want to be tapped imo saying 
that because Johnson shrewdly adopts 
the slogan We Shall Overcome or pushes 
ew voting laws through Congress. all is 
sweetness and light and ihe American 
dream has at last come truc. Every hour 
1 spend in Watts—and J have logged 
hundreds of hours there with my writers’ 
ow—I see with my own eyes 

the American dream is an ugh 
nightmare along what we call Charcoal 
Alley Number One. I still don't know 
whether we have the guis, the ima 
tion, the generosity, the empathy—yes, 
and ihe sense of self-preservation 
break through and cure that nightmare. 
But I wonder if we can cure it by 


"Don't be a damn fool. Of course we take prisoners!” 
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pining ast white as the Mus- 
lims have been preaching and the w 
segregationists keep trying то do, And 
I'm not talking only of the Ku Kluxers 
but the realestate boards who draw a 
color Tine across our cities. Tm talking 
about the people who voted for Propo 
sition M, a know-nothing prejudiced 
pr iom 10 repeal a law favoring 
racial justice in the realestate field. I am 
against white nationalists and black na- 


posi 


tionalists, but E think 1 have more sym- 
pathy for the Taner, becuse they are the 
inevitable outgrowth of the former. 


They are the children of despair and 
neglect and centuries of racial. hatred. 
I think the Negro revolution needs as 
i the white democratic revolutic 

1 understand the call for black 
power. but T don't think ten percent of 
the population—make that. five percent, 
because the other five percent are prob- 
ably Uncle Toms—ean exer win its 
baule without the enlightened wl 
who are just as much against the starus 
quo, the power structure, as are the 
militant Negroes. 

1 think the militant Negro movement 
welcome test of our sincerity—it cuts 
through our hypocrisy and it may even 
sive us from our most dangerous en 
my within, complacency. I think our so 
ciety could eventually fall apart from 


tes 


smugness and complacency and ih 
toughened by criticism. 1 think we 
should stop kidding ourselves. Look at 


fluent Los Д 


ngeles, with Watte fox 
ag ушеш and Drusiration 
—hell, it’s one city. divisible, with liberty 
ad justice for some. As long as we have 
yor and а police department whose 
ude toward the ghetto is almost 
ical 1o the attitude of the Nazis 
томата ihe Warsiw ghetto, what looks 
like lawlessness—criminality—to the ont- 
side is more like self-defense and. self 
determination 10 the inside. That may 
he dangerous talk, but societies can be 


an 


sirengthened and even saved by dan 
gerous talk and tough criticism. Sure, 
it makes a lot of people mad, but 


that’s good. 
I was talking publicly 
tion 14. I took along your book. The Fire 
Next Time. and 1 read aloud from it. T 
dosed my talk with it. I passed on to pul 
lic audiences in Southern California the 
g that if they didirt bestir them 
selves in behalf of Negro social rights 
not just civil rights but what 1 call sow! 
rights, full acceptance of 
all the streams of our 


дайы Proposi 


ware 


would face the fire next time 
shame ol California, Proposition 14 
passed, about two to ome, even with 


Governor Brown and the siue adminis- 
ng to defeat it, And, sure 
enough, the fires lit up the skies in Los 
Angeles in August 1965. And next time, 
unless much more is done than is being 
done, the Negro m the 


on гу 


чо 


ова white communities that deny them jobs 


transportation and. decent schools 
and hospitals and. pride. 

So I agree with 90 percent or maybe 
percent of what von say, Bur where I dis 


agree, where 1 want to pull you over to 
my side and away from what seems to 
me a tendency 10 the Negro-isolat 
side, is to mge you, beg you, to keep on 
thinking in terms of your own happy 
phrase, “joyously color bli 
ling into the danger of looki the 
world as if it is inevi hopelessly. 
bloodedly divided between black and 
white, | know it may seem more realistic 
10 think that way, to think negatively 
and pessimistically that the white man 
had his chance and gooled—irretrievably 
goofed, But that leaves out the millions 
of whites who kep fighting against 
job discrimination, Housing and school 
discrimination, facto and de facto 


the whites who have been dyin 

hurting with their Negro friends in Sel- 

ma, in Mississippi. H those 
¢ what the Kim and the hoodlums of 


Cicero call “white niggers.” then I hope 
the “white niggers" have the “white bas 


tards” outnumbered in America. 
BALDWIN: No, Budd—— 
SCHULBERG: | am appealing is man to 


man, writer to writer, not lor anybody to 
say 1o meas Dick Gregory said when I 
said, "I agree with you— "We dor 
need you white liberals t0 agree w 


us" I notice hes a Hle more careful 
when he gets on TV and plays coy, but 
thats what he said to “We 

need you white liberals 10 agrec 

us.” Maybe that is what this dialog is 
finally about. There are millions, scores 
of millions of bigoted whites, Does Dick 


Gregory really want lo join us in 
fighting them? Or docs he want to te 
us all together as “white devils" à la. Eli- 
th Muhammad? That's what Um calling 
on you for, as an 
writer—to make the choice. 

BALDWIN: Yes, I sce. 1 don't know what 
happened between you and Dick, so I 
wont talk abou rhat. Dick's а friend ol 
mine. But I must say. if Fm to be hon- 
est, that Т have no difficulty at all in nn- 
derstanding how even an almost totally, 
or even. absolutely totally, unchauvinis- 
tic Negro сан yer be driv ı a given 
hour, on a given day, 10 saying, and say- 
ing with venom. “You whites!” He ma 
at the next moment, embrace. you and 
apolomize--Fe been there, and 1 know. 
But, Budd. we live with pain and rage 


and rage, And ivy gor io 
lor your health as a white 

for my health as a black man. 
That's the only way well ever be free. 


We ar anempting, after all, ta break a 
very, very long silence. And we've always 
known that what lived in this silence 
was hideous and [ull of danger; we have 


to grow 
SCHULBERG: Grow from there. I am not 
d Gregory 
Ate we to be a society 


“you white” and you а 
not “you blacks. 


are 


ds of people—or 


ol people—all 


Not a “Great Society" the w 
L. B. J. keeps cheerleading us ot That's 
luate course. Have we 


matriculated as a society? 
BALDWIN: That's the dilemma, the Am 
ican problem. Ar the moment we have 
no society at all. Look at what happened 
mple. You 


mentioned it 1 California 
t ihe time, you 1 Well, of 
course, out there in that American. El 
Dorado, that unmitigated horror of a 


place, of course, good, clean, empty 
American clowns like Reagan and Mur 
phy would be very popular. Ain't a 
damn thing paid for out there; they're 
all living in tei of rhe poorly 
American. backbone! If yo 
and your swimming pool arc 
and vou know you can't go any farther 
West—the nest stop is Tokyo, God help 
us, which is East—then, of course, any 
black boy or Mes ing anywhere 
near your monstrously mortgaged joint, 
which is all you have, is an imolerable 
threat. And it's on this level the country 
lives, that’s our society, Then, when the 
riots come, they nemble lor their unpaid- 
for swimming pools and ask, "What 
does the Negro want?" and all (hat 
bullshit, and ask the Negro to respect 
the law. What law? The Jaw which has 
just robbed him of any possibility of 
moving out of the ghetto and beats him 
and brutalizes him. in order to protect 
th ag [Y l- 
ways blamed on Negroes, but they're not 
the Negro’s fault. Negro “looters” —who's 
looting whom, Fd like to know 
SCHULBERG: WW 
is something I 
r 


comi 


a minute. Jimmy, this 
feel 1 can talk about 
l. E mean I swim in those swim- 
pools and 1 abo have sweated out 
| rime on East I03rd Street in the 
heart of Watts, on murderously hot days 
when the older unemployed wander 
through the vacant lots and the restless, 
unemployed kids cluster on street cor- 
ners and dream of the momentiry man- 
hood they enjoyed—it's crazy, but maybe 
enjoyed js the word under the guns of 
the National Guard. In a piece I wrote 
abou it lor the Lot Angeles Times—a 
piece thar provoked a hundred love Jer 
ters and а score of hate leuers—I wrote 
that there are candles Hickering in the 
darkness of Watts but that the funk is 
deep: and D said that it was not Negro 
funk bur white funk. 
nothingism; and T said that, to crib from 
Maral. unless we pick ourselves ир by 
the hair turn ourselves inside out and 
Teexamine our sick city—our sick society 
with 


white know- 


ew eyes, we will be invit 


g riots 
which are actually deeply rooted rebel 
lions. That piece E wrote was put up on 
the bulletin board of the 
Neighborhood Семе 
Happening Coffee House. In faci 
icy re still up there: and I honestly be 
lieve if we can’t live up to what 1 wrote 
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“Somewhere ont there is a young lady in flaming-red 


stretch pants. Get her off the slopes immediately . . 


and Jimmy, | know how big an if hat 
is—if we can't match € 


our promise: "t live up to our 


noble words from the Declara ot 
Independence 10 the mion 
Prodamation to the new voting laws, 


this could be the begin 
cline and fall. even deserves to be 
FU help you write the epitaph! 
Our society will die on the rack of in 
justice 1o Negroes if we don't solve it. 
We're only 
мете going t 
nse the "wi ils” or a common 
«Шоке of Negroes and whites to solve it. I 
don't want to sound melodramatic, but 
we just may be facing the democratic 
и stand. And I can only pray not to 
God but to Sandbuig’s The People, Yes 
—that somehow we emerge from this bat 
ile in better shape than either Custer or 
the Sioux. 
BALDWIN: In this society, more th 
other E can think of, with the except 
of the Third Reich, one needs precisely 
lirmation of the possibility of hu 
man Ше. And what I 


ing of our de 
And 


mean thar literally 


” 


to us is less important than what hap- 
pens to our children. all our. childre 
We can take care of ourselves, morc 
les. Pn my case, certainly. its ma 


ly 


kes. bur rhar's all right. Tm not. pro- 
foundly concerned about your being а 
Jew or my being à. Negro. We can take 


given, Bur our being Amer- 
U's something che, which is yet 
hieved. Or defined. 

eure, Jewish—in's pure 
bullshit. These terms are used to hide 
from every one of us, including. at this 
moment, you and me, the rea! disaster in 
Wis country ih 


Kailan ol 
that is produced by 


failure of 
SCHULBERG: Jimmy. if 1 follow you. when 
you speak about a failure of identity, 1 
think you're reaching for somet 
hoping we could get around to—l m 
Negritude amd the positive aspects of 
black. nationalism and ihe new call for 
black power, which doesn’t seem to panic 
me as much as ir may some other people. 
Tt may nor necessarily mean the Mau Mau 
screaming for "white blood" in frightened 
and prejudiced suburbia: ir may simply 
be the search for self-esteem, sellrespect, 
dignity and pride, and the Negro’s fair 
share of the total. power. After all, the 


"m 


| were once awfully low on the racist 
wem pole. There used to be signs that 
read NO пахи ALLOWED; but in New York 
they built up a full head of steam of 
Irish power through Tammany Hall. 
Black power is an emotional. phrase that 
represents an emotional movement. that 
is will groping for iis own definition. It 
may even be that through black. pow 

and a period ol frustration, contusion 
ni rejection on the part of the would- 
be white ally. we meet together again on 
ne of integration. 


ve aspects 
which the black. 
н goes scauching back to his African 
Toots in order to find out who he is—an 
ty which you say the Jew brought 
with h 1 Europe but which 
denied the Mvo-American—and 
I can understand the appe: 
of black power to young black people 
who have felt their identity crushed and 
denial in a world of white power— 
1 can see how qualities of leadership and 
sellaespect can. Бе developed under the 
new Шаң of black power even if the 
honest leclings of sympathetic whites are 
hurt or even trampled in the process— 
then it may seem ay if 1 am argu 
only with you but with myself, that T 
rguing for an interracial struggle aj 
the persistent, virulent bigotry. and at the 
nissive toward 


lism, 


to black nations 


sime time being 100 pe 
the recent. phenomenon called, but not 
yet clearly understood as, black. power. 1 


y. if that be ambivalence. 
n 


iclined to 
make the most of it, 1 want to sce 
America that lives up 10 its promises, not 
its lies and hypocrisies. T want, for my 
own preservation as well as yours, 
America joyously color-blind. But it may 
be that the new generation of Nesroes. 
who even reject the term Negro and fol 
low the charismatic Malcolm X in calling 
themselves black me Afro-Americans 
must find themselves through their own 
religions, societies, organizations, as the 

and the Trish and the other mi 
order ro cope 
from a stronger position. That is 
what I mean by the possibility of meeting 
together on a higher plane of integration. 
BALDWIN: For many years, aided by what 
cam only be described. alas, as a handful 
ites, who are looked on with great 
d hostility by the majority of 
whites, Negroes have heen attempting to 
awaken the sleeping conscience of this 
unhappy nation, They have not succeed 
cd. When a moveme es that dis 
tactics have failed, it is forced t0 evolve 
new tactic. As for racism їп reverse, the 
hawed amd bi which this 
phrase has reference is felt most deeply 
by those who consider themselves help 
less, who see no way of changing thi 
condition, Also, it is worth pointing out. 
this racis e the oth 
is absolutely 
bother white people at all—until. of 
course, the ghetto explodes and they 


of wl 
suspicion 


te ness 10 


What does 


once again uneasily wond 
the Negro want? But when people have 
а sense that they can change their situs 
tion, and are really trying 10 do so, the 
need for hatred, which is always, after 
all, a more or less disguised sell-hatred, is 


very sharply reduced. 
The panic is really caused by the fact 
that 


s some of us have always known, a 
in the Negro situ 
radici change in the country, It is not 
a manter of placing a few wellscrubbed 
dakio in a few strategically located 
windows. It is not а matter of so many 
black clerks or so many black cops. It is 
not a matter of supplying sprinkler for 
the ghetto sircets. It is а matter of alte 

ing all our institutions in the direction 
of a grener freedom, recog that 
the Negro is an integral part of this na- 
rion, has abo paid for it with his blood, 
1 is here to stay. He can't go back to 
wherever he came from any more than 
anyone clc can, And this demands 
which is as difficult as it is obyious—that 
we begin to look at ourselves i ather 
1 of the human э fact: 
and evolve a new ethic, an ethic which 
will transcend, for example, the profit 
"olive which has made chaos of our cit- 
ics and made bewildered rebels or de- 
moralized monsters of our c 

The Ne presses itself on 
the Ameri 
in fact, anarchy lies on the roa 
akes in flight from this assault, For 
us also the fact thar the 
experience, his untapped vitality— 
think that you can bear witness 10 this— 
is absolutely indispensable for this tran 
fo and, in many ways. in 

yeas, will be the only hope of this ù 

formation. If we can release ourselves 
from the deeply held concept of a 
ter race, we will no longer need an inte 
ror one. Without an inferior race 
racism iu reverse cannot exist. But those 
people who are already weeping about 
racism in reverse may very well help 
create the evil they decry. The Negro 
simply wants to be dealt with as another 
human being. No more, And no less. 

I we are not able to accept this, if we 
are not able to change. then the lives we 
lead in America will become so unbeara- 
ble that nan 
attempt to become responsible for our 
and ар that chy and 
ay have com really must cor 
quer our tremendous delusion that what 
has happened to others cannot happei 
to us. This presupposes that Americ 
re not capable of the evil which others 
have But d 
above and below the ground, whose tes 
timony denies this. 

We are trapped in massive mor 

we 


tion implies a 


izi 


ace. 


dren. 


face 


tioi 


nas 


we will surrender a 


mote 


ves. 
тут 


done. we атс Witnesses, 


1 con 
cannot. 
resolve it. I cannot bel re 
fighting in Vietnam for freedom, for ex 
ple. There are many, many reason 
that 1 find myself unable to believe dl 


tradiction. We will perish i 
eve that we 


but, to get down to the niny gritty, T 
don't believe it because freedom. it 
seems to me, is precisely what Americans 
fear most. It is preposterous, at least, to 
suppose that а nation which cannot give 
те Iree elections, and which hay not yet 
ve with me. even though we 
speak the sume Language. live in the 
me cities. read the same books, and 
even though I toiler al 
know how to use à shower, is, by some 
miracle of transcendence, able 10 free 
illions of exotic peasants, And one of 
the things that hay happened. and which 
will continue to happen. ro the rcal hor 
Û aihe Amaian Government id 
er ol the American people, is 
that many Negroes. especially the youn 
are aware of this and consider the strug 
gle they are waging in America to be 
nalogous to, indisoluble from, the sug: 
ic of the dispossessed all aver the world. 
Even if the economy had the wherewith- 


al—which it de › buy the Ameri- 
сап Negro, multitudes of Negroes would 
reluse the bargain. A prominent Nego 


is reported ay having said that he wanted, 
а U. S. victory in Vieimam because other- 
wise the U.S. would be weakened, and 
he wanted to be part of a great nation 
Well, in this hard world, one must make 
choices. and I1 preter to be part of a 
just nation 

SCHULBERG: Jimmy, the hour is late, bout 
literally and figuratively, D agree that you 
and 1, as abstractions, as symbols, cither 
become responsible lor this country or we 
let it go by default. And we cannot build 
n honot definition of America until 
we accept. the “ferocious complexity" as 


precondition. 
you still accuse all Ami 
freedom? That's much 
curt agree. But tell me that 
Americans fear freedom 
give you my ferociously complex assent 
A revolution that we began in the Ith 
Century. we seem сою selfish. cor 
rupted or roo timid 1o fight 
its logical. conclusion 

BALDWIN: If your “logical conclusion" in- 
cludes the slo black power.” E hare 10 
think what those words do 10 the whole 
some, simple. pious, gogening Ame 
у who have always been ıe 


too sweeping I 


100 many 
ad P would 


too 
rough 1w 


of Negroes anyway. But why should 
the word “power” when coupled with the 
word "black" sirike such panic in the 
Americam breast? No one seems 10 be 


frightened of the. white 
after all, rules the cc 
sible for а corruptio 
extent as it 

Das already п 


power which 
miry and is respon 


ws g in its 
deadly in ity ellecis, which 
rdered millions of Negroes 
and which, at this vey moment, hangs 
like the most menacing of clouds over the 
lives of all black. men and women and 
all black boys and. girls. 

SCHULBERG: Jimmy, if we fail to turn our 
selves inside out, if we are unable to live 
with and nor merely wax rhetorical about 
liberty and justice for all, if we fail to 
resolve our massive contradictions, then 


I agree with vou that we could go under. 
But before we go our fatal, separate ways, 
I think we m try once and for all the 
unprecedented social experiment of living 
together. The dock is ticking. 


“Tve alway: 


been a leg man myself." 


PLAYBOY 


SO PRETTY AND SO GREEN 
"Who there 
“Is this the old nigger woman who 
said Auntie Gopher, “but you 


got to have five dollars, Man. 

"Open the damn door," said Stogcy 
"Fl give you five dollars. I want you 
should tell me things." 

So she turned on the lurid lamps in 
her duttered living room 
ed money after examining the bill suspi 
ciously. She made big Bruce Stogey sit 
beyond a card table across from her. 

Auntie Gopher sighed and moaned: 
she gabbled unintelligibly; she pressed 
ogey's soiled wide white palm be 
tween her own trembling fat black ones; 
she sighed and mumbled little veas and 
nays. She said, "Yes, Lord . . . no, Lord. 
so Aim that the truth! . . No. 
She mouthed imerjections and interdic 
tions until Bruce Stogey wanted to 
throne her 

He told her that he would slap her 

face unless she got busy. 
“I got to have time, Mister Man. 
You had plenty of time, old woman! 
You go ahead and tell me my five-dollar 
fortune, or ГЇ break your neck.” 

Already Һе sorry that he had 
heeded casual conversation in the Gator 
Bar... people who had spoken in wor 
dering accents about Auntie Gopher and 
the necromancies she practiced. 

“How you think you're going to do it? 
No cards, no dice. You hain't got you по 
glass ball, like a gypsy at the carnival 
How you aim to tell me anything 

She told Bruce, “I just knows. I just 
knows by the feel of people. I gets their 
condition. 

“I been wasting my t 
minutes. You been w. 
up and gel my conditioi 
1 so at last she got 


no!" 


was 


ne for fifteen 
g it. You better 


and she told 


arose, he the card table 
; to the cei ad it came down 
ig crash. 

Auntie Gopher sat back and glared at 
Bruce Stogey with hate in her small 
bright eyes. She breathed heavily and 
rubbed а knee that had been bruised by 
the card-table leg as it hurled up and 
away 

"You old devil! What you mean, iell- 
ing me a thing Tike that? 

"Is true," she gasped. "I got to tell 
you what 1 sees. You come here—you ask 
TM id 


7I hain't never going to get killed by 
no falling wee!" cried Bruce Stogey. 

The old woman said nothing—she sat 
ching him with awful eyes. 
‘ou hear me? You hear— 
moment he felt impelled to knock her 


' For 


208 cvil head off her shoulders. And certain. 


(continued [vom page 111) 


ly he was going to take his five dolla 
back. This was a bad section—the only 
ad section in Coquina Beach—but there 
weren't many police around this town. 
He didn't cue what kind of ошату the 
old Negress made, He would be gone by 
the time any help could arrive. 
Bruce reached over, he seized the weak 
inside the gaudy sleeve, He twisted 
arm until she mourned like a dog 


5 


thar has been hit by a car. He took his 
five dollars and went out, slamming 
Auntie Gophers front door so hard that 


glass smashed and fell tinkling. 
Her terror and pain found voice be 
lL him, but he paid no attention. He 


strode in his might, across a vacant lot 
behind the signboard and over to the 
Seaboard railroad tracks. He walked 


long the tracks for a way. 
Killed by a falling tree . . . those were 
words he did not appreciate. No matn 
how he fought the whole wide world, 
that nasty woman had put a fear wit 
his soul 

Only one fear had he admitied before 
this, Fri relatives of a man he 
mutilated Friday night—someone 
might shoot him in the back. 

You couldn't guard against a thing 
like that. You might be walking alone, 
striding some twisty road amid palmetto 
b, and then a shot would ring out 
You might hear it before you died, but 
you would be dead before you hit the 
ground. Bruce Stogey had known of men 
being killed in that fashion. He didn't 
Гансу such a thing for himself. 

Killed by a 
t had happened to his very own 
Kermit Stogey. It was back in the 
time of World War Two, when пи 


nds or 


on 


were clearing land for a big new 
g base. Folks had yelled there 
came a wind . . . a big pine trembled and 


led, but it tilted in the wrong direc 
tion. Lumbermen scattered and fled, and 
Kermit Stogey slipped on wet cl 

It had been something to haunt his 
son's recollection, for Bruce had seen it 
happen as he crouched, torturing a frog 
front of a tent door, at no great 
nce from the sce 

Later on Bruce heard about his grand- 
father, Old Grover. Same thing: It hap- 
pened purely like that. Except im the 
сазе of Old Grover it was a cypress and 
to have occurred. over 


was said 
Wauchula somewhere. Old Grover 

tied to get out of the way: bur he 
stubbed his toe against a root, and thc 


hard lovely trunk of the cypress plas- 
tered him amid the ooze. 


Bruce left the г 
over to Route 41. 
Sweat was larding him. Не cursed 


both his father and his grandfather. 
Heaven knew—maybe there was a great- 
grandfather, too, whom he had not known 
about—aho killed by a falling tree. 

Once upon a time, within the Lastness- 
es of th tive soul, 
there dwelt a tiny 
He had realized, any moment when he 
cared to consider it, that wonder and 
compulsion ruled the lonely subtropical 
forests. Trees . . . they were so pretty 
and so green . . . yet they could Kill you. 

Until this hour he had felt impervious 
to such a prevailing fright. Falling trees 
might smash the Stogeys of carlier gener- 
ations; they could not touch Bruce. 

Не had begun working in а camp 
when he was only 13. He worked with 
turpentine crews and road crews as well: 
but any honest love he gave—and that 
was precious little—he gave to the tim- 
berlar ow he recognized that he 
must fear итсез and hate them. 

He had beaten men often before thi 
He was a bad actor, especially when 
drunk. He had been sentenced 10 stock- 
Ades and road gangs in various count 
had served time, had worked along 1 
ways with tough gu 
speculatively as they balanced their shot- 
guns. His sokliciing experience was only 
а distasteful few months’ incident, ter- 
honorable discharge. 
The United Stues Government spatied 
Bruce Stogey off its hands and let him 
return to the swamps and somber 
woodlands. 

Glad I got my five dollars back. He 
led. recollecting how Auntie Gopher 
had wailed as he squeezed her arm. He 
owned other money in his pockets also 

«= liquor still buzzed in his brain . . . 

There was a street lamp at а cros 
road. Bruce stopped under the lamp. He 


stood there, a towering grim figure in 
soiled T-shirt and spotted khaki pants. 
He drew scraps of bills out of his pockets 


and counted them. Only S96: That 
жама" much, he couldn't go far on that 
But go he must. He was afraid to re- 
turn to his job with а crew cutting pine 
southeast of the M 
longer was he resi secret 
dread that someone might plant а bullet 
beween his shoulder — blades—some 
friend or brother-in-law. perhaps, of the 
man whose nose he had torn, whose jaw 
and ribs he had fractured. He was f 
ful now of the tees themselves, 
must go from them—far, far away, where 
there were no pines or cypresses or even 
gnarly live oaks to swat him down. 
He had tiule to leave behind: some 
clothes, an old foot locker full of odds 
nd ends in the shack where, until Fri- 
night, he had bunked with other men 
Probably he was lucky to miss another 
stockade sentence this time. And lucky 
that he only had to pay a fine. That hun- 
dred dollars and costs—he hated to think 
of it. But it was only money, after all: 
He could get more. He had always been 


He 


а 


"Linde! is a trado mark сш] 


Loved, admired, desired. Beautiful. 

Incredible, puzzling, delightful, mysterious, © 
quixotic. Glowing, sparkling, gleaming. 

And so is she. 


bluo, and plum rod 
jewoler and lock for the L mark on tho 
back of ovory ‘Linde’ Star. 
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from stocking stuffers to under- 
the-tree treasures...select a gift 
from Playboy for all on your ми 


holiday list 


MATCHLESS PAIR. Playboy 
lighter tucks into the playmate 
cigarette case for organization 
inside her purse. Black or white 
soft glove leather with Rabbit- 
patterned lining. JY208, $6. 


ر 


PRESTIGE FOR THE PACK. 
Flick, cigarette pops to the top 
of Playboy's unique cigarette 
box. Solid American walnut; 
natural finish, holds a full pack, 
regular or king. MM325, $12.50. 


ON THE BUTTON. Playboy 
blazer buttons add new snap 
and dash to the old school 
standby. Bright gifting for a fa- 
vorite grad, even Dad! Set of 7. 
]Y110, in oxidized silver, $6.50. 


BOTTOMS UP. Playboy mugs 
set spirits soaring. While frol- 
icking Femlin kicks up her heels 
on black ceramic. MM320, 10- 
oz. coffee mug, $2.50. MM319, 
22-02. beer mug, $5. 


SWEET DREAMING. Surprise 
her with this bedtime confec- 
tion. Candy-striped playmate 
night shirt and cap of cuddle- 
soft cotton flannel is a favorite 
with sleepy-time gals. One size 
fits all. MM201, $5. 


TEAMING UP. Playboy’s warm- 
up shirts are the newest action- 
ready gear for guys and gals. 
Machine washable cotton with 
double-brushed fleece interior. 
Black or white, S, M, L, XL sizes. 
WA106, short sleeve, $4.50. 
WA107, long sleeve, $5. 


DROP A HINT. Fasten the play- 
mate necklace around her neck 
to show she's yours. The wily 
Rabbit on black enamel is sure 
lo win her over. JY205, $3.50. 


THE BARE ESSENTIAL. In es- 
sence, this is the fragrance that 
brings out the playmate in her, 
turns on the playboy in you! 
Half-ounce of Playboy's own 
perfume. T200, $15. 


SOAK IT UP! Thirsty culiun 
terry cloth makes great wrap- 
ping post pool, shower, sauna. 
MM826, the Playboy bath kilt, 
one size fits all, $5. MM327, 
playmate's side-button bath sari 
in S, M, L sizes, $6. 


PLAYBOY'S CHRISTMAS 
SWEATER. Set for a 
double life, here, two great 
looks. To wear with the 
mock-turtle neck, or 
without as a handsome 
V-neck classic. Finest flat 
knit zephyr wool in navy, 
wine, gold or forest green. 
S, M, L, XL sizes. Subtle 
Rabbit-stitched insignia. 
Comes in storage bag, 
WA105, $30. 


Playboy's perfectly 
balanced putter has 
custom grip, steel shaft, 
solid brass head. 
MM321, $22. 


INSTANT ORGANIZATION. 
The Playboy card case keeps his 
credit cards, driver's license 
easily accessible. Cash slips into 
a deep continental pocket. Black 
top grain cowhide, Rabbit- 
patterned lining. JY108, $7.50. 


PACK IT FLAT. The Playboy 
money fold banishes the bulg- 
ing pocket. Boasts two inside 
slots for credit and business 
cards. Black or olive mellow- 
touch leather. | Y107, $5. 
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CHRISTMAS CLINCHER. The 
Playboy key chain makes fine 
fastening for the keys to his 
kingdom. Finished in fine black 
enamel. JY105, $3.50. 


ON THE CUFF. Handsome 
Playboy cuff links to match his 
lie lac. JY102, $5. 


TACTFUL SOLUTION. The 
Playboy lie tac seems clever 
strategy if he's hard to fit and 
hard to please. Sly Rabbit on 
black enamel. [Y101, $2.50. 


DECK THE HALLS! Send two 
decks from Playboy to fellow 
bridge buffs, table-top play- 
mates. Rabbit-patterned plastic- 
coated playing cards are stacked 
with Femlins. MM316, $3. 


Shall we enclose a gift card in 
your name? Please order by code 
number. Send check or money 
order to: Playboy Products, 
Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi- 
gan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611. 
Playboy Club credit keyholders 
may charge to their keys. 
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able to get money whenever he wanted 
to. He was powerful enough for that. 
(Trees were more powerful. They 
waited on either side of the “Tamiami 
Trail... pines and cabbage palms . . . 
he passed them warily, admitting their 
menace when shadows swooped and the 
ıs went by.) 
Bruce Stoge 
then and flipped 
itchhik 


turned every now and 
hand, tying to 


s the lights tore past him. No- 


body stopped. He cursed the drivers and 
shambled on until hc found a lighted 
filling station. He stood in nearby gloom 


and waited. He didn’t have to wait long. 
А car stopped for gas. It was а shin 
conv 


le and there were two tour 
both men, in the front. seat. They or- 
dered their gas: the attendant started to 
put it in. Stogey could see that the men 
1 a bottle of whiskey and were dr 
ing fr 


i 
So he approached the men, moving 


1 of his 
into his 


slowly, trying 10 put all threat o 
ion 


about their b at gambling in 
Miami and asked Bruce Stogey what 


he wanted. 

“Please, Captain. Just a ride up to my 
place.” 

“Where is tha 

“Just about nine miles up the road. 
My wifes mighty sick..." 

The tourists looked at each other . - 
the driver shrugged. What was the 
difference? Tt was nearly midnight, but 
they were two against one, they had 
nothing to fear, 

"OK. Mac" The nodded 
ward the rear scat and Bruce dimbed 

2. They were passing through the 
coum Brace 
arose in the rear. He leaned his weight 
gainst the [ront seat and, reaching past 
the astonished driver, turned the keys in 
the ignition, withdrew them and put the 
keys in his pocket. 

Dumbfounded and terrified, the driv- 
guided the coasting car to а halt be- 
side the ditch, while his partner twisted 
ad tussled with Bruce Stogey. It was an 
casy thing . . . laughable, it was accom 
plished so readily. Bruce rapped his cl- 


driver 


10- 


side some miles farther on 


bow against the passengers head and 
the wd his brief attention to the 
driver . . | Then he went through their 
pockets. Later investigation would 

veal that he made a haul of only S365 
in currency. He fling the two uncon 
scious men imo а shallow ditch and 


heard water squash amid weeds when 
they struck. He got them out of the way 
before the lights of ears ahead or behind 
could come upon him. He dimbed over 


into the front, started the engine and 


of Parrish 
side road, 


He drove to a point north 
and then tumed off on a 
where he examined his spoils . . . suit 
cases, He tore them open . . . yes, he 
had been right in judging that one of 
the men was nearly as rall as he, al- 
though much fatter. There were slacks: 
fine powder-blue slacks, never worn be- 
fore, probably purchased at some expen- 
c shop in Miami Beach 

Stogey took off his own soiled clothes 
and dressed himself more or less proper- 
ly in new attire. A sport shirt too tight 


across the chest, too loose around the 
middle, but it would do. He turned 
down the cuffs on the trousers . 
everything was all right, but he didn't 
want to keep this car too long. 

He progressed to Та and aban- 


doned the convertible on a nearly empty 
parking lor in the heart of town. He 
walked to the bus terminal with a stolen 
topcoat over his arm. He carried one of 
the suitcases; he had managed to force 
ings back together again. 

left for New York at 1:45 AM, 
and Bruce was on it. He arrived in New 
York at 4:40 the second. morning 


At last there were no цесу. 


Oh, yes, piddling little planes and oth- 
crs could be observed, leading their well- 
kept lives along the avenues. But m 
were not apt to go acutting those. 

Bruce hung around the West 49 
Street area for a while. Later, his money 
drained away through grotesque debauch- 
cries in off-color hotels, he decided to 
move to another section of town. En 
rout served Central Park for the 
first time and saw trees dogging the en- 
tire landscape, He measured their height 
and girth with respect and with fe 
Central Park was а good pla 
away from. 

That night, in a Bronx barroom he 
observed а well-dressed young man pl 
ing himself with liquor because, as the 


young man announced to the listening 
world, a blonde named Peggy had gone 
y with her husband to California 


(California? Bruce Stogey didn't want 
to go there: He had heard about the red- 
woods. Once he worked alongside a man 
who had served his lumbering appren 
ticeship in a redwood forest. Sequoias, 
the man called them, and his description 
of their vast trunks was enough to ma 
a gibbering idiot out of anyone who 
ied such fear locked inside his thick 
J his thicker chest.) 

Bruce would never go to California. 
re the redwoods grew. Bur he did 
п down an ill 
lighted street, and he did slap his huge 
hand acios the young man's sputtering 
face, and he did strike this resisting doll 
t resisted no longer. 


wh 
follow the tipsy young n 


Seventy-three dollars from that one: 
516 on Friday night; S222 on Sunday 
night (that was the old foreign gentle- 
man who was a friend of the bartender 
ad he was generous to casual strangers 
like Bruce Stogey—he even bought Sto 
gey a beer ten minutes before the giant 
attacked him). 

Thus Bruce found a career, and so he 
pursued it throughout the Bronx, then 


erns on Second ues— 
practically untenanted in the tate hours 
—and always, of course, devoid of any 
trees except small ones. 

He acquired а comfortable wardrobe: 
he enjoyed buying bright neckties and 
plaid jackets. He kept himself reason- 
bly well groomed: No one would take 
him for a mugger. He was wise enough 
to vary the neighborhoods where he op- 
crated from week to week, and he devel- 
oped a technique all his own. He would 
not permit his victims to see him. This 
required more imagination than Stogey 
might have displayed in earlier years. Tt 
was a strain, but it paid olf. 

He waited in darkest doorways and 
areaways. Sometimes the intended v 
im turned in the wrong direction after 
leaving the bar where Bruce had spotted 
him: but there were always another bar 
and another victim; he could try again. 
Eventually the result would be the same: 
the lightning forward step, the big hand 
flattened over the ifling all outcry 
and eyesight. A punch at the base of the 
brain . . . he tried to be careful, he tried 
not to punch too hard. The times when 
he killed men—he was honestly sorry to 
read about it in the papers the next day. 

The Big Mugger: That was what they 
called him. For of those many who re- 
covered, all could sing their dread cho- 
rus about the colossal energies of the 
bandit who came upon them so slyly 
and from behind. They could recollect 
the pressure of his herculean hand, the 
steady silence in which he operated. 
That was all they knew about him. 
Bruce Stogey carried a fine wallet of 
ligator hide. In this receptacle were his 
Sodal Security c 
cense that he 
August, when he | 
truck at Kissimmee 
Seve 


“These seraps of iden- 
n and probity served him well. 
I times he was questioned by the 
police, who throughout these nervous 
weeks were apt to question any man 


of sizable proportions whom they 
strolling the sucets at night. 

Who? . . . Me. Captain? . . Suse 
enough, I'm from Florida. Just ир here 
on a litile vacation. 

Thus, cach time his wallet and money 
were returned to him politely by the 
cops, and hc was cautioned 


< 


Tell her the one thing you don’t have is а Dymo 
Executive Tapewriter’. It's something you 
shouldn't be without. Here's why. 

The Dymo Executive helps you organize 
tools, files, odds and ends. It identifies fishing 
flies, nuts and bolts, things in little boxes. It 
personalizes apparel, binoculars, cameras, dog 
collars, and so on through the alphabet. 


Just dial the letters, squeeze the handle, out 
comes a colorful vinyl tape that sticks to any- 
thing, indoors orout. So, even though she thinks 
you really have it, tell her you don't. Give her 
the мога... Dymo Executive Tapewriter. 

DY MIO вас 

ivision of Dymo Industries, Inc. 
Available at better department, stationery and men's gift stores. The 


Executive comes complete with handsome carrying case and five rolls 
of Dymo labeling tape. Also available in Canada. 
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"Go home, 


Г xls ara kite 
hour и might happen u 
an bent on visiting the 
dank Bleshpots of the metropolis for the 
first: time! 

So it went. until a night i 


nidering in bad neighbor 
No telling w 
ourof towner 


early Jamu 
any when Bruce selected as his customer 
one Whitey Thomas—a colored man of 
wedo dimensions, bur a wrestler of 
mote. The assault occurred. about Iwo 
"clock. in the morning, Tt was in a block 
Бам Hr Sicer Whitey Thom- 
ais. tough che persuasion ol his compact 


his knowledge of wresthi 
strenuously. Finally. 
^s linger benween his 


nane а 


10 resist 


ws and bit in to the bonc. 
Undoubtedly. Thomas would hasc 
been killed bur lor a fortuitous alarm of 


fire. 
ver 


A glistenin: af scarlet and sil 
сате howling сам in Hoth Suter. 
wd fury blaring ahead. The 
ıd the roar of its 
ugh to send 


sound 
lights ol 
rocketing 
Bruce Stogey fleeing. 

Whitey Thomas picked himself up off 
the sidewalk and staggered to Jul 
at Hh and Park Avenue, and there he 
gave his story de Iwo р: 
23rd Precinct ca 
creeping past. 

Look—here was even blood 
He knew well enough. that he 
th ws finger, He had 
chewed it severely . . . 
Now. on this Tuesday. the fourth of 
nuary, something che wis known about 
the Big Mugger: He had a sore finger or 


"s bar 


rolmen of 


when next they ca 


neckti 
had binen 


MeCarthy! 


thumb. P 
ul other 


ly applica 


a precinets 
apprised. This was inforn 


le 


nolmen of the 2 
s well 


on 


rd. Precinct. 


duly 


tion especial 
the four to. 


twelve or the Late Tour; but it was duly 
noted down by Patrehnen Murray Her 
Bo 


shon and 
cruised 


thro 
1 Madison. Avenues in Car 322 


icey 
h the 


‹ 
1 


y 


as 


the 
along 


They first sported Bruce Stogey when 


he stood pickin 


amall темаш: 


Pretty. big guy 


“Sine 


4 
TET 


his tecth in from ol a 
nd Madison 


Notice anvihing about his hand?’ 


“No. th 


Lers go ara 


е were people in the мау 


So they drove around the bloc 


by the 


heavy т 


k 


thev ¢ 
wadlic 


bac 


ad 


through 


10 Madison Aven 


ic. 


Brace Stogey had reached the corner ol 


Oth Sure. 


He walked proudly 
—4 
peceable 


new camel's. 
jawed. bui 
judged by 


the stam 


in 
ards € 


nd slowly i 
k-faced. bi 


e 


his 


when 


thos: who 


find their joy and their eulvare amid 


sordid surroundings. 
aid Рато voll. Hes no 
mugger... Û wish P had a coat like 
that. 
“Wai a minute.” said Hershoi 
“Hasn't he got a bandage on his band? 
Mi jost ihat m the bandage 
went out of sight. for Bruce Stogey had 


pulled on his new brown gloves 


was а 


job 
wadded 


with 


forcing rhe we 


its 


ad 
derl 
home- 


love. 
stopped 


constructed wrappings. into the 
The greenand-white — car 
quickly outside а row of parked autos. 
Carroll opened the door on the right. 
“Just а minute.” he called. “Can we 
talk w your" and he slipped between the 
parked cns. 
Ry this time 


y was remem- 
bering well the bandage per. 
He pretended 10 take no notice, he 
walked faster. Perhaps if he ignored the 


ruce Stoj 


n his f 


s walking west toward Ce 


Park, and there were tees... he saw 
them ahead: gray гий of wintry fuzz 
against the sky and trees had 


иһ E? 
Stogeys in the wilderness 
an earlier санаву. Perspi 
welling beneath the band of his hai 
“Listen. ied the officer. who 
did |. The 


knew—to 
mps 
was 


уо 
wt Like to be 


-in ners 


1. Hershon in the си 
they chased him west block 
utrolman Hershon brought the car to a 


g the 


saceching halt. before he reached Fifth 
Avenue: he leaped out to head off the 
fugitive 

But Bruce Stogey would 1 


il 
му arcaway tha 
spective buildings of 1150 Fifth. Avenue 


d 
« 


ed nor vet he sw 


g into a 


П s between the re 


а 7 Бам 96th Sree. Не serambled 
hugely into this passage. and thudded 
acros the cold bare pavement where 


there were only ash cans estrain him, 
and not many of those. 


The patolmen closed 


1 behind. 


DNO sud the rear elevator man to 
the cook who worked for Mr. and. Mrs. 
Neeman in the top loor of the apart 
ment building at Fifth Avenue 
"No, please. ICIL m н awful mess in 
the elevator. Just | out ol the v 
dow into the court, and the boys can 
take care of it downstairs” 


So they did. Mr. Neema 
© They bad the dinin 


id the cook 
room w 


ndow 


wide open. Old Mr pur his 
head out curiously thar the 
cour stories below was 


safely deserted. 
.ders give it а shove. 
© it a shove 


dow 
mice so pretty and so gree 


bu drier now, with needles will 
prickly, and 1 ps of tinsel c 
in the branches, Down it sailed, ne; 


two weeks nd they ha 
о-оо Christmas 
linch butt 
st the skull of Bruce Stogey as he 


«ате running the 


got rid of 
tree drove its 


TAHITI 


a double take from even the sated Ta- 
hiti he the 
vahine of today has embraced many of 
the conveniences of civilization with a 
gusto she formerly tamure 
dancing and lovemaking, while still re 
taining her legendary approachability 
her existential delight in dw 
and her historic unconcern for such non 
Tahitian institutions as chastity and 
marriage; as all these discoveries wash 
over him, our man about Papeete may 
well decide—as many have before him 

that the vahine, 1066 siyle, is an in 
finitely more atractive verion of her 
19th Cenny cousin 

On closer look. he might begin t0 no- 
lice that even the smallest details set 
these girls off from the run ofthe globe 
female, Bach seems 10 boast the loose 
limbed grace of the pearl diver and the 
liquid, unabashed the 
tamure dancer. The vahine walks etlort 
lessly and erect, hips and shoulders sway 
ing with feline Huidity. head high with 
pride in her body's agility. yet without à 
trace of the concomitant hauteur. one 
might expect to encounter in a similarly 
endowed jeune fille in Paris, London or 
Hollywood. Her clothes reflect neither 
the haut monde wyleconsciousness: of 
the Manhattan secretary nor the studied 
the Stockholm 


һ male: as discovers. that 


reserved. for 


transitory 


sensuousness of 


simplicity ol svenska. 


(continued from page 212) 


else in her sunkissed 
dress is an unpretentious re 
gn exigencies of para 
usually in 
doth that 
Tabii but 
windows, 


Like 
life 
sponse 
dise: 


everything 
her 
10 the be 


i simple cotton. shift. 
pareu, the boldly patterned 
adorns not only the girls of 
their tables. chairs. doorways 
beds and automobiles as well. 

While the vahine avoids cosmetic al 
chemy—save, perhaps. a touch of lipstick 
on a big night out—she will go то labo 
rate lengths to select and. position the 
flower she'll wear over her car: perhaps 
1 frangipani, fiare Tahiti or hibiscus 
perfectly placed 10 complement, but not 
outshine, her own natural beauty. On 
this sexually swaighiforward island. de 
spite what the guidebooks say. the ear 
flower has а social as well as an асый 
function. Behind the left ear 


ir indicates 


that the vahine is unattached, and by 
extension, willing and even eager lo 
strike up a conversation—and, chances 
ore, а great deal more—with an interest 


ed male 
flower 
otherwise 


Worn behind the right ear, thé 
indicates that she's. married or 
committed. Perhaps because 
the committed don't wish to advertise, 
or perhaps because there are few endur 
ing commitments in Tahiti, lefccar fow- 
ers predominate 

As our man continues his stroll, it will 
probably occur to him by degrees that 


more than just their faces and figures 


set these girls off from their city cous- 
ins abroad. Universally, they're smiling, 
laughing, even singing. Gone is the fur 


rowed brow of the Gotham career wom 
ап, the ісе Бае coolness of the Berlin 
Friuleinwunder, the tighilipped. reserve 
of the Paris fashion model. In "Tahiti, 
many of the vahines work—as waitresses 
as Cletks in the 
French administ 


in Papeete’s restaurants, 
musty caverns of the 
tive “labyrinth, as chambermaids and 
even bartenders at the tourist: hotels — 
but none of them has ever been known 
to worry about working 

Papeete, where virtually everything in 
hiti takes place, is a city in transition. 
cc 1961, with the opening of a jerage 
airport at nearby Faan (all three 
pronounced). is population has almost 
doubled—to about 26,000. In the process 
the town has Tor bene 
from a quiet port village in ап ourof- 
the-way corner of the world to a bustling 
city-intherough, humming with con 
struction activity and center of а vast 
network of airline connections and mili- 
tny apparatus. C'est la rather 
than the jetpropelled tourist, th 
has wrought the metamorphosis. Al 
France lost her African colonies, the en 
tire French. overseas military operation— 
encompassing perhaps 8000 men, the re. 
doubtable French Foreign Legion and 
all the French atomic. paraphernal 


1% are 


wn or worse, 


guerre, 
t 
т 


Th 


Happy tl 
fresh, frosted Old Spice Lime 


piced with a twist of Lime. It's wildly persuasivel 


ИН 
ШИИ 


See what happens when you give 


ings happen...when you give Olds Spice Lime! 


gs happen, Fun things, festive things. 


ous me Gilt Sets ana би Single 
lion, Talcum, Aerosol De: 
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was transferred to Polynesia, with head- 
quarters in Tahiti, The gallants of the 
F.F. L. are now digging sewers around 
Papeete, and the once serene archipe 
of Mururoa, some 775 miles southca 
Tahiti, is sullering the indignation of 
the French ic bomb. 

The swell of soldiers in Papecte has 
precipitated a major construction boom: 
building means jobs: jobs, money: and 
money in Tahiti—while it lists—means 


only good times. Not surprisingly. the 
New York eflec daily draws vahines 
from “the districts” (anywhere in Tahi 


outside Papeete) in search of employment, 
bright lights, good times—and men. Not 
few of these newcomers are married 
women who have simply walked out on 
their Tahitian husbands—many of whom 
still think a weekly wife beating is the 
best proof of conjugal devotion—to seck 
less-taxing liaisons. In addition, the litle 
imteriskind schooners fortnightly dis- 
gorge their share of anxious and well- 
rched young girls [rom the out island 

rquesis, Gambiers, Austral 
notus, The auraction of Pa 
now is stich that connoisseurs of femi 
ity need spend only a few afternoons а 
ie ol the strategic sidewalk tables of the 


waterfront Vaima Bar 10 appraise vir- 
tually every available vahine on the 
island—and most likely, t0 strike up 
several rewarding сез as well 


The vahine’s candor in sexual matters 
is legendary. Ever since Captain Cook. 
she has been educating the inhibitions 
out of those who have bad the good foi 
tune to come in contact with her. An- 
choring the End oll 

Cook was somewhat 
lis experiences, for the orgy of 
good will that followed. Still, he sound 
ed more a Vitor jousemother 
than a latterday s n he wrote i 
his log that the girls of Tahiti “have en- 
tered into a resolution of enjoying free 
liberty in love without being troubled or 
disturbed by its consequi They 
amuse themselves by dancing indecent 
dances in which they give full liberty to 
their desires, express the most. indecent 
ideas im conversation without the least 
emotion. and delight in such conversi- 
tion beyond any other. Chastity indeed 


avour 


es. 


is but lite valued. The men will readily 
thei 


offer their you ien—even 
own daughters—to strangers, and i| 
it very strange if you refuse them.” 


bladesand spit 
“Point Venus. 
Perhaps sul 


equ 
ы E a 
about the vahine’s attitude toward sex, 
for after his second visit to Tahiti (he 
ultimately returned for thirds and exei 
fourths), he concluded: “One ought not 
to be too severe upon these people. In- 
continence in the unmarried can hardly 
be called a vice, since neither the state 
nor individuals are injured by it. 


This is precisely the attitude of today 
vahine, and one she can well articulate 
—if not in words, in the unmistak 


able sign language of deeds. The candor 
of her loose little island. her upbringing 
and virtually her every experience have 
ugl this kinetic creature to regard sex 
appetite to be gratified as insti 


self: neither fetish nor phobia, but 
embracing and—as Cook nowd— 
ndulged and joyfully discussed. In Lact, 
guistic observer del 
tely concluded: “The predominant 
me of conversation, from youth to 
old age, is the coition of tl : 
Her sexual garrulousness 
by a language uniquely equipped for 
such banter. "The most insignificant 
streetcorner chatter, literally tr 
from Tahitian into English, is 
emerge a steaming stream of obsc 
the fault of English, not of Tahitian. 
which with Freudian gusto rejoices i 


one 19th Century 


the intimate connection between. sexual 
phenomena and everyday life, Certainly. 
» no other language could the vahine 


convey as pithily as she does with her 
own word tirāu the information that “ 
i been seen 


copulating. 
ined on a con- 
versational di rotica, the young za- 
hine, long before she has learned to 
write her own name, has been taught to 
emulate— precisely, provocatively and 
proudly—the motions of sexual ime 


course, in the pelvic metronomy of the 
lamure, Captain Cooks “indecent 
dance. And she ceruinly knows its 


nificance. for in the wallles one 
two-room home in whieh sh 
Western concepts of privacy a 
as television—which, incide 
troduced to Papeete а y 
she reaches. puberty, eve jor scene 
in the life cycle—copulation, birth, mar 
‚ death—is acted out before her un 
king brown eyes, to be stored away 
in the vast repository of her practical e: 
perience with the photographically de 
ptive accuracy tha 
seem 10 possess. 
Not surprisingly. virg 
foreign to Tahiti. / rival at 
puberty usually signals the commence- 
ment of frequent sexual dal . some 
times virtually beneath the benevolently 
averted eyes of her elders. Underlying 
her frisky concupiscence is an altitude 
perfectly understandable, considering her 
ual regard for sexual activity —ihat 
hes precipitated some of the most caustic 
Western. criticism of la we Tahitienne. 
For the vahine, sex often has litle or 
nothing to do with love. In fact, it 
is customarily no more th ghiful 
and inexpensive diversion, a scintillating 
counterpoint to the languid and worry 
free boredom of endless days—and 12 
hour nights—in paradise. Following the 


or 
is raised, 
€ as forcig 


ally, was in- 
ago. Belore 


concept 


са 


Че 


ion of young girls everywhere, at a 
given time she may or may not be in 
love. If she is, chances are sl 
herself to her boyfriend, but more out of 
convenience than devotion 
not, her sex life drifts on independently, 
caught up in a tide of impulses she's se- 
ane enough not to swim against. Her 
all ate more heat than 
warmth, a trait that works decidedly to 
the advantage of tourist and. transient, 
but that has discomfited a few visitors 
who benefited fom her casual sexual 
heritage bur weren't able to reconcile 
her unemotional approach to sex with 
their own, 

А corollary of the vahine’s objective 
sexual outlook is her unwillingness to 
engage in the games of loveplay. None 
of the traditional prerequisites—save the 
presence of the all-important chemistry — 
are necessary 10 take her: She prefers her 
entree sans hors d'oeuvres. Lip kissing 

nd caressing of the breasts she 
ordinarily regards with the same puzzled 
tolerance she has for bikini tops and 
bathroom doors—diverting and curious 


s usually gene 


ace of a manilest refusal to sec Ше 
s it really i 
And unlike the alltoo-common bas- 


tion of American female virtue, the 
hine seldom succumbs under. protracted, 
siege. Nor, of course, does she i 


variably consent to a bald.faced. propos 
ion. Bur when a similarly inclined 
gentleman happens to strike her fancy, 


there's no need for the pec! lor 
game of seductive hideandseek so popu- 
lar elsewhere. The vahine voices her 
mating call with disarming directness. If 
the elecuricity is there—and the volatile 
environs of Papeete are quite conducive 
to sparks—nothing remains but the со 
summation of the friendship. 

A vast amount of unfettered lovemak- 
ly produces its side effects. I 
ierous port city, even more so iu 
the heady atmosphere of Papeete, the 


boo ра 


uneautions traveler faces the possible 
discovery that he has left town with an 
unpleasant token of dys esteem. 
Though almost every vakine is spotless, 


visitors who plan to frequent the water- 
front bars and cl partners regularly 
should proceed with caution. 
Contraception, involving preparation 
for а noncvent fully nine months off, 
contradicts the vahine’s айа pea ре 
philosophy and she employs it only 
frequently However, anthropologists 
have noted that 
ly free cultum 
the prospects of a young girl's pregnancy 
з proportionately les than her coi 
мат indulgence would call for. Surpris- 
ingly few "ahitian girls become pr 
before they reach 18. She who does— 
e her older sister—faces none of the 
t despe roning the 
легїсап girl similarly bestow: 
vahine reacts to such а situati 
sereni of the knowledge that the 


se 


Cal in Brass 
‘me, Belafonle С Brass: 
Calypso Combination 
: ) The bright, happy rhythms of calypso...the exciting voice of Harry 


Belafonte...the colorful backdrop of today’s brass seuud —it' з a 
winning combination of man, music and beat! In this great new album, 


yo ll hear a fresh new dimension of Belafonte s celebrated calypso 
style as he sings such favorites as * Mama Look A Воо- Doo, “ Hold 
"Em Joe,” “The Jack-Ass Song" and “Man Smart, Woman 
Smarter." Other selections include 
“Judy Drownded,” “Zombie Jamboree (Back to Back), 
“Cocoanut Woman” and five more songs sure to 
delight islanders from the Caribbean to Manhattan. 
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коялыта 


о wrong?” 
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“Where did we go wrong. 
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ancient culture of her id-happy island 
has amply provided for just such contin 
gencies. If she loves the father, or even if 
she just wants his baby, she may have 
the child with no stigmas attached, to 
raise it herself or—if shes not ready 
to curtail her pi of pleasure—to 
present it to а favorite older relati: 

Despite missionary efforts to enshrine 
the small, Western-style family, the va 
hine maintains her loyalty to a larger 
dan of relatives. The shifting of chil 
dren among these kinsmen has always 
been common, the women of Tahiti hav 
ing long ago learned that tender, lov 
care is necessary to raise а healthy ch 
but the biological mother is not 

When the vahine doesn't love the 
futher or desire his baby, abortion is 
ilable and frequently employed. The 
is far from спіса а home- 
made abortifacient of roots апа herbs— 
Dut is easy to procure, relatively painless 
and, if taken soon cnough, invariably 
effective. IVs not unusual for a vahine to 
ave had half а dozen such treatments 
before she reaches 25, and almost every 
girl has at least one. 

If by Western standards the vahine 
becomes a sexually mature woman long 
belore her time, much of her remains 
"definitely in childhood ts that 
wk sophistication in the European girl 
—her ambiance of sexuality and her se- 
curity in her femininity in the va- 
hine more instinctive than understood. 
г the rest, her outlook on life is with 
greed or guile—comparable io that 
1 unsophisticated, charming child. 

For instance, she's olten afraid of the 
dark. She may speak five languages 
nd have studied psychology at 
local secondary school, but that 
t shake her belief that the night 
air is crawling with tupapa"u, semitrans- 
parent ghosts (or minions of the Devil, 
for those who've been converted), who 
take а lecherous delight in startling 
young girls by pawing at them invisibly 
Ага party, she'll probably ask her escort 
to hold her hand and accompany her to 
the woods while she relieves herself. 


As the inquisitive bachelor will dis 
cover anon, her docile exterior also hides 
a pentup volcano of passion and fury 
Provoked to eruption, shell square off 


inst an opponent—not with the inct 
fectuality that generally characterizes the 
mbar but in the bare- 
knuckled attitude of John L. Sullivan 
The vahine has been fighting with her 
fists since she was old enough to clench 
them: unless her opponent boasts a sim- 
background, he should outweigh her 
by at least 10 pounds 10 emerge victorious 
—or even upright—from a seriou 
nural till. 
Visitors accustomed to the thing- 
wed. preoccupations of the Americar 
city girl will also find the vahine heart- 
mingly unobsesed with possessio 

her benevolent island of abun- 


On 


dance, where few have ever lacked the 
essentials of life and where the essentials 
of life are only a prerequisite to happi 
ness and the pursuit of pleasure, the ac 
cumulation of material goods becomes 


not a raison етпе but an inexplicable 
eccentricity. Moreover, the vahine's com- 


munal family heritage has long taught 
her that anything worth while—food, 
wealth, happiness, sex—is to be shared, 


in an atiempt to achieve the ancient 
Polynesian ideal that "no head or 
shoulders shall be above any other. 


Not only in her view of matters ma- 


terial bur in her temporal sense she 
departs dramatically from Western. stand- 
ards. The vahine lives in an endless 


present, untroubled by either memories 
of the past or speculations of the future. 
When she says “the other day” she may 


mean anything from “this morning" 
to 715 years ago.” “Tomorrow” may 
mean "next week" or “never”—the two 


being quite synonymous. Perhaps unique- 
ly among the women of the world, she 
lives for the moment, unmindful of either 
andfalls or her destin: Pop he- 
ts who have established this attitude 
as the pinnacle of cool would profit from 
а field trip to Tahiti, Hers is a point of 
view at once ench: d disturbing. 


ting 

Naturally, all the vahine’s glitter isn't 
gold. Vast chambers of the labyrinth of 
her mind—: ensio 


fused with g 
tean emotions—rem 
the We t best begu 
ematic, at worst perple: : 
prehensible, distressing. Her carefree, 
onchalant attitude can also support a 
callous disregard for the grimmer rt: 
ities of life. Her ideal that "no head 
or shoulders shall be above any othe 
while assuring equity. сап do so often 
only at the expense of origin d 


ative. Her basking in the moment 
сап breed a blithe disregard. for the 
future elles of present actions—re- 


aling in occasional misfortune. Even 
her apparent Tack of materialism is mis- 
leading. Hi for 
property unfort <tends 
OL only to her own possessions but to 
those of others. And. the veneer of her 
unconcern for material goods masks a 
childlike fascination wih glittering 
uinkets—transistor radios, studded mo 
toreycle jackets and the like—the latter- 
day counterparts of the shiny nails that 
ated her ancestors. The charm of 
lly ра 
ds or arranging flowers— 


sometimes Í 
theres only one type of bedspr 
floral arrangement, wi 
they are, share a machine-tooled similarity. 

Happily, however, the girls themselves 
wd out from one another almost as 
distinctly as they contrast with their cous- 
ins around the world. 

Two с 
astic racial m 


s 


strategic location, a large inllux of for 
cign labor and its longtime reputation 
as a haven for the artist, castoff, beach- 
comber and bum—have forged in its 
exotic ethnic amalgam, unique 
ng Polynesian jore de vivre, 
European sophisti and Orien 
serenity. T: 46,000 inhabitants 
probably boast the blood of every ethnic 
group in the world, bur its women, like 
е divided into th 
French and С 
of course, they have blend- 
ed, producing such delicate hybrids а 
the Chinese-tahitiennes, certainly 
the most beautiful women in the world. 
These subtle v ons are too plentiful 
to detail, but the armchair voyager с 
sill gain a fair mastery of the broad 
spectrum of Ta beauty by interpo- 
lating from the three primary hues. 

Of the (rio, the true Tahitian has con- 
tributed most to the melting pot, and as 
а consequence, she's disappearing. Ev 
considering the constant influ 
males into Papeete, no more th 
percent of its girls are pure Polyr 
The true tahitienne belongs to Rubens 
and Gauguin. Her smoothly molded fea- 
tures at Once exude innocence, mystery 
and the passionate grace of the hibiscu 
Her face is circular, rather than oval 
lips arching and емип: raven hair 
waistlength when she leis down her top- 
knot By contemporary standards, her 
limbs. waist. and calves are almost 
masculine, 


g with a Tahitian vahine 
might well start, after cocktails, at your 
own hotel with an immobilizing Tabi 
Чап famaaraa—an endless feast of pig, 
breadfruit. bananas and fish, painstak- 
ingly cooked in a stonelined under- 
ground himaa—and followed by the 
Colorful tamure of a hula-skirted local 
troupe. If your vahine knows the dance 
nd can interpret the movements lor 
you, so much the better. Thence en ville, 
where she may direct you to the starkly 
unpretentious confines of the Bar Le 
where tourists are seldom seen, French 
never spoken, and the music, amos 
phere and clientele are all authentically 
Tahitian. If the rigors of the Bar Le 
don’t exhaust her, she may coax you on 
10 a waterfront stroll, past the glowing 
charcoal fires of the brochette. vendors, 
whose skewered bits of marinated m 
are perfect for that late-evening snack 
before you wind your way back to you 
howl for a final punch rhum à deu: 
No hotel in Tahiti, incidentally, would 
even consider questioning a residen 
ight to a female guest—whether for an 
evening or for the lengih of his stay. 

The French girl in 
more often than her 
hardly 800—would justify. She lives 
most exclusively in Papeete, and by vi 
tue of her multilinguality. her affiliation 
h rul 


ber— 
l 
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found decorating the counters of most of 
line offices, hotels and gift shops— 
the male traveler in a 


the 


cager 


10 serve 


business way; and if her car flower is 
portside and her antennae receiving 
favorably, ready w strike up a more famil- 


iar relationship as well. Besides a Tahi- 
Чап workl view, the Papeete française 
has the manifold virtues of her Parisian 
sisters—Harper’s Bazaar face, lithe limbs, 
pixy features, an aura of sexuality, ап 
Instinctive sense of haut monde 

lair for the dramatic. You might meet 
her in the market at five on a Sunday 
morning (incredibly enough, the most 
tive hour of the Tahit 
dad in 


and 
ng on а puran thong. 
Ara more reasonable hour, the feveful 
meeting might occur when you encoun- 
ter her bikini-clad figure lounging pool 
side at the Hotel Taaone—one of her 
favorite hangouts, possibly because of its 
excellent French cuisine. Among the 
[rancaises, even the gamine and freckle 
faced nymphet, hardly past the Fre 
imposed age of conse 

purposes, 16), has the sex ‘action 
of a mature, sophisticated woman. A life 
time of speaking French—whose vowels. 
especially the acrobatic ^u^ require 
much less jaw wagging than English, but 
rely much more on tongue and lips—has 
made the French girl's mouth, whether 


drawn up in a tight-lipped, elfin smile or 
pursed into a provocative pour, the most 
expressive part of her decidedly expres- 
ve body. 

The best of all possible whirls with 
her might begin over а lateafiernoon 
café au lait at the ved-andawhite sidewalk 
tables of the Manav vhich 
commands an incomparable, if slightly 
unnerving, view of the carly-cvening 
crazy quilt of trathe on the Rue de Gaulle 
(Tahitian wallic, she won't have to point 
out, is unlike any other. It consists main- 
ly of motorized twoawheelers, 
Kling of preposterous French autos such 


sprin. 


as the Gitéen deux chevaux, and a vo- 
minority of disembodied American 
ogrified imo open station 

ag an entire 


Tahitian family, hborhood с 
dren, all the household furniture and 
Js, and an outrigger full of bre 
nd fish.) After a leisurely aperitif, 
your francaise may wish to sample Escur- 
gots à la bourguignonne and Мат 
houillabaisse in the cathedralside 
of Cerde le Bougainville. From there, 
after coffee and a liqueur, a ten-mile sea 
side drive brings vou to the charming 
outdoor dance terrace of Au Vieux 
Montmartre, in the district of Punaauia 
dozen miles Irom Papeete, the gold coast 
of Tahiti and former residence of 
Gauguin. She's probably more attuned 
то the Boston monkey than to the tamure, 


and before the evening is spent may per- 
suade you 10 head back to town to the 
1 wonders of the Bounty Club. Aficr 
the high-infidelity atmos 
phere of this frisky discotheque, you'll 
bly both be ready to stroll out into 
t of the night and search the 
for the Southern Cros—an ob- 
scure constellation that “blazes” only in 
vel brochures—and for your hotel 

Though she прет several tho 
sand, the third member of Tahiti's fe- 
male triumvirate, the Chinese giil, has 
only begun to assert herself, Her ances 
lors arrived in Tahiti in several waves 
commencing in the 1860s, but fer almost 
a century, the traditional Oriental no 
tion that women should be neither seen 
nor heard prevailed against the Тарі 
auitude that girls are to be enjo 
with all five senses. to the frontier. of 
the im: 


panionship, and. possible permanent 
. outside her own race, The an- 
cestral barriers are crumbling, and she is 
seeking pleasures and men with a delib- 
eration evidencing her eagerness to 
make up lor generations of lost time 
You'll see her petite, exquisitely formed 
figure whisk by on a Solex (roughly 
equivalent to an American bicycle with a 
onecylinder motor on the front fender), 


Special offer 

to pipe smokers 
who smoke 
these brands 


RALEIGH 


Firstofall, congratulations en yourgood 

teste They're fine tobaccos every one 

But I'll bet that, like most pipe smok- 
ers, every so often you get the urge 
to try something different 

And so Kentucky Club Mixture makes 
this offer. If you're in the mood to try 
remarkably mild ond aromatic mix- 
ture one of the fostest growing 
brands in America . . . send us the empty 
pouch you've just finished ond you'll 
receive a fresh pouch of Kentucky Club 
Mixture* Free. 

105 an offer you ought to consider 
if you're o serious pipe smoker, and 
here's why 
1. Kentucky Club Mixture is probably 

the mildest cromatic pipe tobacco 

cround. Most smokers can enjoy 
ipelul ofter pipeful without “bite”. 

2. I's с clean, easy-to-light tobacco 
fhot's cut to stay lit right down to 
the bottom of the bowl 

3. The aroma is pleasing to 'most every- 
one. Especially women. 

4. Most important, the flavor is smooth 
and rewarding The result of the 
careful blending of 5 important tobac- 
cos: White Burley, Virginio Brights, 
Weeds Cavendish, Turkish and Pe- 


rique, plus c dash of Deer Tongue for 
flavor. (Deer Tongue. by ће моу, 
is a variety of wild vonillo. It's used 
as seasoning. The way you might 
add salt to stew) 
So that's it. Kentucky Club Mixture is a 
mild aromatic blend made by people 
who believe it's the best ond are ready 
to prove it by sending you a supply. 
For your free pouch mail your empty 
to: Kentucky Club Mixture, Box 142, 
Dept. P, Wheeling, West Va. And when 
you've smoked if, write and give us 
your opinion. 


j| Kentucky 


Club 
Mixture 


ace 


Kentucky 
Club 
Mixture 


“Unfortunately we can’t picture all tebeccos: Eut the offer’s good on апу brand (except Kentucky Club Mixture). 


or find her exotic face—high checkbones, 
aquiline nose, almond eyes, dazzling 
smile—behind the counters of myriad 
Tittle shops, each a carbon copy of the 
other, that encirde the Papeete market. 
Resides her obvious physical assets. she’s 
pert and bright—as well fed, well bred 
and well read as any East Egg debutante 
—and probably a better speaker of Eng- 
lish than either her Tahitian or her 
French neighbors, thanks to the family 
emphasis on education and perhaps the 
two years she spent with relatives in San 
Francisco. 

An ev 
cocktails or 


ng with her might begin over 
п aperitif at the bamboo- 
trimmed V. г. headquarters for 
peete’s English-speaking community. 
which meets daily to recall how life 
was before 8000 French soldiers turned 
the boys tio askew. (Where vahimes 
once outnumbered fanes by two or even 
€ to one, it's now a standoff. Consid- 
cring the field day а single man still h 
in Papeete, one сап only join in marvel- 
g at the good old days.) From the Vai 
па you and your date can watch the "First o[ all, Kendall, let me say I can't 


western sky—over a foreground panoply ? SN а 22 
Bi aches, cheat and CFOUF colored. remember when I've enjoyed a presentation more! 


candy vendors carts—gradually turn 
from aquamarine to the color of orange 
sherbet. The nightly spectacle of the 
sun setting over the coronet peaks of the 
neighboring island of Moorea still 
uansfises those who have been watching 
it for a lifetime. When the show is over. 

shore walk w » the Lucul 
Lan. pagodas of Le Dragon d'Or or A la 
Soupe Chinoise, where the Oriental cui- 
e is unexceptionable and the wait- 
reses all vahines. At dinners end, if 
your dragon lady is both intrepid 
curious, she may be willing to risk a sor 
tie into Quinn’s Bar, a legendary South 
Seas watering spot still flowing on the 
igth of its past—and its ever-present 
coterie of readily available girls, They're 
not really prostitutes. but during the 
course of an evening with one—an alter 
native not recommended unless you wish 
to abandon the pleasures of the chase, if 
it can be called that in Tahiti—she'll 
most certainly discover she needs a few 
hundred francs to send momma home in 
а taxi, pay the baby sitter or satisfy some 
equally implausible charity. Entertain- 
t chez Quinn is provided by both 
па and clientele, and only the coed 
hroom, a vestige of the South Pacific 
of Melville. Stevenson and Gauguin, is 
something to write home about. H her 


they've got Tahiti under their sl months. Though no foreigners are sup- 
Their differences, under the cata- posed to remain in French Polynesia for 
lytic chemistry of their island paradise, more than half a year. the number of 
have fostered an ambiance of mutual permanent popa in Tahiti attests to 
tolerance that cements them in sister- the Gallic flexibility of this 
hood. After generations of living 1 ven if you're 
ar roughly the size of Los Angeles, month or two, your vahine may suggest 
they share blood tics not only with one that you rent а bungalow for 
nother, bur with looming vellow- move that will combine pri 
| peaks—some thrusting almost 8000 economy and permit you to see a side of 
feet into the trade winds—that lured the Polynesian life unavailable at the tourist 
hitians cast some 9000 years ago. hotels. I. at the same time. you find 
So strong is this mystique that not only yourself fin (a frequently heard Tahitia 
the francaise and the chinoise but even expression that roughly me 
the mainland-pink San Francisco with the dusty and hectic sire 
tary, kicking up her heels on a tei stant nı nd ever-present French mi 
stopover, begins to succumb to the is tary of Papeete, you may decide to 
lands uninhibited е derie. More move out to the disticts—perhaps to 
than one visitor has noted the happy 
transformation that overcomes normally 
reticent Stateside girls vacationing in the more th: 
South Pacific. journ, 
For the pelf-assured bachelor with be quite happy to st 
е on his hands, getting to Tahiti is embarras du choix in th 
than staying there, Jets depart al- t's tropical abundance. С 
most daily from Los Angeles, Honolulu places in the world is love as free or 
and Acapulco, and anyone who possesses frequent, the enjoyable, 
a vaccination certificate, а passport and the atmosphere as fertile or as frank, the 
the round-trip fare (5750 from L.A., girls as varied or as available. And in the 
whether direct or via Hawaii) cam spend words of longtime ‘Tahitians Charles 
ten days on the island without even Ше Nordoff. and James Norman Hall, co- 
i үке one ob^ Tal open wooden formality ШП a та, When buying your authors of Muliny on the Bounty “There 
buses—six miles into the woods to La- a celi رھ و‎ d sis Ма UNES GE 
Layette, a bar that opens when the athens ОТ а Mopover at scenic, unspoiled Bora — people whose outlook upon 
yette, а bar that opens when the Bora: Because of a quirk in the air тар, ally different. f 
ally dillerent hom our ow 
and offers only more of the sime: its free, and since no jet stops there, you B AT нд Эс e 
which you should be doubly glad get а roundtrip istand excursion Irom 19 а SRI ee pl 
to have а local girl in tow, if only (Papeete by DCA. On application, either i ° ужо! surroundnte 
guide you buck 10 your botel. or on the mainland. tourist O A Pwy unreal both in actuality 
Though the Polynesian, Chinese and — visas of up to abree months are granted, Md iM retrospect. 
Frendi girls may differ superficially, usually renewable for another three п 201 
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TRUTH ABOUT ORLIK 


knowledge that we were outgencraled, 
ourmaneuvered, outwitted, ontclassed— 
everything but. outnumbered—and de- 
erved to be cut to tassels. Some of us 
half hoped that we might be: the best of 
officers is apt to feel that way when 
orders make neither rhyme nor reise 

А child playing tag could have coun- 
tered the tactics whereby the 47th Bate 
cut off at Galoria. The enemy 
led Orlik to believe that he had tempted 
them out into the open. (I do not say 
led ws to believe"; the very drumme 
boys were not deceived.) The fighting on 
the plareau was fitful and sporadic. I saw 
that, yard by vard, we were being drawn 
forward, and mentioned this to Orlik, “I 
am well aware of it, Major,” he said. 
We shall charge them at the mouth of 
Calor Pass and wipe them out in the 
valley. 

I said, “But, sir, Galor Pass, so-called, 
is not а pass at all, but a cul-de 

You are mistaken. Ord 
has it distinctly as a pass” 

"Reconnaissance insists Us а 
alley,” 1 said. 

“Ordnance is quite dear on the point. 
And even if it were a cul-de-sac, Major? 
So much the better, We shall have the 
ропе thousand. heavy infantry, 
fully equipped, to their four hundred 
итерш. We shall overwhelm the 
Majo 

In the Iae afternoon, the Galorians 
broke and ran. Orlik ordered a charge, 
and we pursued them through a short, 


nce survey 


blind 


(continued from page 165) 


narrow. defile, down into a kind of stony 
amphitheater, roughly oval, about a m 
long and half a mile across at its widest 
part. Ordnance was right; Galor was a 
раху Хог mountaineers who can climb 
Tike goats. And reconnaissance was right 
Galor was a culdlesac—for booted infan- 
tymen. We fired volley alter volley after 
them as they swarmed up the clills in the 
fading light, and brought down half a 
dozen. Then they were gone. As cease- 
fire sounded, there was a tremendous 
explosion in our rear, and a rumble of 
falling rock 

The Galo had blown up the 
mouth of the defile. That is to say, they 
had toppled down a huge mass of ove 
hanging stone from the lip of a hi 


jans 


precipice, and so caught the 47th Battal- 
ion bodily; lock, stock and barrel; bag 
d bag 
Well, sir?" 1 10 Orlik. 


He said, “Tomorrow we must look 
bout us and, if necessary. forily and 
hold our position until. relieved.” 

“Hold our position, sir?” 1 said. "Our 


position is holding us 
“We may congrani 
having got in our 
sions and medical supplies,” said he. 
“I rather imagine, sir. that the Galoi 
ans particularly wanted us to bring these 
things—held the door open for them, so 
to speak." 
“Are you insinuating that 1 walked 
into a trap. Major Hieron 
“I insinuate nothing, 


с ourselves 
mmunition, provi- 


on 


I said. 


“Now we're gelling somewhere. 


p 


merely indicate that we are tr 
"We will fortify and 
vel," said Orlik. 

1 discussed the m 


licutenant colonel 


pped 


hold until 


re 


uer, then, with the 
of engineers, who 
swore bitterly and said, "What does the 
madman want? Abatis, scarps and coun 
tersearps, palisades, fraises. parapets and 
something? Where does 
1 can fill a (ew hundred 


nquettes—or 
he think we are 
sandb: ikes, by 
rocks. But . . . godd: 

doesn't he know the first thing about the 


in the official һа 


“That sortie 
joke. It isn’t th 


of theirs, today, was а 
style at all. A firm rest 


та (ales of their marks- 
say? 


You've hes 
p. Ed 


manst y 
I said, “I've heard that at the 


eleven, a Galorian boy is sent out alone 


with a rifle and four rounds of ammu 


tion. He is expected to bring home a 
wild goat, a bear, and an cagle shot on 
the wing. The fourth round is in case of 
mergencies. If the boy comes home with 
less than the prescribed bag, he is horr 
bly ted. So Гле heard." 

“Li's true. They use a sma 
bullet and а whacking gr 
powder. Half a mile is spit 
to a Galorian sharpshootei 
hear any bullets whistling past voi 
today? 

“Now that I come to think of it, no." 
you wouldn't have, because they sim- 
ply don't miss. They aren't a bloodthirsty 
people. They just want our ammi 
and some sugar and flour and stuff. Th 
ape of an Orlik has violated what they 
] usage." Ever 
gives the С; 
if only a h 


1 hard-nosed 


. Did you 


ea 


vbody who 
ans some- 
ndful of salt. 


thing or othe 
Jt wouldn't be too Late now, 1 imag 
can just see Orlik ‘paying trib 


a dog's ch We can't climb 
those cliffs, and it'll take me а month to 
shift thar rockfall. The quartermaster 
tells me we have grub cnough for about 
a fortnight, suaching it a bil . . . 
ny 
Listen, Hieron, why don't 
a accident cleaning your pi 
d shoot him in the head? We'll 
d by you." 
can't" E said. "Much as 1 person: 
despise the man, I've sworn my oath." 
"b was only joking,” the lie 
colonel said, But I knew that he was not 


nee, 


Theres plenty of water, if that's 
consolation 
you have 
tol, 


As the sun came over the rim of the 
stone fish Кеше in which we were im- 
prisoned, а browndad man seemed to 
jun Hike a fly down the sheer face of the 
rock, and came toward us. He was a typi 


cal Galorian—tall, thin, paleeyed and 
dignificd —but was unarmed, In the lin- 
gua franca of the Combined Nations, he 
asked to speak to our commander. Colo- 
nel Orlik looked at him with distaste 
and asked him what he wanted. 

The Galorian said, "You have violated 
our neutrality, but perhaps 
. You have killed one hundred 
r men. We shall thereto 
one hundred and three of your men—no 
less, but no more. Then, i you will pay 
us a little compensation, we will convey 
you with ropes over the cliffs and set you 
down safely on the western. plate: 

“What?” shouted Colonel Ort 

“A hundred thousand rounds of am- 
munition, and whatever salt, sugar, flour 
and tobacco you can spare. If you wish 


was a mis 


us not to take life for life, you will 
please pay us double this quantity of 
goods." 


Orlik said, “A lucky day, indeed, when 
а colonel of the Combined Nations dis- 
cusses terms with a dirty hillman! Take 


him away. 


“But, sir, please to reconsider. Your 
main column is twenty days march 
away. Tomorrow, the next day. it will be 


ht and c 


engaged, left, ri ст by shock 
troops of the Allied. Powers—with аги 
lery. You cannot be relieved for а 


month, two months; and if we choose, 


we can" 

“Not another word! If you were not a 
messenger, Td have you shot like a dog 
Away with him! 

The Galorian sighed, bowed and left 
the tent 

Two hours later, the s 
There never was such marksmanship. 
Between o'clock and noon, the 
Galorians fired some 40 shots from ex- 
© range, and every shot told. We 
counted 36 dead—shot clean through the 
head—and 4 wounded. 1 told the сот 
pany commanders то Jer their men reply 
an occasional volley, for mor s 
as powder and shot thrown 
cers were picking us 
е entire bat 
1 whatever 
praying for 
nt. colonel of en 
Orlik really is out of 
around. with the 
exe 1. ; his fingers 
ino messtins and asking, “Any «о 
plaints? ИЗ all over the battalion that 
he could settle for some а 
visions, and the tempei 
ugly. damned ugly." 

An old senior captain said, 

^d my fellows another day, ре 
two. After that, I can't answer for ‘en 
hope 1 know my duty: but frankly, Ad- 
jutant, my heart isn’t in this. It's woman- 
ish perversity, wanton waste of life!" 

I told him that he was wasting his 
breath, "Law and tradition will justify 


iping began. 


seven 


with 
sake; but it 
. The me 
off at thet 

ion was c 
cover we could i 
ightfall, The licut 
neers said to mı 


awa 


» and pro 
men's 


of the 


a erase newer 


us 


"It's not as if I were 100, 


iM 


ing for sex or drugs. 


АП I want is a lousy glass of beer." 


our and 


staying 
whereas capitula 
You've been 
fore. Make 
your men to whatex 
can find, and keep your fingers crossed. 
The senior captain growled that it w 


getting wiped ou 
ion is open to criticism. 
hopeless 


ations be. 


the best of this 


с. Keep 
dead. ground. you 


s 


not 
bad job. "€ 


question of ma 
k hasn 
away—he's given the 
and a valuable ally 
whole campaign, most likely. 

The captain of reconnais 


ig the best ol à 
ely thrown us 


T 


enemy а new ally, 


та he’s lost us the 


ce said, 
Tve been over this terrain with a hne 
ad the 


comb, 
climb soi 


e's no way out. 1 could 
of those clills if 1 were mak- 


ing a holiday of it, with alpenstocks and 
ropes, and hooks and мий. But wot oth 
erwise. For God's sake, Hicron, sce what 


you can do with Orlik. Otherwise, we'll 


"€ no alter 


bered 103. 

The sniping stopped. TI 
moui no camp. 
bowing to Orlik, said, "T 
is ev Just this go on, 
be friends.” 

Orlik replied, "Go back and tell your 
verminous friends that if they do not 
show us а way out of this rattrap, 1 shall 
come up there and kill every male mem- 


sualties nui 


thin brown. 


lainecr came. ain and, 


ber of your tribe over the age of four- 
teen. Go!” 

1 part of the 
Galorian айайт to which I am the only 
living м ng which I 
have until now kept a tight mouth. 


s brings me to tha 


nd conce 


he battalion executive sergeant came 
to me and gave 
which one 


a bit of paper upon 
1 Sant, No. 228-98! 
had written a request for a private inter 
nding officer. The 
twas initialed by the comp 
nd the company officer. Ac 
cording to procedure—upon which Orlik 
insived even in these circ xel. 
as adjutant, w 


with the Comm: 
documei 


view 


sergeant 


st 


s to have 


ant marched i 
10.5 


d then, if D saw fit, put him on 
оше 


1 said, “Any idea of what this man 
wams, Executive Sergeant? 
“No, sir. According 10 regulations, the 


s ена) w 
titled.” 
"Yes. Is he one of these b 
+ He 
ike, you know. 


es, 


a privare interview. 


rack-room 
not be, for his own 


wyer а bett 


I know. No, sir, I don't think 
told he's funny i 
ї way?” 

"He has d 
come true." 
Рите" 
“Yes, sir. It seems he's had а dream 


he is. 1 
n wh 


ns, sir, that sometimes 
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nding officer. Won't 
Dut insists it’s very 


about 
say what it 
тропам." 


dreams come true, Execu 


ve 


ay so. But a 


enough 
big blond fellow 
e and simple gray 
ou must first state 


tention, 


with а great broad fa 


your business to m 


He d troubled, "Permis- 


п, go on." 
dream 1 had last night, 


about the camp here with you, sir. Only 
1 wasn't me—l was Colonel Orlik.” 
“Oh, indeed? And what were you 
thinking of 
The man’s embarr 
to see. He s 


sment was painful 
thing, sir. 1 was 


trying to think of something, but I 
aldn't think of anything at all. I . . - 
it was only in the dream, sir . . . 1, I 


mean the colonel, was thinking of my 
mother. Beg pardon, sir; I was saying to 
myself, "Mummy. help me, help me,’ and 
playing with a picture of an old lady 

“You are out of your mind. 
sir. The piau: a locket. 
ty disk oi ain was a 
locket, and. this colored picture. of this 
pretty old lady inside it was my mother. 
My hands were behind my back, and I 
was turning the locket round and round, 
and saying, ‘Mummy, help me.’ You, sir, 
excuse me, sir, were walking behind m 
We went left. and then right to where 
some new sandbags were up, and 11 
ticed that one of the top bags was torn. 
The dirt had run out and there was a 
kind of hollow place on top, about as 
big as my two hands. And I said, ‘Sloven- 
that!” Then my identity bracelet fell 
nd came open. You picked it up and 
handed it to me. 1 said, “That is a 
portrait of my mother, Ma 
"Then I turned to look over the parapet 
where the bag was torn . . - 

I asked, "And then?" 

“Then I wasn't there anymore. 1 was 
somebody else, somewhere else, thinking 


My id 


nguage: 
n't know, sir. 1 was only thinking 
in it. I was--Em sorry, sir, it was only in 
the dream—a Galorian, up there in the 
ocks. But 1 was an outlaw С 
thief, one of a little tribe of bandits, sir. 
And I was hidden in the rocks, looking 
down the barrel of a long rille. The sun 
back, and going down, and 1 
was thinking to myself that soon it 
wouldn't be light enough to shoot by; 
but I'd killed five of us that day, I was 
thinking. I was uncomfortable, sir, and 


thirsty, T had been eating goat-meat sau- 
sage and sheep's-milk cheese. and dri 
ing some kind of honey beer. and T 
wanted a cold drink of water. I looked 
at that File waterfall at the narrow end 
ol this valley, sir. and wanted some of it.’ 
nd woke up thirsty, I dare sı 
I found myself laughing to 
self and thinking what fools we—the 
Aih Heavies, sir—were. What fools we 
And what fools the other Galori- 

Because E kuew a secret 
aws knew. | saw in my 
the mind's eye of thi 
person E was inside of in my dream—the 
back of the waterfall. Behind the water- 
Tall 1 saw a cave with two branches. One 
branch—the one on the right—led down 
o an underground lake. But the other 
t up and up. Thousands and thou- 
sands of years ago. the people who built 
the ruined temple above the citadel" 

I siid, “What the devil is the man 
talking abou?” 

"Beg pardon, sir" he said. "I knew 
that above the citadel up there, there's 
ruined temple, avoided because it is 
haunted. The people who built that, 
ever so long ago, cut а back way in and 
out of the temple, leading to a long, 
long cave that led right down the moun 
tain to here, sir. They even cut steps in 
the rock, sir. The cave leads from here to 
û stone door in the courtyard of the tem- 


were. 
S were, 100. 
oi 


ple. The bandit tribe know of it, sir—it's 
their secre nied down from father to 
son. But nobody cle knows. And so I 


was thinking that if the people in the 
valley knew about this, they could come 
up quietly by night and a couple of 
hundred men could take Galoria. Then 
1 saw a star.” 

What маг?” 

1 was looking down my rifle, toward 
camp, sir; and just at the top of a 
parapet of sandbags, where th a 
tiny little hollow. 1 saw a gold st 

i T knew was а badge on an officer's 


helmet. My sights were on this star, sir. 
My rifle was on a rest of rock, and per- 
feetly steady. I couldn . L fired, and 


I fired E knew that my bullet would 


hit that star dead cc And then I 
—me, myself, you see, sir—I knew that 
that маг was the colonels star, and the 
mountaincer's bullet had hit it clean in 


йе а 
And then? 
Then E woke up. s 
“And you felt a need to tell us all 
about this, is that it? 
I don't know, sir... E just thought 


ad gone 


"You thought what?” 
1 don't know, sir." 
Do you often dr 
"Sometimes, sir. 
And . ... 

“L don't know, si 
I thou It doesn’t take a fortune. 
teller to interpret that dicam of yours, 
my friend. You want to get ont of this 


like chav?’ 


- I don't blame you. You want to 
I don't blame you. 1 
said, "You are а halfwitted fool. You 
will keep this balderdash to yourself and 
not repeat it to a living soul." 

"Yes, sir 
ris lucky for you that I do not per- 
mit you to tke up the commanding 
officer's ag with this wipe. He'd 
put vou on field punishment for wasting 
his time.” 

es, sir. 
"Report to the medical ofücer and ask 
him to give you a powerful purgative,” 

"Yes, si 

“Fall in! 

When the rill 
ute sergent said, “1 
think better of i 


valle: 
shoot the colone: 


mor 


an was gone, the exec 
warned 


him to 


A fine time for 

Those were my words 10 the man, 
sir." 

We ed. The 47th was pour 


bullets into the surrounding crags. Ten 
sion was drawing tighter. The e 
sergeant said, “We сат 
more days of this. sir, can we? 

m sure that Colonel. Orlik 
uring.” 

he. knowing as well as 1 


that, behind Orlik's square, stern, hand- 
some, brooding face, there was some: 
thing like the Nothing the rilleman had 


felt in his dream. 

Late that afternoon, Orlik said to me, 
I us have a look at our defense: 
led me from barricade to makeshift ba 
riede. lt was impossible not 10 envy 
his air of assured knowledge 
confident demeanor. He strode 
his hands behind him under the skirt of 
tunic. We were approaching H Com- 
пуз lines when 1 saw something flash 
nd heard it tinkle on the dusty ground. 
“Excuse me, sir," | said, and stooped 
to pick it up. It was Orlik’s identity 
bracelet. The chain was of gold. as I had 
often observed: but 1 had never guessed 
that the tag was а hinged locket. It had 
come open in falling, and 1 saw that it 
contained a pretty m re, in oils, of 
а doll-like old lady, all pink and silvery 
white, with turquoise. eyes 

As 1 handed it to him he reddened, 
snapped the locket shut, replaced the 
bracelet on his right wrist and said, col- 
That t of my 


mother. Маје 

“A most charming. 

But Orlik shouted. 
this? What the devil's this? he 
med to one of the top sandbags on a 
parapet. Tt had been carelessly packed, 
in the first place. Now, a rip in the sack- 
ing had let out a quantity of carth, so 
that the bag was slightly indented 
middle. As а sergeant sprang to atten 
tion, and several riflemen stood, staring, 
Orlik said, “Slovenly! Slovenly!” 

As he turned back te the parapet to 
point, I said, "Pardon me, sir. May I bo 
your helmet fot a nent?” In- 


row 


ade me blurt it out; if I had 
kept silent. 


sina 
thought twice. T might have 
He took off his helmet and h 
me. Orlik preferred to be seen h: 
ed, having а lofty. leonine head. Fee! 


ug 
slightly foolish, 1 hung the helmet on 


the lite vinewood cane officers always 
carried in those days. and raised it to 
cover the indentation in the sandbag 
Orlik opened his mouth 10 speak, but 
then there was a loud clank! as of a 
cowbell, and. the helmet went spinning 
away. A soldier picked it up and 
brought it back to Orlik, who turned it 
over and over in lis hands, А mou 
neers bullet had struck. it in the cent 
of the gold-painted star in Пош and 
pissed right trough. Orlik said, "You 
see the danger of slovenliness. You sec 
the necessity of keeping your heads 
down. I hope this den 
vinces you.” And they 
he had ar 
Walking on, carrying rhe p 
helmet by its chin strap (the ragged cdg 
of the bullet hole in front would hi 
scratched his forehead), he said. 
have it filed smooth, but 1 shall lea 
holes. It will be a memento.” 
I think ] knew, in that mom 
Orlik was earmarked for the Hall of Fame 
T simply said, "After sunset. Colonel. I 
think FI sniff around a little with rece 
He said, “Yes, Hieron, try your luck 
ns. But 
c. I can't afford to lose you just 


with reconnaissance, by all m 
take c 


nks.” T said. and went ıo see the 
n. I said to him, "Reccy, I have an 
Something about that 
waterfall—perhaps the way it falls, I 
don't know what—suggests to my mind 
the possibility of a cave behind it. Can 
we po and look?” 

He replied, “I don't see why noi. I've 
often come across caves behind water 
falls. 1 don't see what good it'd do us 
there were such a cave. Still, let's go and 
have a look.” 

After . the mountaineers fired 
only at exposed lighis. We made our way 
10 the waterfall at the narrow end of the 
valley. The reconnaissance captain. went 
through the waterfall first, with a торе 
about his waist and a waterproof ground 
sheet over his head. I followed. We 
found ourselves in a low, damp cave. 
The falling water formed а curtain. be- 
id which it was sale to strike a light 
oddamn me to hell!" cried. reccy. 
Do you see what I see?" 

I said. “I sec stairs." 

"Come on, then!” 

Thus. before dawn, 1 shook Orlik 
awake and whispered, “Ive found a way 
through. Beyond. the water 
of passages that lead up to a place with 
in the walls of the Galoria citadel itself! 
Let me pick three hundred men and I 
ke it tomorrow nigh 
e hundred?" 
id, 


ll—a series 
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that the whole bawalion has disap 
peared, they'll wonder where to. Let the 
majority keep up a noisy fire from down 
here. Pretend 10 storm one of the slopes. 
When P break out our flag up there, 


then you follow with the resi ——' 


Yes, ves. yes.” said this extraordin 
fellow, testily, as if I were interrupti 
some well-conceived of thought. 


nsidered thar. It is 


Yes, yes, yes. T had 
a question of detail, of detail, of that 
minute detail without close attention to 
which the most deeply laid plan. may 
miscarry . . 


Sod] nd-gold ban- 
cr of the Combined Nations in the 
del. Orlik followed with. 


y ашау. 
а I qua 


reled. His imbecile condescension was 


more than 1 could bear. I said to hi 


n, at 
pt even em 


last, "You utter ass, you ате 


titled to wear those holes in your si 


"I want to see ‘The World's Greatest Producer 


helmet! 1 
before 


wish 1 had dropped dead 
1 remembered. Sant’s dream and 
ted on i 


Remembered what?” 
Told him, then, of that strange 
double-bodied—or — discmbodied— vision 


ni on the night of June 
third. He said, “And Executive Sergeant 
Allory was a witness to this most unlike- 
ly business, Major Hieron?” 
“He was" 
xconveniently for you, he was killed 
in the first assault on the citadel.” 
“Are you calling me a liar, sir?" 
Yo, no. I think you ate a little e 
cd. You have no other witnesses, dy 
vs Sant himsell, of course, if 


an executive. sergeant. 
n Sant." 

ihe one they call 
npany. Num- 


nd onc Rille 
“That would be 


ber 228-9 
T said, 77 


эр» 


и 
Orlik. "Major 
have bee 
about me. 
“Not in 
om 


sir- that 


Only 


ad said, 


Sant counted on his 
‘June third, sir." 

"Oh," said Orl 
pile of duty shee 
Sant, what you drea 
if you did 

"Yes, sir. 
"Did your 


ng over a little 
1 do not ask you, 
med. 1 ошу ask you 


ight of June third?" 


Orlik shouted, and the 
yan stiffened. “Executive 
Sergeant, 1 call you to witness il 
impudent fellow actually allims chat he 
med dreams on thé night of June 
third! 
©з, sin,” said the executive sergeant. 
And at w me did you dr 
these dreams of ni? Speak up 
"Around about one in the morning, 1 
think, sir. 
You were asleep, then?" 
“Well, yes, si 
“But 1 have it here in the duty sheet 
that you were on guard duty at Sub 
secuon F on that date, Irom 2400 to 
0400 hours.” 


"Үе... yes, sir." 

“Ihen you tonles that you were 
asleep on sentry duty whilst on active 
service? 


A 1 must have dozed off for a 
пе, sir. Ved а double spell——" 


"m sorry to hear it, very sony, 
deed. You know that the law provides 
only one punishment for the offense you 
confess to having committe 


Sit 

id Orlik, 
ns and 
Charge: 


ant said, hoarsely, ^ 
Executive Sergeant,” 
ake away this mans 
place him under close 
sleeping on sentry duty whilst on асус 
service and in line of battle. He has 
pleaded guilty. Have you anything to 
say, Sant” 
was only for a minute, sir. Please, 
Ive got an old mother.” 

Take him away. 

Alone with Orlik, 1 said, “You swine! 
And at the sandbags you were whimper- 
ing to yourself, “Help me, Mummy, help 
DES 

His lace became damp and gray. He 
moistened his lips and. said, “Hieron, I 
have given you ample credit in dispatch- 
es What is it you want of me? 

The anger was drained out of 1 
said, “Let that poor devil go, and let us 
say no more about the maner” 

“So be it,” he said, and did as I asked. 
And 1 have said nothing but good of 
Orlik until this n 


side 
anes 


pment. 


GOD BLESS THE GENTILE 


. The Germans hated 
aty, they hated the 
nd the unemployment, condi 
which there were not. any 
solutions, But anti- 


of its own 
the 
па 
tion 
viable 
Se 
political and hy al abstractions. and 
s a faceles, ubiquitous enemy to the 
1. Thus the Nazis found the devil 
who caused their troubles: the Jew. 

This is nor a process Hitler invented 
AntiSemites have a natural facility for 
maneuver. My friends, lets face 
miSemitism cannot possibly be 
ained: it can merely be recounted 
1013. Tom Watson of Georgia, an 
old Populist who was then out of elec 
tive ofice. regained political power with 
the anti-Semitism he poured forth in his 
newspaper, The Weekly Jeffersonian, 
Georgia was literally destitute. The price 
of couon had dropped to five cents a 
pound. Farmers burned it for fuel. The 
average wage in the mill villages was 20 
cents ан hour for an H-hour day. Then 
ou Confederate Memorial Day, April 26, 
1913, somcone murdered a little factory 
girl named Mary Phagan. The police 
rested her boss, Leo Frank, the supe 
intendent of the National Pencil Com- 
pany, the last man to sce Mary alive, 
when she h 
10 collect h 
Watson's I 
of everytl 
was the Northern employe 
capitalist, the college-educated snob who 
desecrated virgins. That Frank was in- 
ocent made no difference: that his trial 
judge doubted his guilt. that two justices 
of the Georgia Court of Appeals doubted, 
that Justices Holmes and Hughes of the 
United States Supreme Court. doubted. 
that Governor John Slaton doubted to 
the degree that he commuted the 
sentence made no difference. 

Whipped on by the talented polemics 
of Watson, a well-trained band of men 
ary 
Milledgeville 
drove him 170 
Is and. hanged 
ar the house in 


tor 
short 
nitism cuts through the economic and 


the Jewish 


calling themselves the Knights of 
мо 


Phagan broke the 
Prison, seized F 
iles over backwoods ro: 


n from an oak wee ne 


which Mary Phagan had been bom. 
Tom Watson went to the Senate after 
ng on the Leo Frank case. 
п contributing 10 the agony 


of the innocent Leo Frank, Tom Watson 
so sparked the only European-type po: 
grom America has experienced. A boy- 
«оп of epidemic proportions drove 100 
Jewish families fom Georgia. Physical 
intimidation of Jews was commonplace 


for the next few years. 
п Watson of Georgia is an excel- 

lent example of the factory involved that 
e à man an anti-Semite: an alcoholic 


па hacking cough; a politician whose 
es; а small merchant. for 
whom the competition is too tough; tlic 


(continued from page 188) 


fellow who can't keep a decent job. 
Give him the panacca—anti-Sci 
h is on his way. As an active 
an е, he suddenly f 
ment for sc as okl as history itself. 
Yesterday he was a nobody—toc 
warrior ready to do h 
against a “shrewd” ete 
y the Jew 
e Jews who have assayed bet- 
ter answers than I can offer. Shmyr 
in wrote, “Where planes meet 
begins." The Jews and the Ch 
"met" long ago. The Jew bears an ide 
tity with every step of the Ch 
д birth, his marriage, hi: 
and his death. The Jew is iden 
tified with the Man on the Cross, his 
birth, his death, Jis Second Coming, and 
with the life everlasting 

Chaim Wi 1. "We are a cin- 
der in their eye.” And Sigmund Freud, 
theory of the Oedipus 
complex, theorized: “The Jews had a fa- 
ther religion and the Christians 
religion and the subconscious wish 
Kill the father from time to time." 


In discussing the origins of modern 
anti-Semitism. М ^ Beard sugge 
that the mythical Nordic innocents of 
the pre-Jewish, pre-mercantile era were 
thought of as “swashbuckling D'Arta- 
gnans scattering louis d'or without 


thought of the morrow . . . indeed the 
burden of guilt [of inventing capitalism] 
was laid upon the Jew who was sup- 
posed to have misled the gentiles away 
from the Table Round to the stock 
market, 

There is the apocryphal story of the 


anti-Semitic poster nailed to the bulle 
board of a Vienna steel factory that de 
aided all the troubles the Jews had 
zused. Commented one worker to an 
other with a shrug. “There'll be another 
wage cut on Monday." 

Nor must we forget the value of anti- 
Semitism as a gauge of sel-respect and 
ndividual worth to the gentile 
ss and poor. Jean-P 
Dreylus case was а boon to 
the bourgeoise of France, " 


^... it opened 
the doors of the aristocracy to them.” A 
Frenchman could say, “I am no janitor, 
Im au anti-Dreyfusard!” 

Lers talk about these "social" restric 
tions for а moment. In Charlotte, for 
example, the grandson of a Jewish mer- 
chant who donated money to help the 
city pay its schoolteachers during an 
economic crisis in the 1870s cannot jo 
the City (luncheon) Club, but а newly 
arrived (gentile) branch manager from 
Ohio is immediately welcomed with open 
arms, This situation. exists. throughout 
the country, and there's more to it than 
the usual excuse that the country club 
and the "downtown" luncheon club are 
tions, We are a socially 
oriented society. The contract for thc 
new school is discussed over lunch at 
this "exclusive" club: the city council 
often meets there and the artist in town 
for a concert that evening is entertained 
there, But much more is involved. 1 
abit of a grant in 1950 to study this 
problem. I spoke with managing direc- 
tors of 
all of w 
search, enginecring and sales dep: 
ments—in the metropolitan Г 
did not say as much, but I w 


“Helen—for heaven's sake—is 
it thal important how it ends?" 
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would nor promote a Jew to a re 
werial position, no mater how 
qnalihed and deserving. Such a positi 
requires total social integration at 
local level—the country dub, the down 
tow the entertaining at one 
other's homes—and a wife whe would 
be socially acceptable, immediately. 

1 do nor know how it is in other parts 
of the country. but in che South the wife 
is th this complete social accept 
ance ables the Southerner 10 move 
through iwo worlds. one populated by 
ordinary crea nd one populated by 
his wile. He need never commit himself 
socially with the people he mects unless 
he commits his wife. 1 have known Jew- 
ish merchants in the South with a record 
of business success and civic works who 
have lived i community for ove 
ter of a century in good fellowship 
with their fellow gentile businessmen 
but who have never met the wives. 

1 once put to a 
у whose denomina- 


T asked him how come hc 
mission 


па his fellow 
ies were so us 10 sive me. 
© me join them in heaven through 
let me 
only 


join the City Club where Vd « 
nce or twice h for a compar 
tively Limited number of years? 

АП of this is not a ad as it sounds, 
because the restriciions do tend to accel 
erate the Jew ive drive, The 
poet Heine said it over a century ago: 
“We must be twice as good to get half 


much.” And it should be remembered, 
too, that in America these restrictii 
have never been sanctioned. by 


aw or public opinion. 

Thesc ions grew up in 
nyone can nace the ve 
that ran through 
in the 1920 was 
wished by such antipathy as collecied 
ound aliens such as Sacco and Vanzet- 
ti: й was fed by Mitchell Palmer, the 
acy General who invested and d 
ported radical foreigners by the boatlos 
by the Ku Klus Klan, which redefined 
America as со g only white Prote: 
s of northern European origin. 
Forty years ago, of our 
famous writers felt that the threat of the 
Jews was not to the true faith or to the 
pocketbook but to the social structur 


snob. 


restric 


some 


The Nobel Prire-winning poet T. 

Eliot was one of the pioneers in the 
expression. of genteel antiSemitism. In 
his well-known poem Burbank with a 


Baedeker: Bleistein with a Cigar, Eliot 
complains not that Bleistein is а Jew |, 
Unit he has pretensions to culture in a 
disorder and in 
js him that a Chicago 
"Semite" invades the museum to ра 
a painting by Canaleuo. 

ws Е 


Scott. 
why the 


rich were different from the rest of us 
did agree the Jew. Robert Cohn of 
The Sun Also Rises and Meyer Wol- 
re no doubt 


sheim of The Great Gatsby 
mine 


у Geations. but they are 
zed figures. deliberately 
ne compassion. ollered. 
[we are to isokite the disease of 
anti-Semitism, we cannot locate it by an 


examination of the Jew. [t is the anti 
Semîre who is sick, misinformed. hateful 
nd unfair, For, indeed, anti-Semitism is 


коше in the mind ol the anti Semi, 
the man whom Eric Holler called. the 
“hitchhiker of mankind” in his lite 


tise The Tiue Believer. To this 
“hitchhiker.” anti-Semitism ollers an im- 


mediate hope of help as well as a sense 


of participation in somcthi 
tant as saving the world. 
erhaps most important of all inspira- 
the anti-Semite often burns with a 
suming hatred ol Jesus. which he 
prudently expresses against the people 
who produced him. Hating Jews also 
allows the amtiSemite to sirike blows 
st the restricting ethics of Chris 
nity without risking his standing in 


as impor 


reasons why men be- 
m rly always 
existed 


соте anti- 
profitable. Whole d 
on a Jewish "lile" 
ion ol Jewish 
have become anti-Semites 
ir teeth hurt, or because they 
1. or because they 
- Bur whether insane or op- 
portunists, they ways alert 10 ihe 
“devil” of the moment, the devil who 
vested the Jews. In this dec 
ol course, that devil is Bolshevism. 
century ago, and even les, counting 
Tom Watson, the devil was capitalisn 
з never recovered from. his 
icholia induced by the Jews be- 
ase they “invented” m 
ve rise to the bomgeoise that de 
stroyed the world of priests, knight 
peasants and arti Hugh Dorsey, 
who prosecuted. Leo Frank, asked the de- 
fendant’s mother, "Is it not tue you 
own stocks and bonds on Wall Sree” 
The devil of capitalism invested Jews 
lor over à ce 
A Southern tent evangelist, 
Reverend. Mordecai Ham, livel long 
enough to embrace both ends of modern 
antisemitism. In the early 1920s the 
lis inve against Jewish "in- 
al bankers,” and in the 140s 
rged the same Jewish " 
spit 


n periodic 
property. Some 
because 


Brooks Ada 
me 


am: 


be 


enterprise 


I of this, the modern 
himsel! 
be- 


to а 
always thrown 
imo the struggle for libe 
Cause the Jew believes the liberal Cruse 
he espouses at the moment will benefit 
the general popu He the 
gentile 10 have more and more peace of 
mind—Socitl Security, hospital insur- 


ab causes. 


on. wants 


ance, full employment and pensions, а 
doren ТУА» il 
The Jew k 


necesar 
ws that the state of the 
economy factor in the 
rise and fall of In Russia, 
the pogroms came at a period of almost 
unbelievable poverty of the peas: 

France in the 1890s, it was the disaster 
following military defeat and the берге» 
sion. following the Р: ma Canal swin 


dies; in Germany, it was the defeat of 
the war machine in 1018. the inflation 
and the economic collapse. And in the 


state of Georgia in 1913 
спу of the tenant farmer frus 
tration of the mill hand who was geting 
20 cents an hour in the cotton mills. 
Anti-Semitism really turns on two things: 
the state of the ec and the meni 
state of the individual anti-Semite. 
But this is ows big advantage. 
antisemite, O maner how tale 
must pray that his country and its peo 
ple meet with some major disister— 
plague, famine, economic disruption o 
military defeat: otherwise he talks i 
the wind, even if hes as talented 
Hitler, Watson or Drumont. 
ion of the Episcopal 
y for Cultural and Racial Unity. 
which 1 addressed in Chicago, I told the 
delegates: "You or know it. but 
there are five and a half million Jews in 
America praving for you fellows every 
day. They don't go into synagogues and 
pray. bur 1 believe most of them some- 
how utter a prayer for you, hope that 
your children are healthy, that you re 
main prosperous 
have bad luck. Because when the ger 
ble. the Jew catches hell 


[E 
and the 


the pov- 


may 


d rhat you never 
ile 


пу, While 
as respec 
Europe. 


1 
1 


ліса as it ha 
no one goes to jail for it. 
Well. no one asks а man 10 love a Jew 
simply because he is a Jew. That is a 
h better than anti Semi 
That is not the point at all. As 
Isaac Babel, the Jewish writer, once re- 
aked, i possible ro live without 
that the ami- 


men 
riminately, because 
10 be Jewish—men, women 
never him any 
n. whom he does not even know 

But the anti-Semite who wishes 10 re 
ilived ca only 


indi 


and children 
they happe 
and «е 
1 


main do so i 


жау: He ast renounce his 
creed. that descends from one of the Se 
laism, Christianity 
L he must dispense with the 
Gergyman’s last words over his rema 
“How goodly are thy tents, O Jacob, 
if rowsam, and “Into the bosom of 
Abraham.” if a Catholic. 

He should live so h 


E. 


* 
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SEVEN COFFINS 


commingled with suspense, 
its grip on our frightened compa 
Three more passengers must. die, before 
the hunger ol id fins would be satis 
fiel. There were still 39 days to go. АП 
seven collins must be loaded full, 
fully, my thoughts raced forward. 
Bombay the coffins claimed their fifth vic 
tim. and something akin to panic swept 
our stricken ship. Now, 1 thought, we 
must get some philosophy into this mor- 
1 iule tale. Why do people die? At the 
moment when Ше has no more to give 
them? No—not necessarily—because. the 
sisth victim was a four-year-old girl, her 
life not formel. That death, from an 
absurdly inconsequential fall, took place 
in the Indian Ocean, as the Horn of Afri- 
ca, a dark bull, rose in the mists ahead. 
How docs fue pick and choose? With 
what dire capriciousness does it descend! 
Who will be nest? Is there по answer to 
the puzzles of the universe? We floated 
the length of the pellucid Mediterr 
nean, and then on a moonlit night 
olf Tangier came a strangled yelp of 
anguish from cabin Вб. Seventh . . . 

А crash woke me out of my concentra- 
There came a peculiar grinding 


increased 
ny. Nex 


ose c 


shift in the ship's motion. 1 felt the Cap- 
ricornus rise out of the sea from the 
stern, flounder and then sete back with 


а series of lend, Паг. zigzag bangs. We 
must bave been lifted hı ош of thc 
water so that the screws were exposed 
Glasses, dishes, ashtrays slid off tables; 
ards ran: à woman screamed, I was 
en that E could nor work ош de- 
ils of the seventh death, Could the 
collins be clamoring for us, even now? 
That evening ely afer di 
ner, bracing myself along the narrow 
sticets of the ship. I returned 10 my cab- 
a and, using my old trunk tipped on 
s a kind of table, wrote at wild, 
ated speed a draft of this story. 
next morning 1 woke up late, 
just myself 10 the ship's roll, 
jt not at first remember whether 


immedi: 


the episode of the coffins was real or if I 
1 dreamed it. But there, neatly 
ked on the edge of the flat old 

trunk, were a dozen or тоте pages in 


desc handwriting. 1 opened the nw 
and, without reading them, stuffed the 


wes in. 

The К. M.S. Capricornus w 
teularly crowded, since the cruise. pas- 
sengers were not yet aboard, and 1 had a 
cabin 10 myself. But it was set low in the 
ship. and very small, 

"You'll be needing your dinner suit 
pressed. for the steward said 
when he came w breakfast. He 
held the tray on a sharp slam, to make 
up for the list of the cabin, The stew 
ard's face seemed to hold an awa 


rc, wel- 


310 coming and surprised permanent smile: 


(continued [rom page 199) 


he had glazed red cheeks. as if the blood 
would at any moment flow to the 
surface, and а small, strong ball of chi 

The steward went on, “It’s blowing up 
something lively, and no mistake about 
it" The cabin creaked, and he lurched 
sideways ss down to your 
knees. This wunk, sir,” the steward con- 


arply. "C 


т, 


tinued. "We'll have to lash it down or 
send it to the baggage room,” 
"Look out” ] said. “Ws heavy.” 
“Heavy is the word for it, sir” He was 
tying to Hift it ошо the bunk above 
mine, alter discovering that it would not 


fin underneath 

“Won't do.” he said. "IF it catches you 
alling, it could smash. your leg, 

OK, have it taken to the baggage 
room." 

Now I should explain that I am a 
hoarder, and I have been а hoarder all 
my life. In that trunk. carefully packed, 
was the sum total of my life so far. Per 
haps E should also explain thar 1 had 
had a remarkably lucky and fruitful 14 
months in London. ] had met artists, 
musicians, journalists and writers by the 
score. In those days, youthful. American 
journalists were a comparatively rare 
phenomenon in London (mos of my 


kind went 10 Paris), and my job had 
given me enthralling opportunities. No 


s the Brit 


people are as genuinely kind 
ish. And so in my trunk were innume 
листи of шу visit. Perhaps it was 
silly of me to treasure them so immeasur- 
ably. A lever from Joseph Conrad; ап 
autographed book from H. С. Wells: a 
sketch signed. by Augustus. John: dip 
pings of all the news stories 1 had writer 
all the notes 1 had carefully taken on var- 
ious conversations with the eminent: my 
diary: and, of course, my manuscripts, 
including 40,000 words of a novel. 1 had 
never had time to type these out. That 
could wait, And I had further treasures, 
which went right down to the roots. of 
my past, because, when I had left New 
York to go to London, 1 had taken with 
nc all my earlier stock of precious pos 
sessions. Leners from my girl, and from 
other girls: some books carefully anno- 
tated: my scrapbook of work donc for 
the Senlinel in New York, with the clip- 
pings held on big bull p 
ol gluey dots; snapshots; 
bove all notes, 
which would come stories, stor 
—all of this had gone into the tun! 
had given me joy in London 
be a source of delight to me, as well as a 
bank, an idea bank, a memory 
years to come. 
Even that old trunk itself had a savor 
emory for me. Ir was the 
kind called in that er “steamer” ir 
e still called that): broad, 
fibrous 
bby. splintered; but my 


ages with rows 
piaures; and 
out of 


notes, notes, 


nd a special 


ocher Пате; sh. 


quipped with a big brass lock 
swung loosely on a swivel. My 


that 
family had used it for years for summer 


nc and 


trips hom New Jersey up t0 M 
back, and my mother gave it to me when 
1 set out for London. 


I had gone 1:0 London because com- 


pulsion drove me there. I wanted to live 
1 and alone and, if necessary, 
ve in a garret in the accepted 


fashion, Of course, my gil was mixed up 
with all of this. We had had a quarrel— 
or perhaps I should say misunderst 
ing—when she could no longer accept 
with grace my indecisiveness, and 
spurned me or I spumed her: people 
really did use words like spurn in those 
days. And now I was going back 10 her. 
T thought of her straight fall 
of yellow hair, her widely set straig 
ahead blue cves—sunshine in the mort 
ing, light on а pool of wheat. 1 was 
about her, yes. But now I had 
strange feeling that she had some 
become incidental to this whole mysteri- 
ous proces. What counted, so i0 speak, 
was the architecture of my own life, its 
essential body and design, which, such 
was my youth and inexperience, T still 
thought 1 could control. UH was time for 
me t0 be coming home, and that was all 
there was 10 it 

1 would cerainly miss London, 
though. T bad built up some wonderful 
relationships there. 1 thought of my 
boss, who wore knifeedge shiny white 
collars on blue shirts and enjoyed the 
game of golf. 1 thought of ihe acri 
colored fog and the house in Blooms 
bury where 1 had a room and which gave 
the impression that everything in N 
had always been, and would always be, 
just So, and even of such sights as the 
тау of large glazed hams at Forum К 
Mason that somehow reminded me ol 
eval warriors in cu 


el 


she 


But was 


ow 


bile- 


me 


on the Capricorn 
the stomach, Tables in the dining saloon 
had been equipped with borders 10 keep 
the dishes from rolling off, and the stair 
ways were cisscrosed with taut thongs 
to keep passengers from falling. With 
“йон I reached the smoking тооп 1 
looked out. Solid slabs of black water, 
veined like marble, crashed down on the 
deck, as the ship dipped, carcencil, rose 
on its ha e a charger, shook it 
self, and scemad to. pirouetie, all 23,000 
tons of it. 

I made my way to the wi 
and sent my gil а radiogram, 1 won- 
dered if ald reply. She was a 
reticent girl: not much given to ext 
ance 
for understandin; 

The weight of the stom, its 
thrust and. fury, iner 
and became the 


al felt gree 


hes 


less кооз 


she 


Sues. But with what qu 
] 


animal 
ased all that day 
ext. On the. 


worse 


au 
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third afternoon came the piano cpisode 
The grand piano in the lounge burst 
loose from iis thongs and, like an ivory 
elephant, slid cl 
upsetting tables, smashing chairs and 
scattering. passengers, I jumped up and 
mied to run uphill against the cant of 

g down 


ging across the salon, 


the ship, and the piano. bem 
ncar me, plunged into a wall of ported 
palms, crushing them. First to one side 
then the other, the piano chased us, as we 
scrambled w avoid it, We did not know 
whether to scream. ory 
cally. But this was no la 
steward, sliding down the slope of the 
room, was caughi by the piano and pin 
of the 
nst the 


imed on the Moo. The le 
piano broke and. smashing as 
podium, it turned over—and began 10 
play!—that is, it gave forth weird hollow 
twangs as the keyboard was torn loose 
and its wiring ripped asunder 

To control this charging monster 
subdue it, conal it. tic it fast again, took 
four men two solid hours 
ater that day we heard through the 
evine (which became an armored 
ain of rumor binding us together) that 
1 accidents had occurred: Thre 
s were im the ship's hospital 


roll of the Capricornus had reached a fab 
ulous degree, that the solid marble waves 
measured an unprecedented height, and 
that hatch number three had been 
broached and flooded. 1 smuggled for 
ward and stared ош. The deck was a 
tangled mass of broken booms, cordage 
snapped and venti 
len. And that was the night when those 


ators bent and swol 


of us who were still capable of de 
gathered in the smoking room and | 
the news thar for 24 hours the Capricor 


nus had nor moved forward а single 
inch, but, indeed, had been blown back- 
ward off her course 

Even so, à modicum of normal ship: 
board life wem on; a few hardy souls 
did what people always did on tans- 
atlantic liners in those days—arzued. un- 
endingly about chances on the ship's 
pool, drank Black Velvet, listened to 
music like the Meditation from. Thais 
and, assembling for dinner, put on 
evening shirts with still winged collars 

Our ship's company, typical of a win 
ter crossing in that day, was not par 
ticularly distinguished. We had with us a 
covey of merc 
al 


andisc buyers, a profesion- 
ambler or wo and smart, but some 
how seedy, elderly ladies retur: 


home 
after the autumn in Florence. I became 
part of a reasonably agreeable band of 
younger people, and we made our own 
wdhesive small group in the forward bar 
That evening | clambered toward our 
tible, moving slowly up the incline 
made by the ship's slant, and met, as usu- 
al, the American. consular 


taché from 
Alexandria returning home on leave, the 
scholar in Old English who had just 


he somewhat 
architect with 


put 


0 а year at Oxford, 
necked 


a 
writer whe wore 
ted bang and end- 


hddled with heavy. orn 


e strings 


mance! 
—was à king's messenger, whose na 
was Heard. He 10 get а cor 
mission in the army and had been badly 
wounded in the last battle of the М 
s jor, entitled h 
War to be known 
an, as the quaint 

aseology of those days put it. Now 


his career as a courier for the Foreign 
Office was fixed and substantial, but he 
was cter. Since he knew 
ng thar went on behind the 

the voyage, he was an invalua- 

ble source of scuulebut. He was the 


only male passenger who did not deign 


dress for dinner. This night he tald us 

that the latest word from the | 

that we would be two full days 
ing im New York. 

A radiogram arrived from my girl that 
night, saying that she would meet me at 
the pier. My heart danced. I trembled. 
So she really did want me back. And I 
thought of her divine youthful selfishness, 


The storm began to ab 
day. Blue wa 
po 


c the next 
slapped against my 


Now the 
1 iron skin, 
along the 
e appeared. white 
s ol icy foam, as if the sea itself had 
y gashes and was tired out, 
exhausted by its own titanic 
Ion; these slashes im its surface 


© it a chance to resume ordinary 
breath. 
c that afternoon 1 saw our capti 
ne; he | 


idge for 76 hows, and | 
sleep at all the two worst 
we were hove to. He м 
а forw 


face 
сп 
aster close be- 


h a severe 
d martinedike brisk steps, with 
gincer and the baggage 
hind him. Clearly he was in a rage, and 
he seemed to be persistently refusing to 
lisien 10 what his underlings had to sa 
But them coffins, si 
baggagemaster expostulate, in the 
of ane who thought that c 
ld produce forgiveness, 7 
brushed past me and gave m 
the ba aster, He kept 
gesture m g his 
roughly re clenched, 
face hore an expression of out 
nd dismay 
"End the news?" 


rl corridor w 


words 
planation: 
he captain 

xwer to 
the 
ds 


of a 


Major Heard, with 


his throaty grumble, greeted me that 
evening. "Whole. bloody 
was flooded—everything in it g 
bits. Going to make no end of trouble 
for all concerned, ould boy!" 

I stared at him 

"My confidential bags arc 
course, strapped down in the purser's 
office. But all the rest of it 
bags was the sum 0141—15 gone, lost! 
Not а traice remains! 

1 felt faint. My tronk! 

Major Heard explained what had hap- 
pened. Those lead-lined coffins, pried 
loose from their niches in the hold by 
the tremendous crash of ocean water 
flooding hatch number three, had torn 
through the partition to the ав 
oom, and there, for two whole days, had 
made savage chaos. Surging from side 
to side, unfettered, they had crashed, 
banged and slammed through 
thing the hold contained. Dee 
pit of the ship, ig in several feet 
of water, they had ripped their way 
bulkhead to bulkhead, grindi 
trunks amd packing Cases, 
crates, pulverizing boxes, n s 
bonds. Hou 


ol 


ne 


low 


smashing 
bi 


and bales паррі 
alter hour two whole days those 
careened back amd forth, 
pounding, grinding—relentle: 
t. possesed of a murderous 
uncon ple will of their own—until 
everything in the baggage room was 


pulped. 

1 rushed to the purser’s office, where a 
crowd had formed. The captain, with 
the purser at his side, stood before a 


“Alvin 


knot of ges ng passengers. He waved 
aside the ejaculations of remonstrance, 
the angry threats, the unbelieving cries 
of protest, and s 
doggedly and with his [ace blotch 
4 “Nothing whatever г 


пуй 
is total. Tons 
through the burst l 
jeus unfortunately became loose 
led through the water till everyth 
was destroyed, ground to a pulp. 
ched briskly off 

woth voice, the purser sought 
to give comfort, “Before the end of the 
voyage, list your claims and they will be 
It with by the proper authorities.” A 
ng woman clung io him. He slid 


of water desc 


tch, and certa 


me, moddum, but Т can 
yout shipment of lace. 
АП objects have been obliterated.” 


My manuscripts. my letters, my books 
and records, пу 10.000 words of novel! 
1t could not be truc. 


py the most use- 
ful of all the properties а newspaperm 
posesses. 1 asked if I might sce the dam 
age for туче, and the same officer who 
had first pointed out. the. собиѕ to me 
on th dock was assigned 
We went down and dow 


p still. rolled like a coracle—until 
we reached a compa у ending in a 
locked door. "The officer opened this, 
and I was able to peck down into the 


onwa 


m 
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abyss of the baggage room, as from a 
perch. I gasped. To a depth of about 
three feet, the baggage room was filled 
solid with an oscillating, gurgling mass 
of dark-gray mud. Riding this evil q 
mire were the seven colfins, like chari 
sull not bound. 

"No doubt the mass will be dredged 
through by experts on our arrival in 
ew York.” my escort said. “Some jewels 
may be retrieved.” 

Jewels? But what about my work, my 
precious and i What 
about my words on paper? I had lost 
everything precious to me in а disaster 
that was, 1 now sensed, irrevocable. For- 
lorn, desolate, I returned. to my cibin 
What afflicted me most was the sense of 
sheer unreasonable loss, and I have re- 
semal this loss—actively 
s I wa 
mood for philosophizing and I had ut- 
terly no use at that bleak moment for 
abstract thought, bur T knew that never 
again would I be able to think that life, 
my life, had a fixed skeleton, the solidity 
of design, or an inner architecture; nev- 
ı could I say that it would be 


trievable work? 


| 


mH 


composed just so. Never again would 1 
be able to assume that a man could con- 
trol his own destiny. Perhaps, by some 
le, I might be able somehow to 
rewrite those 10,000 words of lost manu- 
script. (But I never did) Even so, I 
could never be able to understand or 
forgive the utter capriciousness of this 
assault on the nature and continuity of 
my existence, 1 thought again of 
that heaving mass of slimy, ugly mud. 
There in that odious and dismal grave 
lay my youth, wrecked. 

Slowly we limped toward port under a 
sky dark but shiny with fins of rain. Now 
the rumor had it that the great muscles 
in the ship's hull itself I 
ly strained. There would be a long delay 
in New York: the cruisc was canceled. 

Were the collins grinning? They had 
shown us ample foretaste of their powe 

Lamely our company carried on. 
Something quite odd happened the last 
night. Our group stayed up very lare 
and, when the smoking room closed, slid 
along the promenade deck 10 the for- 
ward bar. The ship was deseried. The 
king's messenger had a boule of Scotch 


ох 


d been mortal- 


"I live by bread alone.” 


and, with his mustaches twitching, 
opened it. There appeared other boules 
We became boilingly drunk. Hysteria 
gripped us. We became testy, reckless, 
ugly, naked —аһоус all, fr 
rst came a vicious little crap дап 
los every cent I had. Methodically the 
king's messenger began to smash. glasses, 
as if he were revenging himself on his 
station; and the wife of the supercilious 
architect, who ha to be the 
epitome of calm respectability, stole half 
ishtrays, stuffing them in her bag 
with a sheepish grin. The Beowulf schol 
ar became involved in an endless silly 
argument with the wife of the consul 
from Alexandria, and a fierce quarrel 
spuried out. between the consul and the 
young woman writer who wore a bang 
nd the loud be: til the consul be- 
came violently sick in a pot of flowers. 
All around us, vulgarity and evil seemed 
to have been released. 

At last we reached the North River 
and 1 saw my the pier in her old 
nutria coat ked fur hat, under 
which descended the straight fall of yel- 
low hair. Her face looked cxuaordi- 
narily serious. Reporters, having heard 
about our storm (two small freighters 
had foundered an inch away), poured 
into the ship, and we of our company 
said hurried farewells, promised to meet 
ain and knew we never would. 1 
passed through Customs and an inspec 
tor found a boule of D. O. M. in my va- 
lise and smashed it on the cdge of the 
pier. I crushed my girl in my arms and 
we walked off the pier together. But 1 
still felt a vast and overpowering misery, 
because T had discovered, somewhat late, 
that the universe—that is, nature—which 
should be our friend. contained mali; 
forces I did not understand. 

I tried to tell my girl everything in 
опе burst as we stepped into the st 
and found a taxi making whiskers out of 
the slush. I was still stricken with rage, 
inacdulity and—yes!—humiliation at 
my los. Of course, І did not know 
that moment that something quite odd, 
even cxuaonlinary, would happen a 
week or two later. Î gor my old job back 
and my itemized claim for 51775.90, rep- 
resenting the damage caused by the 
collins, was paid in full by the shipping 
company. The advertising department 
of my paper had. of course, iniri 
lations with the shipping interes, and 
maybe this was why my cla seuled 
so promptly. I do not know nyway 
1 found that 1 had a small capital for the 
first my life, and I married my 
girl o If the structure of life is so 
mortally vulncrable to accident, it would 
thought, 10 tke ad- 
ts and not wait for 


ad fr 


1 seemed 


а dore 


ls, u 


C re- 


be a good thing, I 
Pe 


таре of mom 
hows, 


s or y 


ACCIDENTALLY ШШ 


(continued from page 146) 


known. Some local Arabs reported to the 
police thar they saw a naked white man 
crawl up onto the beach and look back. 
ward to a foundering yacht. Then, they 
Id the police. they siw him plunge 
back into the raging s 

“И was a simple soi 
Miguel. said other tot. of 
brandy. "Don Tomás made it back to 
the ship. although God knows how in 
that Bur he mus have gouen 
aboard, because later they found his wife 

ped to а spar as the yacht lay flat on 
ity side. When the rescue boats arrived, 
the woman was miraculously undrowned 
Bur there was no sign of Don Tomás 

I cin only assume that Don Tomás 
secured. his. wile could. and 
then started to swim back again for help. 
Evidently he knew she could. пос swim 
Ty was more or less a repetition of the 

1 саж of the poor Señor McEvoy, 
Eventually what the fish had not con- 
sumed of his body wished up on the 
shore, together with the bodies of four 
other men. The fish had leli enough of 
the other men for the coroner—or what- 
ever they hase in Mgeria that passes for 
a coroner—to discover bullet holes in 
зиз vital places.” 

Spaniards can be infinitely maddening 
when they spin a tale. 1 looked at Mi 
some. calm. honest 
impeccable, sober and obviously enje 
ing his brandy 

What finally happened to the woman 
—the woman?” | asked with considera able 
invitation. "Come to the poi 

“Women are very durable, or they 
woukt not be able 10 таке children," 
Miguel said. “After a few days in the 
hospital, she was strong and fit again 
Somehow she got enough money to come 
back to Barcelona, She worked 

“AL what?” 

“Well.” Miguel sid, “ordinarily, you 

would have seen her sitting three stools 

down from Pepita. But last week the 

Filipino came imo my place and saw her 

and took her back to Manila. It is ni 

10 know that she has a protector agait 
І raised my glass 


of sudden love 


powing 


water 


bes he 


“A Don Tomás; I said. 
1 Don Tomis” Miguel clinked his 
glass. “What a pity that such a fine bad 


man shoukl dic lor be 
good.” 

The phrase bothered me all the way 
back to the hotel. But then I had to 
pack my sample саме. [always pack at 
night before E leave for the next tow 
and the nest day I bad to cuch a plane 
for Agadir. They had a bad earthquake 
down there, but are rebuilding now, and 
new hotels are springing up. 1 
figured there might be a few b. 
needed in Agadir, Even carthquakes 
have certain advanta 


accidentally 


some 


hubs 
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« » a strikingly beautiful 
modern collection in gold Florentine finish, 
all featuring the jeweled Playboy Rabbit. 
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of the city itself put a constant premium 
on better-clasy hotel space; so if you ar- 
rive without a reservation, you could 
spend valuable hours searching ош ac 
ceptable digs. The government-run Lon- 
don Hotels Information Servic 
Brook Street in M i i 
spare vou the ordeal. 

Hotel stalls expect to be tipped if there 
is no service charge included in the price 
of accommodations—and lightly tipped 
if there is. Give 2/6 (hall a crown) to the 
boy who brings your luggage up to your 
100m. Get the hall porter on your side 
witha ten«dollar note for a stay of a week 
or two (hall porters like ten-dollar notes), 
bur make sure it is the head ball porter 
before you let go. Despite his lowly title, 
hell fix your theater seats, make your 
uavel reservations, а € car rental, 
guest memberships in dubs, restaurant 
bookings, etc. 

The most exclusive hotel in London is 
Claridge's, which began as a group 
of private houses some 125 years ago and, 
though rebuilt around the turn of the 
century, preserves all the hushed, elegant. 
refinement of an Edwardian town house, 
майса with liveried foormen and entire 
ly committed 10 the faultless pampering 
of its guests, The Duke of Windsor stays 
there on his т ant v 


a permanent 
nth-lloor penthouse. It is perhaps 
the only hotel in the world employing а 
press officer to keep its name out of the 
news, Rates start at $25 single, $35 
double—and spiral to around $900 а 
day for the bet of the best. 
Grosvenor House is a deluxe hotel in 
the grand manner, with efficient, 
buried air and a dignified and su- 
perbly comfortable style. Singles start 
at $17, doubles at 527. Three streets cast. 
is the Connaught, veddy English in its 
s, relentless in its dedication 
sively Fdwa 


ıo service 


every other respect. No two of its 100 
Tooms are shed alike. Rates start 
at $20 м 


Toward the Savoy, large 
nd plush, and although part of the same 
group as Claridge’s, a shade less sedate. 
The stall is efficient and genuinely cour- 
со. and the service combines the best 
nce with the most 


ditional dili 


imity 
amd night spots combine to mak 


shopping, rest 


ants 
the 
Savoy one of London's finest hotels, and 
possibly—as not a few authorities insist 

the finest anywhere. Singles start at 
517, doubles at $29. 

Among the more 
London's hotelscape 
SOstory, 510-100m_ gi 


‘cent additions to 
is the Hilton, a 
nt with 


rates be 


ties as air conditioning throughout, TV 
and running ice water im every room: 
yet—by London standards—the service 
a shade impersonal and the reception 
desk could stand a touch of organiza 
tion. However, the Hilton offers first-class 
rooltop dining, highly recommended for 
gastronauts, and off the main foyer is The 
007 Room, an intimate niche for Bonds 
men with а yen for a martini, Stateside- 
style. Just up Park Lane from the Hilton 
is the Dorchester. much favored by visit- 
ing Hollywoodites for its luxury, efficient 
service and close attention to minutiac. 
Singles begin at $20, doubles at 
Other recommended hotels in the vicin- 


ity the Ritz, noted for its crysta 
and-marble decor and the ultimate in 
baroque bedrooms—with brass beds and. 


French silk coverlets; the Westbury, an 
American establishment owned by the 
nott chain: and the Berkeley, а fash- 
jonable, traditional London іа 
Rates at all three start at around 515 
single and $24 double. The Hyde Park 
Hotel is in Knightsbridge surrounded by 
department stores and smart shops. This 
is a hotel in the grand tradition, com- 
fortably old-fashioned, and expensive— 
ngles around $17, doubles $ 
Beyond the fringe of London's deluxe 
hotels cam. be found many others that 
provide first-rate service, convenient loca- 
tions, scrupulous cle: and moder- 
ate tariffs. Under th ng we would 
include the Royal Garden Hotel in Ken- 
sington, а new skyscraper with expansive 
picture windows and enclosed balconies 
overlooking Kensington Gardens, TV in 
every room, faultless plumbing, a mag- 
nificent bar, a 24-hour coffeeshop (а rar- 
London) and a huge underground 
age. Singles here start at $12, doubles 
at $20. 

‘The Suand P. 


icc gets our nod for its 
brisk efficiency and prime loc 
in the Strand, across the suet from the 
Savoy. Public rooms are modern, dining 
zooms comfortable. Singles with bath 
sart at $8.50, doubles at $14.50. In 
the same priceand-comfort bracket are 
the Charing Cross Hotel in Suand, 
the Green Park just off Piccadilly and the 
Royal Court in Sloane Square, The Re- 


s 


gent Palace, which faces Piccadilly Circus, 
is close to Soho, the theater district, and 
the віце and ghire of London after 
hours, [ts principal virtues arc its loca- 


n amd its prices, which start at $7 
single and $10.50 double: though it is 
and's—and Europe's largest. hotel 
(1148 rooms). it has no private baths. 
For those whose wallets are well padded, 
sumptuous suites are available at all the 
better hotels. 

Once хешей in your room, and with 
your clothes put away by an obliging 
chambermaid, you will be ready to assail 
the snultifold diversions that sw 


London has to offer. Some scasoned air 
travelers choose to spend their first day in 
the vicinity of their hotel, adjusting to 
the five-hour transatlantic time advance 
Our habit is to plunge right imo the life 
of the diy the moment we 

For most Americans, | 
s layout сап be as delightful as it is 
confusing: the streets were planned before 
grids were invented, and one feels that 
even if the system had been known, the 
British wouldn't have used it. The re- 
sults 
anes, unexpected. 
promenades, tree 
circles, squares, mews- 
steels, crescents and terraces. If you plan 
to drive extensively in town. pick up 
а Geogiaphers’ A lo Z Allas of London 
and Suburbs, minisizcd and available at 
most bookstores. 

London, Disraeli observed, "is a n: 
tion. nor a city, with a population great- 
er than some kingdoms, and districts as 
different as if they were under different 
ments and spoke different 1 
While Chelsea and Hampstead 
are no longer inhabited by impoverished 
artists—and houses that once ferched 
$6000 there now bring $160,000 or more 
—most of London seems unchanged 
since the time of Disracli, or long before. 
The financial district, that section of 
London which retains some of England's 
most ancient memories, is still referred 
to simply as “The City." Ite establish. 
ment credemials include the Bank of 
England, Lloyd's of London, the Stock 
Exchange and headquarters for most of 
the nation’s financial, shipping and in- 
surance corporations. At night it is as 
empty as Wall Suect, but for five days a 
week ‘The City swarms with hurrying 
clerks, with Exchange fu 
splendent in 


d 


ve tiny alleys, narrow. bending 
broad 


i coats and 
striped. pants, and with secretaries and 
messengers queuing at bus stops. If you 
find yourself in The City on business, 
you can enjoy an excellent lunch at Ye 
Olde Dr. Buders Head, in Coleman 
Street, which has been nourishing Lor 


don businessmen since 1616. A short 
walk to Aldgate High $ 

you to the Hoop and Grapes—which 
has been licensed 10 provide prov 
ender and liquor since the year 
1200. "The Bank of England's exteri 


nly looks no le a 
1 days of the British e 
night. a detachment of Bri 
tdmen (the only state troops 
permitted imo The City with bavonets 
fixed) still tramps dutifully through the 
Old Lady's lofty halls and corridors. 
West of The City is Mayfair. an 

cratic rectangle bounded by Park 1 
Oxford Strect, Regent Street and Pice 
dilly. Here is the American Embassy, as 
wellasthe most luxurioushotels, the plush 
er casinos. the fest stores and a few of 
the wilder discothéques. Here, too, is 


"He's easy to please. He wants the 
same thing every Christmas.” 
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the London Playboy Club—about which a 
good deal more kuer. Mayfair 
s the patrician protectorate it is to- 
day. “I never in my life saw such a num- 
ber of lazy-look'd rascals, and so hateful 
throng of beggarly. sluttish strumpets, 
who were a scandal to the Creation, 
mere antidotes against lechery. and enc- 
mies to cleanliness.” opined Ned Ward. 
th Century observer. of Mayfair's 
Shepherd Market. Until very recent years, 
Shepherd Market was a thriving strong- 
hold for prostics, Oxford Sucet, which 


hes along Mayfair's northern Bank, is 

home of Selfridges. the biggest 
deparement store in London. 

Кам of Maylair is Soho. famed for 


nonstop revehy as well as first-rank di 
ing, and oue of the few arcas in London 
laid out in grid form. A stroll through 
im short, charming streets—illuminated 
at dusk by a kaleidoscope of. neon—will 
pleasintly assail the nostrils with m 
aromas of Soho’s varied cuisine: garlic, 
im sprouts in peanut. 
and every now and 
as à pub door swings open onto 


canries, spices, b. 
oil. bouillabaisse 
th 
the street. a heady whill of draught ale. 
nd around Soho you can find dor- 
urants specializing in Italian, 
xd Indian dishes and a scaner- 


i 
-< ARSTE 
ОИУ р 
du 


ing of authentic Greek and Turkish 
cuisines. The Trattoria Terrazza, in Rom- 
illy Street, is bustling, noisy and chee! 
Tul, and serves what is probably the best 
Talian food in London. Try their spe- 
cialty, pollo sorpresa. The best Cantonese 
restaurants are in East Stepney, outside 
the nine square miles that constitute 
London's nightlife circuit. The two 
st Lucullan pagodas are ihe 
nds and—the best. we think 
Good Friends. I you call Me. Clu 
at EAS 5541, he will prepare one 
of the finest Cantonese meals served 
anywhere—including China. (Brin, 
own beverages.) 

Persistent but unfaithful tradition has 
it that roast beet is the stall of British 
life. In fact, there are fewer than ten res- 
ws in the entire city that serve 
at beef in what culinary experts 
would agree is the grand manner. One 
of them is Simpson's. in the Strand, 
which looks from the outside as though 
its builders had. intended to disguise iis 
function as a restaurant. Inside, the 
ground floor is studded with high-backed, 
pewlike booths. When the management 
proposed to dismanite them around. 1882, 
Simpson's customers threatened а boy- 
coti. The pews still stand. The waiters are 


New 
the 


your 


7... We remain, sincerely yours . . ." 


all elderly gentlemen assisted by younger 
apprentices. Carvers move up and down 
the aisles, wheeling huge silver domes 
under which repose succulent roasts of 
beef. One will ask you how you want 
your portion carved and which part you 
want—the same questions carvers have 


been asking Simpson's patrons for 117 
years. Give him two shillings before he 
мап» сау Should vou prefer 


to forgo the beef and branch out into 
other avenues of English cuisine, order 
the steak, kidney, mushroom and oyster 
pudding, a palate-piquing dish unknown 


to most Americans: or try the jugged 
hare, steeped in port or claret, cooked for 


hours in а cloak of mushrooms. clover. 
apple slices, shallots. citrus and spices. 
On your second visit, order the saddle 
of mutton or the haundi of venison. 
Washed down with a fd of best 
Dass or with any of the wines from Simp- 
son's extensive list, capped with a glass 
of 30-year-old port alter coffee. 
of the above banquets will 
to myths about English coo 

Several of the cit 
house superior restaurants. The 
Tower, in Cadog: 
I8story hoschy, the smartest stopover 
spot in the excellent shopping district of 
Knightsbridge. (Harrods, London's most 
exclusive depariment store, is a few min 
utes’ stroll away.) The Rib Room in the 
lion Tower dispenses giant slabs of 
Toast beef that are easily а match for 
but the atmosphere is dis- 


hotels 
Carlton 
Place, is a modern, 


mpson's 
maly Manbananesque, which may or 
may not be your cup of iea. The Savoy 
Grill and Connaught Grill are two more 
hoicl-based res 4 the best 


in all of London 

‘The famous House of Rothschild in 
Hamilion Place, Mayfair, is now the 
home of Les Ambassadeurs: appropriate- 


ly expensive provender is proffered here 
d in the summer. diners ma the 
terraced garden. Tiberio, also in M. 
fair. serves up top Malian offerings. F 
ng altcr the opera at Covent Garde 
“s Boulestin, in Southampton Street, 


ket. Pr 
is pure French. 
up the best Indian Lire to be found in 
the West. and а visit to 
dower Place or Vecrasw 
Sticet, will attest to th 
Greek food and a charming menu and 
mosphere. try the White Tower. n 
of Soho on Perey Street, Everythi 
the helpfully des 


ne 


imy's. off Rege 
For exquisite 


Li 


plive menu is superb, 


and the wine list seems. inexhaustible. 
Rules, 


just off the Str 
mpse 


оше with old pla 


nd in M 
and 
ybills and photo- 
nder that Drury Lane. a 
a London the 


iden 
dec 


name renown al his- 
pry. lies just blocks away. At 
Wolles, located in Kensingron's Abing- 
don Road, you 


viands and order wine that dates ра 


à few 


ach 
k 50 
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pours more 
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Vua a 


PENNIES MORE IN COST * WORLDS APART IN QUALITY 
Give J & B Rare Scotch and give the finest. Handsomely gift-wrapped 
and shipped Бу the venerable house of Justerini & Brooks, founded 
1749, whose patrons included the immortal Charles Dickens. 


(jr, UNIQUE HOLIDAY OFFER: Hard-cover set of Dickens’ Classics 
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SO Park, NJ. 07010. Dept. CP. (Limited ts Con 


PLAYBOY 


320 


years, while at Wilton's, in St. James's, 
i 1 portions of grouse and 


In the elegant pur 
sington you will find Emberson's wine 
1 Pelham Street. The lunchtime 
buflet boasts ham, tongue, roast turkey 
capon, sirloin and shellfish, all served 
cold and fresh with a heady variety of 
sauces. Sheckey's is a small seafood house 
in a courtyard behind Leicester Square 
next to the New Theater. The clientele is 
theatrical and the menu offers the finest 
fish in London. The most individual 
cooking in town is at R. Parkes, a 
mate basement restaurant at 4 Beauchamp 
Place, on the fringe of Belgravia. (Not 
incidentally, Beauchamp Place is one of 
the best little shopping streets in Lon- 
don.) Prices at Parkes are a little steeper 
than elsewhere, but for a five-course meal 
that costs nine dollars you may be served 
Charentais melon stuffed with fresh 
limes; quenelles of sole served with truf- 
Hes. and a purée of celeriac and arti- 
chokes steeped Pernod; and duck, 
boned and stuffed with forcemeat, 
wrapped in puff pastry, glazed and served 
with sour cherries. 

Farther eas, in Whitechapel, is 
Bloom's, where Sophie Tucker ate her 


"I love a parade . . . ! 


first portion of chopped herring. and 
where good Jewish cooking is abundant. 
The service is homey, and if you're 
thirsty the pub next door will send over 
drinks. Sandwich delicatessens abound oft 
nearby Shaftesbury Avenue, and if you 
nd yourself in Piccadilly, make your way 
to the southeast corner of Shaftesbury 
Avenue, where you will find the kind of 
sandwichry for which London is famous: 
unobtrusive, diminutive and, to our 
seen 
re than six persons eating there at one 
ne and we doubt if more than nine 
could get inside, but the bill of fare is 
as generous as the surroundings are com- 
pact, offering fresh and delicately smoked 
salmon, incomparable potato salad and 
one of London's best cups of coffee. To- 
tal price: a dollar and some change. 
The Caprice, in Arlington Street, is an 
animated meeting place lor film and 
theater personalities. The food is uni 
formly excellent and the tab is even 
mote gratifying—five dollars goes a long 
way here, The Empress, in Berkeley 
Sweet, is an intimate eatery with balcony 
ables that provide a romantic setting for 
ers. Many of England's restaurateurs 
have earned the criticism traditionally di- 
rected at their preparation of seafood, but 
today, at least a handful of London es- 


knowledge, unnamed. We've пе 
m 


di 


tablishments are willing to think beyond 
Dover sole. Three of the best seafood 
houses are Prunicr's, in St. James's Street 
(its Continental table is also recom- 
mended); Scotts, in Coventry Street, and 
Bentley's, in Swallow Street, for 
oysters. 3 
For a background more evocative of 
London's literary preeminence, there is 
the Grill Room of the Café Royal, in 
Piccadilly, where Ceorge Bernard Shaw 
and Max Beerbohm were wont to dine. 
The Marquis of Queensberry stormed 
through the front door in the summer of 
1894, looking lor Oscar Wilde, another 
frequent patron, shortly before the two 
met in the court battle that was to wreck 
Wilde's career. Today the interior is 
much the same as then—gilt mirrors, ba- 
roque cherubs and Edwardian opulence. 


Upholding the literary tradition is Gra- 
ham 


Greene, who may often be seen 
g alone when he is in London. 

Mirabelle, in Curzon Street, has a 
world-wide reputation for its food and 
its wine cellars, catering almost exclu- 
sively to the Rolls-Royce set. Don't ex- 
pect to dine à deux for less than $40-850. 
If you ask for the 1803 Chateau Mouton 
Lafite, you'll be out of luck—the last bot- 
tle went a few years ago; but Mirabelle 
still has some years from 1832 to 1955, so 
if you want a wine bottled the year 
blushing Victoria took the throne, you 
know where to find it. Top-rated (and 
expensive) French restaurants include 
Les Pies Qui Rient in Abingdon 
Road; A l'Écu de France, in Jermyn 
Street; and Coq d'Or, in Stratton Strect. 
One of the newer additions to the Lon- 
don eating scene is the revolving restau- 
rant on the 35th floor of the Post Office 
‘Tower. The food is unsensational, but 
the beauty of the view is such that the 
place is worth а visit. For food at a rea- 
sonable price, you can't beat the Lyon 
Corner House chain. The in one in 
Coventry Street off Piccadilly Circus has 
five different restaurants under one roof. 
The Egg & Bacon is especially popular 
late in the evening, after thc theater, and 
when the pubs are closed. Other superior 
London restaurants include the San Lor- 
enzo Beauchamp Place, Alvaro's in the 
Kings Road and Carrier's in the Camdei 
Passage. Islington. 

Having satisfied the inner man, you 
might, if the weather is fine, saunter lei- 
surely through the city streets, long clear 
of officeworkers but still thronged with 
peach-diceked, supple young wenches up 
from the country for the day, leggy debs 
hurrying back to Chelsea after dinner 
with Daddy at the club, gaggles of dark- 
eyed art students, and many a miniskirted 
model rushing to keep a theater date or 
a late appointment at the fashion studio. 
This is the age of the English girl; never 
have so many looked so good. Nearly 
every other salesgirl in London's stores, 
from the tiniest haberdashery to the most 
elegant. emporium, looks like a comb 


d 


tion of Julie Christie, Vanessa Redgrave, 
Jean Shrimpton and Susannah York—a 
tide of c ity in which, for once, you 
will be delighted to immerse yourself. 
(I you'd like to see more of the same, 
k through the boutique a 
by Street, Chel 
ind Mayfair, Stroll through the oak- 
paneled shops and clamorous depart- 
ent stores in Piccadilly, Knightsbridge, 
Bond Street, Regent Street and Oxford 
Sticet. You'll see birds by the thousands: 


full-bodied or slender, Sassoon-coifed and. 
wly chic. If. London is the best of 
1, its girls are the 

canny, 


Q 
what cit 
feminine 


s are all al 
ik compliant yer 
pert bu ve but know 
shaving a joyously uninhibited delight 
in sensual rapprochement with the op- 
posite sex.) 

If you've bee 


ke her to 
med in the 
adon dra- 
cosmopoli- 
The city’s 
terized, 
and 
1 Osbor 
s theaterticket situatio 
happy one; it is dillicult to find a show 
charging more than three dollars for th 
best seats in the house, and even cur- 
me there a pair of 

ilable. ly in the first few 


one of the many dramas moi 
West End. Center stage of 
ma is Shaftesbury Avenue, 
ght world of its own. 
be easily cl 


theater cannot 


is 


usu; 


a date, you should 
city's proliferating bird 
sanctuaries. Most of these are disco- 


1 ошт ac 
sn supreme and the floor 
nnus until five Ам. 
rtest new night spots is 
the basement of an 18h 
house at 44 Berkeley 
Lon 


€ informality 


theques, wh 
couter 


nents rei 
n often c 


ndest 


s gr 


abled away upstairs, 


id debs monkey around below. 

The Ad-Lib, in Leicester Square, was 
once a Beatle hangout, but now their 
Mersey sound is translated by groups 


For 


tically more 
the bright young so 
London teeny boppers, De 
Street. is hippest of the 
the latest discs and the 
it’s а favorite haunt of the more di 
table denizens ol the night world of | 
. nd ihe arts. More for 
€ The C. а. in Hamilton 
and the Saddle Room, across the 
popular with the horsy set. Leather 
elbow parches aie almost de rigueur. but 
no leather jackets, please. Membership i 
prerequisite in most night spots, but 


ip—spin. 
est names; 


overseas visitors сап usually secure hon- 
y enrollme nominal cost, Places 
l Arm, a dinnerand dance 


n а yacht moored at Hun- 
on the Thames Victoria 
"ment, waive honorary member- 


gerford Brid 
Emb; 


ship charges for American guests pack- 
ing Diners’ Club cards. 

The Phone Booth, which combines 
gambling with dancing, and The 1 


Place, which serves drinks until the carly 
hours, are both at Allsop Ph the 
top of Baker Street. Off Piccadilly, in 
Swallow Street. is Sibylla's, part owned 


by Beatle George Harrison, and behind 
Fortnum & Mason's department store in 
Piccadilly is the Scotch of St. James. Or 
try the Cromwellian Club. in Cromwell 
Road. 

In the unlikely event that you hit 
discotheque on an olf night, vou might 
combine chercher with chemmy at one 
of the gambling parlors in the West 
nd, or—as опе Vegasite dubbed the dis- 
trict that encompasses London's nirvanic 
night life—Action Central. Membership 
at gambling parlors vari 
club to club, but once 
punters can usually find 
without difficulty. Among the best 
biggest casinos are: the Palm Beach Ca- 
sino in the Mayfair Motel. hea 
vored by Ame 


Crockford's. in Carlton Terrace, 
lly appointed and set up for 
d kalooki (which resembles gin) 
in addition to more familiar g the 
Grosvenor Street. 
чептей by an odd mixture of for 
Rugby pros, feline femmes fatales, aging 
public schoolboys and enthusiastic стар 
shooters: the Curzon House Club, just 
he street from lub, 
һ а fine bar, а restaurant 
and bedrooms for members too weary to 
lony Club and the Pigalle, 
Raft and Joc Louis, 
respectively Le Cercle. which is 
s the street from the Saddle Room 
discothèque, and boasts restaurant, bar, 
h and barbershop. Not among 
cst, but one of the better 


fre- 


don Playboy Club (with its thre 
inos, featuring black 
of course, 


social scene. 

hoy Club is 
Block-length pleasure palazz 
opened six months ago with а седе 
studded debut party. that rocked 
dusk till dawn. By sur London 


the 


bics had beu with 
Clubs Maylair location that it was 
unnecessary for passengers to give the 
address. Literally overnight, The Playboy 
Club had become a land nd a 
mecca for members ne 


over the world. 

Within two months after the first key 
holder had passed under the brass са 
py and through the walnutstriped doors 
at 45 Park Lar the membership rolls bad 
to be dosed until additional stall. could 
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Bridal Suite of the Conrad. 


ET SETS 
(2 sheets, 2 cases! 
Бы "Bed Set (20,108) 
Twin Bed Set Тов, 
Queen Fed Set 16519913) 
King Bed Set (108x12212) 
3 letter monogram on cases 
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or elu set price. $3.00 to queen set price: $4.00 
Stt price. Send cheek or mo. 60% deposit оп € 


SCINTILLA, INC. 


dm 
Cica: 


- .. for the lady 
on your list who loves lovely 
things. A filmy froth of 100% 
nylon lace . . . fashioned into 
an off-one-shoulder nightgown 
that's most fabulously flattering. 
Gift box. Check style, size and 
color. 


Send your check or money order to: 


LITTLE DOVE 
P.O. BOX 897 
Reading, Pa. 


Style: Long ( ) $11.95 
Waltz Length ( ) $ 9.95 
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TALL AND LARGE SIZES 


‘BOTANY’ 500 


and other fashion branas 
‘exclusively in extra large 
‘or extra tall sizes. 
Write for complete. 
catalog P. 


Imperial wear 


for above average men 
26 West 40th St., N[Y.C- 
Phone: (212) WI 7-3660 


VISIT NEW YORK, HOME OF 
THESE 2 WORLD FAMOUS HITS! 


“THE TOP COMEDY HIT 
OF THE SEASON." t: 


cTUS FLOW WER 
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ROYALE THEA, 242 W. 45 St, М.Ү. 


AMERICA’S GREATEST 
MUSICAL HIT! 


3RD SMASH YEAR 
MAN ORDERS FILLED. Evs.: $9,90: Коу, 
e a E ы-ы: date WE бар: 
RCE EEN 
JAMES THEA. Ae М M ST. N.C. 
IF YOU CAN'T CET TO NEW YORK ТО 
SEE “HELLO DOLLY!” HEAR IT ON THE 
RCA VICTOR ORIGINAL CAST SHOW ALBUM. 
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be trained to cope with the overwhelming 
response from British applicants seeking 
the key ro what's happening. “We е 
pected that the Club would open with 
about five thousand members,” said Vic- 
tor Lownes, Playboy's European chief, 
“We got twenty thousand.” 

Of the 36,000 keyholders and gı 
who visited the Club in its first month, 
7000 were America ven they 
tomed to the upbeat, leisurely exciton 
that has become a Playboy Club hall 
mark, were impressed by the 51.500.000 
London layout, with its discotheque, 
showcasing live groups (as well as Bunny 
deejays who spin rhe latest hits), its 
ag са s four dance floors. 

The Club occupies oue of the costliest 
pieces of real estate in London—in N 
fair, between the Dorchester and Hilton 


sis 


П accus- 


os and 


gami 


hotels. The building was designed by 
Waher Gropius, the nowd G 


architect. Its entire length at the sidewalk 
level is faced with a 20-foochigh glass 
wall, discreeily draped from within with 
fiberglass netting, although guests who 
visit during the day will cnjey a pleas- 
andy pastoral view ol Hyde Park, which 
is just across the street. Above the Club's 
five floors are four. floors of luxury ap: 
ments 

which Frank Sinara remed shortly 
alter the Club's premiere, (Movicgoers 
who've been to the London Club and 


nd а roomy penthouse su 


ave seen Morgan! will recognize the 
have seen Morgan! will recognize the 
penthouse terrace as the site of Vanessa 
edgrave’s riotous wedding scene 

Redgi 1 ld АП 


of the Hats are available for daily, week- 
ly or monthly rentals—which range from 
$14.70 a day for a studio singl 
plete with kitchenette 


ат, 1o 


а 
week for the penthouse, which boasts а 


private rool gardes 
in addition 10 tw 
kitchen, dinette, stu 

Downstairs, as well as ше 
overall impression is one of luxury. so- 
phistication and intimacy. A gift bou- 


with decorative pool, 

bedroom, lounge, 
ce 

upstairs, 


and tei 


lique offering a specially selected. range 
ol merchandise Irom Austin Reed of 


London (as well as Playboy Products) is 
just inside the foyer. Two steps down is 
the Playmate Bar gaming room, where 
members Gin stop in for some blackjack 


of a few twirls of the roulette wheel be 
fore going on to the Playmate Bar itself, 
which seats 81 and features a Boot 


ad b are w: 


copi їз walls 
glow with backlit transparencies captur- 
ag the spirit of Playmates past. At the 
far end of the room is The Nook, where 
guests can dance to records. 

The floor above is adorned with a 
series of LeRoy Neiman — paintings 
— commissioned. especially for the Lon 
don Club—on the theme London. 1066. 
The colorsplashed oils present a ran 
dom view of the city's sport and night 


life. “Surprising paintings,” wrote a Daily 
Sketch critic. "Powerful, 
terpretative and full of movement. Out 
side, his art sells for anything from £1000 
to £6000 a painting. His work indicates 
the serious side of the enjoyment business.” 

Entering the fustlloor Living Room, 
one passes the Cartoon Corner— which, 
in the London Club, serves also as а 
small gaming arca. Here, too, is the ac- 
daimed Playboy evening buffet, served 
26-foot U-shaped expanse of Ash 


atop 
burion marble, with booth and table 
jg for more than 100 diners, At the 


cnd of the Living Room is the parquet 
discotheque dance floor, where the frug 


nd the monkey flourish until 3:30 a.m 

The next floor up is the elegant VIP 
Room—which has ly earned un 
stinting praise from discriminat 


t а backgrou 
velvet. cur- 


ish trenchermen, “Арай 
plush royal blue seati 
tains, blue tablecloths and 
«ошеа butlers and velverclad. Bunnies, 
gourmets enter а wonderland of gastron- 
omy. And all for £3/3/0 [58 9р7 wrote 
а correspondent in Britain’s aui 
Hotel and Restaurant Management. He 
added: "Surely the finest value in gastron 
omy this side of the Atlantic.” Fifty-two 
diners can enjoy the six courses in the 
posh confines of the VIP. Room, which 
quartet. Uhrice-nightly en- 
tertainment and a cocktail lounge. 

On the floor above the VIP Room is 
the walnut-pancled Playroom, the largest 
showroom in the Club. Here, the fen- 
m ament is provided three 
times cach week night and four times on 
Saturdays by а top-sank roster оГ per- 
formers, both American and European. 
Benveen the acts, there's dancing ог, for 
guxatory grati filet 
mignon and sizzling strip sirloin 


horiarive 


also boasts 


| enter 


ion, succulent 


The Club's biggest gambling arca 
is the fourth-lloor Penthouse Casino, 
where the action is threefold: craps, 


blackjack and roulette. Solt drinks, colle 
and sandwiches are served free of charge 
10 those trying to beat the system. Judg- 
ing by lly ht, 
this is not impossible: The casino showed 
a net loss of S84. "For that party it was 
worth it" a Club official shrugged the 
following morning. 

That party"—the opening of the 
London Playboy Club last June—was at- 
tended by most of the show-business ce- 
Jebrities in London, many of whom have 
since reru id again ло er 
the Club's manifold facilities. There 
were 58 newsmen from all over the 
world present: nine TV and newsreel 
crews jammed the lobby and trailed ca- 
bles and equipment. through the build- 
i опе of them, Visnews, fed footage to 
31 countries around the globe, And a 
film crew was at work on a documentary 


a house 


fter open 


d ag 


entitled Playboy Comes to London, which 
will soon be shown in theaters through- 
out the U.S. 

Stirling Moss was one of the first key- 
holders to arrive. A flash of Ес and 


strobe lights greeted -him as he showed 
his key-card to. Playmate-Door Bunny 
Dolly Read. then threaded his way 


through the black-tie crush the foyer, 
Without further pause, he made straight 
Casino, where he 
20 to the unbeatable ace 
queen that Bunny Jill the 


and 
Blackjack Bunny, had dealt herself. “I'm 


terribly sorry, sir,” she 

Minutes later the lobby crupied with 
another salvo of flashes at the appear- 
nce of Editor Publisher Hugh M. Hef- 
ner, Club President, escorting a lithe 
and gorgeous blonde, August Playmate 
Susan Denberg, who was im London 
completing a movie. Susan wore а sl 
ring sihverandgokl metalli 
minishift that seemed to have 
its own—and caused at least one dist 
ed male guest to address а pass 
ny as “Waiter.” Miss Denberg 
stood in the lobby to greet guests, whose 


Rolls-Royces and Bentleys were queuing 
bonnet to boot along Curzon Stre 
Lee Marvin arrived with Trini Lopez 


ad James С 1 three of them also 
jı England making films—Garner st 
ring in Grand Prix and Marvin and Lo- 
per The Dirty Dozen, Julie Chr 
appeared next, followed by Rex Harri 
son and his wile, Rachel Roberts. More 
flashbulbs. Then Ursula Andress swept 
in wearing her tawny hair long and loose: 
her was sideburned and musta- 
chioed Jean-Paul Belmondo, 

The l of Suffolk and Berkshire ar- 
rived soon after, followed by the Mar- 
nd Marchioness of Tavistock, Lady 
nc Townsend, Lady Annabel Bir- 
Jey (for whom Annabel’ named), direc- 
10r Roman Polanski (Knife in the Water 

al Repulsion) and his d: 
Tate, a pneumatic young sere 
the-making. They were greeted by Hef 
ul Robin Douglas-Home, nephew of 
the former Prime Minister and the Lon- 


escort 


quis 


Vanessa 
Bouchet and Joanna Peter, and singer 
Shirley Basey: Henry Luce IM, Time- 
Life Bureau Chief in London: ex-Cleve- 
d Browns fullback Jimmy Brown (yet 


another of The Dirty Р Gene 
Barry: Sidney Poitier: Hugh O'Brian: 
Casino Royale producer Charles Feld- 
man: Michelangelo Antonioni: Albert 
Finney: Princess Lee Radziwill and the 
Prince; Laurence Harvey: Richard Todd: 


Dame Marga 
and David Niven. 

Before ten v.m., the clubrooms were 
jammed with guests. This 16th link in 


Rudolf Nurcyev; 


the international key chain seats 399, 
and all the seats w filled; even the 
open areas were something less than 
open. At times, especially on the dance 
floor of the Living Room discotheque. 
this ide it difficult to avoid bodily 
contact with the likes of Miss Andress, 
Miss Christie and Miss Tate. Nobody 
complained. 
At one ройи, an attractive woman 
a wildly pauerned pantsand-jacket е 
semble walked through the Living Room 
Tall, beautiful Bunny Liz whispered to 
a cotontail cohort: “Isn't that Olga 
Detterding, the oil heiress?" Miss Detter- 
ding. overhearing. turned to her own 
companion: “Isnt that Sir Fordham 
Flower's daughter, Elizabeth?” Bunny Liz 
is, indeed, the 20-year-old debutante 
daughter of the late brewery milli 
who was chairman of the Memorial 
Theatre at Stratford on Avon. In the 
VIP Room, a dapper young American 
was telling singer-pianist. Bobbie Short, 
the featured. entertainer there, that the 
last time he'd seen him was in an out-of 
theway dub in Manhattan five ye 
that place,” Bobbie sa 
"E wish I owned this one. 
Up in the Playroom, all 126 seats were 
ed. Hel in a center 
booth and waited for the special show to 
begin. The house lights dimmed and the 
Bob Layzell Quartet struck up a medley 
ol show tunes. Cy Coleman flew in from 
the south of id entertained the 
crowd for 20 minutes. The Morgan [ames 
Duo sang and Woody Allen—wearing a 
blue corduroy suit belted in the back 
uneapectedly skipped onto the stage and 
sid: "Don't applaud; it slows up my 
thythm and I'm not used to acceptance 
on that scale.” A camera crew from the 


Merv Griffin show filmed Woody at work. 


The night’s entertainment was round- 
ed out by Playboy comedian Jackie 
Gayle. followed by Trini Lopez in the 


second u 
the evening. 


cd guest appearance of 


The show began at n ht and 
ended at 2:30. The guests moved out of 
the Playroom, some to gamble in the 


Penthouse € 
the Liv 


ino, some to gambol 
Room discorhéque. Late ar- 
rivals who had missed dinner stopped off 
on the first floor for а breaklast of scram: 
bled eggs, bacon, shepherd's pie, muffins 
and coflee, all for a modest ten shillings. 
The serious gamblers stayed: it would 


be 4:30 in the morning before last bets 
were called. 

We won't sty it’s exicily like that 
every night, but the in crowd, the tony 
jet seners and indigenous as well as visit 
ing showbiz talem have made the 
Club unofücial headquarters—a place, 


as they say. to sce and be seen 


If on your 
don't feel up то the disco-cs 
or The Playboy Clu чао 
sample one of ih strenuous (but 
equally rewarding) joys of London—the 


pub crawl. Since London pubs are gov 
ed by licensing laws of inscrutable 
you 


ntransigence, should embark as 
soon after di posible. You can 
make the crawl û deux or alone: if unac- 
companied. you cin be reasonably as- 
sured of encountering a suitable female 
companion before 100 long. You should 
also rent rather than rely on taxi 

The fascination that public houses 
have exerted over Englishmen for the 
past seven or eight centuries has no coun- 
terpart. The warmth. and glow of a log 


wa 
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fire in the grate of an old inn holds a 
ic all its own: the mood of pacific 
y evoked in an evening at a sturdy 
lile pub knows no equal. As the servant 
boy in Shakespeare's Hemy V pur it 
wid P were in an alehouse in Lon 
1 would give all my fame for a 
pot of ale and safety." 


In the 620 square miles that comprise 
Gr London, there are some 7000 
pubs. most of which fall into. distinct 


id many of which comb 
1: historical, literary, working-class, 
musical. waterfront, sporting, 
tourist. Beyond these 
ате pubs for the consciously avant-garde, 
Mampsiead pubs (popular among 
smooth young men on the make) and 
pubs for newspapermen, opera singers, 
policemen. longshovemen and Sherlock. 
Holmes fans. Having read this. you will 
probably be able to tell your date more 
about London pubs than she knows hei 
self, bui depend on her to remind yor 
their hows of business, which are 
AM. lo З vat, and 5:30 р.м. to 11 
except in certain pubs—such 
Ihe City—which close even ca 
Licensing hours on Sunday ev 
7 10 10:30. 

Iu and а 
markers 


and 


ound London's docks and 


е pubs (such as the Nag's 
Head, im Covent Garden) that open 
from 6:30 10 9 on weekday mornings, 


and although these are technically fe 
the reliel of porters and market mei 
chants, we have occasionally stopped. in 

sell returning fom a hand days 
night at the casinos, 

Among the older pubs you might care 
to visit is The Guinea, in Mayfair's Bru 
ton Place, which dates from. [425 and is 
mer umil 12:30 A.M. 
Nearby are the Hemy Holland, newly 
built, with Chanrington's Best. Віце 
lanerday equivalent of “the genuine 
stunning” that befuddled David Cop- 
perheld—on tap; Shepherds Tavern, 
with excellent English and French cook- 

э and a publie telephone housed i 
the Royal Sedan Chair once used by 
[& ms mil nd the Rose and 
Crown k Lane's only pub, formerly 
the last stop for condemned. prisoners on 

heir gloomy irek to Tyburn, 

1 behind Hyde Park Corner 
Grenadier, a favorite ol young 
my ойт, their pirllviends and 
a grouping unusual enougl 
10 produce a few memorable hours. The 
Ciy Barge. located on the 
Thames going toward Chichester, is 
other pub crawlers delight best savored 


ou 


licensed to serve di 


eor drivers, 


evenings, thei 
Preguem hau (both апе lo- 
ced in Fleet Stree). Actors gather at 
the Salisbury, St. Martin's Lane; politi 
cians ofen down their bitter at St 
tephens Tavern, close by the House of 


324 Commons, and BBC executives will be 


the Dover € 


found 
Mews. 

Away from the sophisticated environs 
of Mayfair and eastward on the river 
[тош is the Prospect of Whitby. one 
of London's most popular pubs, and 
bes visited in the winter months. di 
was built in the year the pilgrims left for 
the New World and in rowdier days wa 
a for bareknuckle bouis aud 
cockhghüng. Belore u the infamous 
"Hanging" Judge Jeflreys paid an occ 
nal call to watch the bodies of mut 
nous seamen swinging from the gallows 


sile, in Weymouth 


along Execution Dock. 
Closer to the city is Ye Olde Red 
aked 10 England's most ubiqu 


Iwayman, Dick Turpin, who 


Lion in 1739. mistaking him for a 
darme. Turpin kept his getaway gea 
great mare called Black Bess—stabled in 
the pub. and the key to Bess’ stall still 
hangs on the wall. Turpin's pistol and 
the leg rons he wore at Newgate Jail are 
ta Hampstead pub called the Spaniards, 
one of his other hangouts, reputed to 
have been built in—and named lor—the 
year of the Spanish Armada, This was 
one of Dickens’ favorite pubs and was 
the setting for the rollicking tea party he 
deseribed in the Pickwick Papers. Other 
literary figures who dropped in 10 seek 
the muse include Lamb, Shelley, Keats 
nd, most recently, Beatle John Lennon. 
Just off Tottenham Court. Road, at 47 
thbone Street, is the Duke of York 

bewildering but comfortable establish: 
ment full of old postcards. naval hat- 
bands. pinups and neckties. The last 
time we were there, a real film star was 
in residence, a great Dane named Colonel, 
who once played the title role in The 
Hound of the Baskervilles. 

Ye Olde Wrestlers Tavern, in High- 


gate, is said to stand over a tunnel 
wed by Turpin to escape Irom the 
omnipr Bow Soca Runners pro- 
totypes of the modern. bobby. Local 


wags, possibly fed up with secing Tur 
pin relies sanctilying every pub wall in 
the locality, sty the tunnel leads to. Jack 
Straw's Castle, а pub two or three miles 
away, in Hampstead. The Wrestlers, i 
cidentally. holds a ceremony known as 
ving on the horns" that is general 


served the first Friday in October. Its 
complicated ritual in which the loser 
has to buy a round of drinks and kiss the 


best-looking girl in the room. 

If you crave the big, amplified sound, 
seek our The Сам, at Tooting Broad 
way, South London's brashest 
pub. which draws all the sharpest local 
lasses. M. you find the tin-panic Tin-Fan 
Alley sound of The Castle 100. piercing 
drive farther south to Fair Green, Mitch 
am, and stop in at either the Crickete 
or at the adjacent pub on Cricket Green 
overlooking a beautifully manicined 
cricket pitch, During the summer. this is 
м idyllic spots iu. London. 


musical 


onc of the 


For Di d jazz, try The Plough, 
Stockwell, or the Hampton. Court, п 
Elephant and Castle, a district known to 
Londoners as The Elephant. Ac the Li 
liput, Bermondsey, and the 
Dragon, Acon. there's 


1 Ronnie Scott's Club, in Frith Street). 
les advisable to check with all pubs by 
phone before making the rounds, be- 
Cause of Cazy-quill schedules 

Pubs are mainly for drinking. but if 
the pangs of hunger begin to suike, 
most any of them will be able to serve 
you the substance of Empire: a tankard 
Of ale, а banger sausage or nwo, ported 
stilton and fresh-baked стиму bread, all 
for a little more than a dollar 

Few London pubs can serve a cocktail 
to American prescription, and if man- 
batams and martinis are your métier, 
better stick to the hotel bars or the 
clubs, It is both difficult and. unreason- 
ble to avoid brew in London, but those 
who insist on making the effort will find 
that the city's winehouses—Henekeys, 
Shorts, Finch's and Yaies—serve both 
nd spirits in. generous and inex- 


aret night clubs offer the 
or to London, in addition to enter 
ment and reasonably priced food and 
drink. dancing partners who will provide 


most any degree of togetherness you 
К for a price. of course, Among 
them are Murray's Cabaret Club. the 
Stork Club. the Astor, the Georgian and 


Between the discotheque and night 
club circuits and the London pub scene 
you will have covered the most fertile 
precinas in London's amatory acreage 
While it is at least possible ihat you 
might have dropped a few quid ar the 
casinos or a few shillings at darts during 
vour pub crawl. it is mathematically u 
likely that vou will not have encountered 
and suitably impressed а lady of your 
liking en route. Having accomplished 
this. you cin forget about working up a 
line of blarney when it gets close to the 
wishing hour: it’s not necessary in 1 

and your charming companion will 
the first to tell you so. Chances are she 
lives on the other side of town with her 
faimates, so a retirement for drinks at 
your digs is in order. 

M by some freak ol c се vou ve 
completed а tour of London's night scenc 
and still find yourself unaccompunied. you 
may wish to make your way back to Lite 
ht Soho: а date, its wo 
goed to miss. From the open door ol a 
colleehouse you will hear dialects of half 
а dozen 
Homs electric rok pierces the 
night, burlesque barkers hail passersby. 
while a strikingly young girl stands in a 
doorway, halt smiles and 
head to an upperstory window. 

Until the Street Offenses Act several 
х back, prostitution openly flour- 


even wih 


п and Asian countries, 


uropca 
Маге, 


indines her 


"ws pound dark raisins 1 
М, pound currants 1 
1 1 
1 


teaspoon nutmeg 


4 teaspoon cloves 
» deasoon cinnamon 


а cup chopped walnuts 
4 cups sifted flour E осо 


PLAYBOY 


INQUIRING 
REPORTER 


Tea 


“Sorry. I'm not used to thinking on my feet.” 


ished in London; in Soho, where the 
sidewalks were littered with ladies on 
the ma it formed the major local in- 


dustyy—and the principal tourist autrac- 
tion. While the bobbies lowered the 
boom on street soliciting, they left 


the ved light burning brightly on prosti- 
tution per se. Soho's reputation for open 
vice has declined; but the girls simply 
moved amd began a unique 
pointofsale advertising campaign. 10 re- 
gain their lou wade. The bulletin 
boards of local news agents and tobi 
conists suddenly blossomed with post- 
cards offering such seemingly innocuous 
wl services as "French ches, 42” 
Ballroom lessons, ?4 hours a 
coats repaired 
y" and the now-classic news- 
paper ad—"Erection and Demolitio 


indoors. 


followed by a lady's telephone number— 
which somehow slipped into the very 
proper Daily Telegraph. The ingenious 
misereant was discovered when an unsus- 


peaing clergyman complained to the pa- 
pers editor alter he had telephoned: to 
have his garden shed remove 
Eventually the vice squad cracked 
down on the ads, 100, but with a lenien- 
«у that suggests its heart wasn't in it. 
Most professionals still advertise on no- 
tice boards outside back-strcet shops. and 
t's a fair bet that almost every handwrit- 
ten ad containing the words “tuiti 
“French” or "Swedish. translati 
lead the curious 10 wharer 
326 seeks. In Soho itself (and 


d he 
Shepherd 


Market and Bloomshi 
way bears the penciled card, 
Second Floor Up.” 

Soho bookshops are equally candid 
about the vicarious sex they provide. 
Readily available is genuine pornography 
—hard-, medium- and soft-core—in the 
form of books, photographs and films. 
U. S. Customs inspectors take а dim view 
of those who attempt to bring such mer 
chandise back to the States, an attitude 
that sharply contrasts with the unhypo- 
critical openness with which pornography 
is displayed, discussed and distributed on 
the streets of Soho 


y) many а door- 
‘Model, 


Burlesque, London siyle, is really 
something else. Walk around Soho and 
take your pick of any one of a dozen 


flesh festivals, where the featherless birds 
shed Waditions and а great deal more in 
a tinselly atmosphere of pop and circum- 
stance. Ш you need ап excuse to visit— 
and why should you?—you can sty you 
want 16 observe the audience. Unlike 
American devotees of the striptease, 
Englishmen do not whistle while the ac 
tion is under way, but nod approvingly, 
clap with resuained enthusiasm alter 
cach acr and carry on with the evening 
crossword puzzle when the lights go up. 
If you watched only the audience, you 
might chink you were in the west stands 
at Wimbledon. Because the licensing of 
burlesque houses seems 10 date from the 
days when Shakespeare was doing bawdy 
bits at the old Globe, first-time visitors 
nominal membership fec—after 


which they get in for the dollar or two 
admission. 

Having seen (and possibly sampled) 
the best of Soho, you are probably ready 
10 retum 10 your hotel, perhaps for а 
final drink û deux—and а recuperative 
rest 10 prepare you for another day on 
the town, Perhaps it will be the inevitable 
rainy day—coupled with the urge to 
see the classic sights, rather than immedi 
ately continuing your quest for excitement. 
this event, the conventional tourist 
tactions London oleis should not bc 
missed. The Tower of London, West- 
minster Abbey, Big Ben, the Houses of 
Parliament, No. 10 Downing Sueet, 
Tower Bridge, Buckingham Palace and 
the Changing of the Guard, the N 
al Gallery at Trafalgar Square, the 


Gallery, the British Museum, m t 
Royal Albert. Hall, the Royal Ballet at 
Covent Garden—all provide. stunning. 


wights imo England's traditions. and 
national character, Madame Tussaud's 
Wax Museum is camp of a high order. 
The basement is a series of tableaux of 
the bered murders, 


world’s: most. reme 
nd upstairs the personages in wax 
range from Napoleon to the Beatles. 


England is now the world’s leading 
movie capital, at least in quality, so 
don’t be surprised if you happen upon 
such firs-tank directors as Tony 
Richardson, Bryan Forbes or Richard 
Lester shooting exterior footage 

A profitable afiernoon might be spent 
doing bu with a irl 
ndon's many bei 
season, the horses run Sandown, 
Kempton and Alexandra parks, and four 
evenings a week greyhounds race at 
White City or Wembley stadiums. Of all 
sports distinctly English, soccer is the c 
st to fathom and the most exciting to 
ich. Most of London's 
marks and diversions are readily readh- 
able by double-decker bus, not a bad wa 
to rubberneck en route to where you're 
bound. Take a subway if you're in à hur 
ry. London's transport system is clean, 
cllicient and cheap, although it's best to 
stay clear of it during rush hours. Cabs 
e plentiful and moderately priced. 
For those more acquisitive than inquis- 
©, colorful and bargain-stocked street 
h weekend in Pen 
ne, Portobello Road and Brixi 
ket, where you can pick up antique 
ica-brac (and the occasional тате find) 
fraction of what you would pay in 
the States. Visit one with a date, dress 
casually, and il your palate is adven- 
turous, sample the jellied cels or the 
cockles, wiih v «| pepper, that 
are staples of the eateries round abou 
these pudicus. 

Finally, th. 
stores, he unobir 


ines account 


g shops. In 


м at 


markets flourish c; 
coat L 
м, 


a 


t arc the vast department 
ve Savile Row tailors 
nd the thousands of shops that linc 
every fashionable street, stocked with 
merchandise of staggering variety in 


both quantity and quality. At Fort 


& Mason, in Piccadilly, the clerks wear 
frock coats and striped pants. Londoners 
have shopped here for gourmet foods for 
almost three centuries, amid the glitter 
of chandeliers and the hush of deep-pile 
carpet. The store has three excellent res- 
таш and also stocks Fortnum's leg 
endary shooting sticks, picnic hampers, 
china and crystal. Service is exemplary. 

For the firsttime visitor to London. 
the surest way of locating the finest 
stares is to go to the bookstore of Her 
Majesty's Stationery Office (in. Ki 
at the end of the Strand) and purchase 
the list of Royal Warrant Holders, lot 
whom represent establishments that 
have provided at least three years of im. 
peccible service to the Crown. Few 
stores are likely to give you cause for 
complaint, however, and whether or not 
t Holders, 


sway, 


you restrict yourself to W 
you will be received courteously. 

While London's Inge stores offer all 
the conventional amenities, there arc 
quite a few establishments that. provide 
more bizarre essentials, such as Wi 
son's, the sword and razor people, who 
can make you a custom fitted bulletproof 
ves. Savory & Moore will sell you 
hangover cures; Henry Potter offers mili 
tary drums, flutes, bugles and pipes; Sel 
fridges specializes in haggis; Руша" 
features life-sized model сері, 
Bentley's, of Swallow Street, w 
you with canned kangaroo soup 

You can buy antique musical auro. 
mata from S. F. Sunley: handmade ciga 
rettes from Morland, of James Bond 
fame; rare books from Foyles or Hat 
dards: custom shotguns from Purdey or 
Cogswell & Harrison; hats from Lock's: 
model ships as well as armor and other 
military trappings from E. F: 
pipes fiom Рап: tools from As- 
preys (а hued chest in walnut will set 
you back $490); toys from Hamleys: 
ds from Hunt & Winterbotham: 
handmade umbrellas from Swaine Ade 
ney Brigg and secondhand London 
taxis from S. Morris ($300 to $1500) 
snuff from Fribou 


and 
ll equip 


tw 


& Treyer; silk ties 
from Harvie & Hudson; custom shirts 
from ‘Turnbull and Asser; and Savile 
Row suits from Anderson & Sheppard 
Henry Poole, Hawkes, Gieves and J. C. 
Wells. When buying а suit. incidentally 
remember that it takes about three weeks 
to make one on Savile Row, and choose 
a cloth that won't be too heavy for State 
side central heating. The current “in” 
tailor is Doug Hayward, of the firm Ma 
jor Hayward Ltd, who makes suits for 
Michael Caine, Terence Stamp and John 
Osborne, a yng others. Custom shoes can 
be ordered at Maxwell's, st around 
$70, and Les Leston sells wood-rim steer 
ing wheels and auto-rally equipment. At 
the 


ish Drama League you can buy 
records of British and American dialects 
and the Scotch House can fit you out in 
any tartan to which you lay claim. 

Мег you've succumbed to the tempta 


Excitingly new, surprisingly different aromatic pipe tobacco! 


© пнен n.4 nevNovos тозассо company, winsrow-sateu. ne. 
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tions of London's fantastic shopping, 
there's much to lure you beyond the city 
limits as well. whether it be to a tryst at 
in the adjacent counties 
of Ѕимех. Hampshire. Berkshire or 
Hertfordshire. or à visit to an old ances- 
iral seat И tme permits. vou should 
drive out to the west country, to the 
granite moors of. Cornwall, where 1 
creeks, hedgelined lanes, lichen-covered 
churches, tiny villages and blackaock 
cliffs spawned legc ds of King Arthur. 
The remains of his Sixth Century castle 
Drive across the county into 


а созу 


Devonshire, through the medieval town. 
of and imo Dorsetshire (re- 
now йз local lobster and Blue 
Vinny cheese). belore stopping lor a 


heat an itm in the tiny seafront v 
с of Lyme Regis. И you feel like it, 
walk along the beach to Charmouth and 
pick 50.000,000-year-old lossils from the 
Gumbling ditl: then drive on eastward 
to London via the cathedral city of Sali 
bury, with а detour to Stonehenge 


Then on to Reading and through the 


Thames Valley via Windsor Castle and 
Runnymede, where King John signed 
the Magna Charta. in 1215. 


ver yon travel. London will 
draw you back—to its compelling excite- 
ment and multitudinous diversions. You 
will never see all there is to see, because 
there is simply too much: and each sea- 
son of the year presents a dillerent city— 
with ат зору of attractions, In 
large measure, London's special mood— 
pan metropolis and part haniler—is due 
то the unique nat of its 8,000,000 in- 
habitants, who refuse to succumb to Ше 
regimented drudgery that sometimes 
frustrates urban dwellers elsewhere. As a 
result. London is a city both serene and 
vial immensely sophisticated yet un 
ashamedly sexy, highly civilized but not 
oppressive. When irs time to leave, 
you'll have no regrets, because you know 
you'll be back: one good turn about 
London obviously deserves. another. 


Hi, there! We're starting a new business service here 
in your neighborhood, and we wondered . . ^ 


EXPENSIVE PLACE Т0 DIE 
(continued from page H4) 


leaned acies to the woman with the 
green eve shadow and said loudly. “They 
mean no harm, thev are drunk, but 
е sure they leave immcdiatcl Hc 
looked back toward Loiscau to scc if 


ing of human 


пише wa 


the 
1 thought he 


woman s; 


noddi 10 me was from 


the insurance company when he first 
came. 
1 heard Byrd say, “I will nor take it 


back: hes а rouen. little swine 

"Perhaps said dinner-jacket tactful- 
ly. “you would be kind enough to make 
sure that your friends come to по harm 
in the street. 

I said, "If they get out of here in one 
piece, they can take their own chances in 
the street.” 

“Since you can't take a hi 
diner jacket, “let me make it cle 

“He's with me.” siid Loiseau 

The man shied, “Chiel Inspector 
said dinner-jacket, "I am desolated." 


LU said 


We leaving anyway.” said Loi- 
sean, © Dinner jacket 
smiled and turned back to the woman 


with green eve shin 
“You go where you like, 
staying right here.” 
Dinnerjacket swiveled 
glove puppet. 
put а hand on my arm. "T 
“he you wamed to talk about get 
your carte de wjour hom the 


w 


I said. Tm 


back like a 


Loise 


on 
thou 


elecume” 
Dm having no trouble 
carie de sejour," 1 said. 


Exactly.” 


geuing my 
and moved 
through the crowd toward the door. 

T followed. 

Near the entrance there was а 
containing а book ol newspaper 
pi wmd catalogs. The woman 
green eve shadow called do us 
ollered Loiseau her hand and then 
reached out to me. She held the wrist 
limp. as women do when they half expect 
a man to kiss the back of their hand. 
“Please sign the visitors’ book.” she said. 

Loiseau bes 


said Lou 


table 
clip- 
with 

she 


sok and wrote, 
ude Loi- 
“Comments” he wrote 
“stimulating.” "Ehe woman swiveled the 
book to mc. I wrote my name, and under 
“Comments” 1 wrote what 1 always write 
when 1 dont know w 
“uncompromising, 


t over the 


in neat пе 


попіс writing, UC 


sca: under 


to sy- 


The woman nodded. “And your ad 
dics" she suid 

1 was about to point out that no one 
clc had writen their address in the 
book, but when a shapely young woman 
nks dor my address, Fm nor the man to 


be secretive. 1 wrote its “Oo Le Petit 
Legionnaire, Rue St. Ferdinand, iene.” 
The woman smiled to Loiscau in a fa. 


miliar way. She said, “I know the Chief 


Criminal Investiga- 
Nationale, Rue 


Inspector's addr 
tion Depa 
des Sauss 


Loi У office had that cramped, mel- 
ancholy atmosphere that. policemen rel- 


ish. There we 


ге two small silver pots for 
the shooting team that Loiseau had led 
to victory in 1959 and several group 
photos—one showed Loiscau in amy 
uniform standing in [ront of a tank. Loi- 
large M 1050 automatic 
from his waist and. put it into a drawer. 
"I'm going to get something smaller,” he 
said. “This is oru my suit.” He 
locked the drawer carefully and then 
went though the other drawers of his 
desk, willing through the contents and 
slimming them dosed until he laid a 
dossier on his Моне 

“This is your dossier,” sa 
He held up a print of the photo that 
appears on my carte de séjour. " 'Occupa- 
he read, "'navelagency direc 
He looked up at me and I 
nodded. “That's a good. job?" 

"It suits me," I said, 

“lt would suit mı 
"Eight hundred new fr 
and you spend most of 
amusing yourself." 


кели brous 


said Loiscau. 
ncs cach week 
your time 


“Theres a revived interest in leisure, 
1 said. 
“L hadn't noticed any dedine among 


the people who work for me." He 
pushed his Gauloises toward me. We lit 
up and looked at each other, Loiscau 
was about 50 years old. Short, muscular 
body, with big shoulders. His face was 
th tiny scars and part of his left 
ng. His hair was pure white 
and very short. He had plenty of energy, 
but not so much thar he was prepared to 
waste апу. He his jacket on his 
chair back and rolled up his shirt sleeves 
very neatly. He didn’t look like а police- 


“France has a particularly complex police 
system. The Siveté Nationale is the po- 
lice system for all France that operates 
divectly for the Minister of the Interior 
in the Ministry at Rue des Saussaies, At 
Quai des Orfevres, there is the Prefecture, 
which does the same job for Paris. There 
is also the gendarmeric—recognized by 
their khaki coats in summer—3dho police 
the whole of France under the orders of 
the Army Ministry and ате, in effect, 
soldiers. As well as this, there ave special 
groups—Gardes Mobiles and C.R.S. 
(Compagnie Républicaine de Sécuri 
companies—which aw highly mobile and 
have violent striking power, Loieau 
worked for the first-named, the Sûreté 
Nationale, who, as well as all standard 
police work, also attend to counterespio- 
nage, economic espionage (unions and 
potential strikes, etc.), frontier policing 
and gaming. The 60 C.R.S. units ae 
also controlled by one of the directorates 
(Public Security) of the Süreté Nationale. 


man now, more like a paratroop colonel 
planning a coup. 

"You ше т es about 
M. Datt's clinic on the Avenue Foch." 

"Everyone keeps telling me that.” 

"Who for?" 

1 said, "I don't know about that place, 
and I don't want to know about it. 

"I'm treating you like an adult, 
Loiscau. “If you prefer to be treated like 
а spotty-laced jv., then we can do that, 
too.” 


“I'd like to know who you are work- 
ing for. However, it would take a couple 
of hours in the hen cage to get that out 
of you. So for the time being FI tell you 
this: 1 am interested in that house and I 
don’t want you to even come downwind 
of it. Stay well away. Tell whoever you 
are working for that the house in 
Avenue Foch is going 10 remain a little 
secret of Chief Inspector Loiscau." He 
sed, wonde 


рә ng how much more to 
tell me. “There are powerful interests 
volved. Violent groups are engaged in 


a struggle for criminal powe 
“Why do you tell me that?” 


“I thought you should kuow." He 
gave a Gallic shrug. 

Why?" 

Don't you underst These men 
are dangerous." 

“Then why aren't you dragging them 

your office instead of me" 

"Oh, they аге 100 clever for us. Also, 

they have well-placed friends who pro- 


tect them. It’s only when the friends fail 
that they resort to . . . состсй 
mail, killing, even. But always skillfully.” 
They sty it's better to know the 
judge than to know the law.” 
"Who says that?” 

1 heard it somewhere 
You're an eavesdropper,” 
u. 

1 am," 1 said. 


said Loi 


ses 


And а damned. good 


aly. 
avorite indoor sport 
namic and yet sedentar 


Dy- 
а game of skill 


no special equipment . . ." 


clever,” he said sadly, 
1 matter. Do you know 


means? 

“No, I don't know what that me 

“It means that you might well spend 
one morning next week being lifted out 
of some quiet backwater of the St. Ma 
tin canal and traveling down to the 
Medico-Legal Institute where the boys 
in butchers’ aprons and rubber boots 
live. They'll take an inventory of what 
they find in your pockets, send your 


*An old building on a prison site adja- 
cent to Maras Square near Austerlitz 
Station. It is used as а mortuary. 


Осе, put 
freeze you to 
and put you 


ht degrees cen 
а rack with two oth 
foolish lads. "The superintendent. will 
phone me and ГИ have to go along and 
identify you. Pll hate doing that, because 
at this time of year there are clouds of 
flies as large as bats and a smell that 


reaches to Austerliz Station.” He 
paused. "And we won't even investigate 
the affair. Be sure you understand.” 


1 siid, "I understand, all right. Pye be- 
come an expert at recognizing threats, no 
matter how veiled they are. But before 
you give a couple of cops tape 
and labels and m. 
nal, make sure you choose men that you 
department doesn't find indispensable: 

Alas, you have misunderstood". said 
Loiseaw's mouth, but his eyes didn't say 
that. He stared. “We'll leave it like that, 
ши" 

‘Just leave it like that,” 1 interrupted. 
“You tell your cops to carry the capes 
h the Iead-shot hems and UI wear my 


allowed his face to become as 
lly as it could become. 

“I don't know where you fit into 
M. Dat's clinic, but until I do know, 
ig you very closely. If it’s 
a political affair, then let the political 
departments request information. There's 
по point in us being at each other's 
throat. Agreed?” 

Agreed.” 

“In the next few days you n 
contact with people who claim to be act 
ing for me. Don't believe them, Aw 
thing you want to know, come back to 
me directly. Fm 22.22. If you cant 
reach me here, then this office will know 
where 1 am. Tell the operator that ‘Un 
sourire est different d'un rire’ 

"Agreed," I said. The French still use 
those silly code words that are imposible 
to use if you are being overheard 


ight be in 


“One last thing,” said. Loiscau. "I cau 
sce that no advice, however well meant, 
can register with you, so ler me add that, 


should you tackle uh and come 

off bcst"—he looked up 10 be sure 0 

I was Tistening—"then I will person 

guarantee 0 

for five ye: 
“Ch 


rs ad 


ble beyond his normal duties. 
"You might be going furthe 


than 


Of course I 
iimed my present powerful posi 
tion by ng ten percent. mare 
authority th given.” Me lifted 
the phone and jangled the receiver rest 


Жетт police officers in France are 


assigned their own private lines. 


PLAYBOY 


330 


so that its bell tinkled in the outer office. 
Te must have been a prearranged signal, 
because his assistant came quickly. Loi- 
seau nodded то indicate the meeting 
was over. 

"Goodbye" he said. “It was good to 
sec vou 

“A 

“NATO conference on falsification of 
cargo. manifests, held in Bonn, April 
056. You represented B. А.О. R. if I 
remember. right! 

“You talk in endless riddles, 


I said. 


"Eve never been in Bonn." 

"You are a glib fellow,” said Loiscau. 
“Another ten minutes and you'd п. 
vince me fd never been there.” Не 


turned to the assistant, who was waiting 
to conduct me downstairs. “Count the 
fire extinguishers after he's left," said 
Loiseau. "And on no account shake 
ds with him: you might find yourself 
g thown ino the Faubourg St 
Honoré. 

When 1 left, L walked toward the Fau- 
bourg St. Honoré looking lor a taxi. 
From the gratings in the road there came 


“I lell you, Harry, it’s a shock 


the sound of a Métro nain, its dater 
mulled by four huddled elochards ans- 
ious [or the warmuh of the sour subter- 
тапеап air. One of them came hall awake, 
troubled by a bad dream. He yelled and 
then mumbled. 

On the corner an E-type was parked. 
As T turned the corner, the headlights 
flashed and it moved toward me- 1 stood 
well back as the door swung open. A 
woman's voice said. “Jump in.” 
ot right now,” T said. 


Maria Chauvet was 32 years old. 
She had kept her looks, her gentleness, 
her figure, her sexual optimism, her re 
spect Тог men's cleverness. her domestic 
tion, She had lost her girlhood friends, 
her shyness, her literary aspirations, her 
obsession with clothes and. her. husband. 
ir swap. she decided. Time 
had given her a greater measure of 
independence. She looked around the 
ant gallery without seeing even one. per- 
son that she really desired to see again, 
And yet they were her people: the ones 
she had known since her carly 90s, 


ng commentary on 


our modern civilization when an apparently sweet, 
innocent young woman takes lessons in Judo." 


the people who shared her tastes in ci 
ma, travel, sports and books. Now she no 
wished to hear their opinions 
about the things she enjoyed and she 
only slightly wished 10 hear their opin 
ions about the things she hared. The 
paintings here were awful, they didn't 
exuberance: they 


even show а childish 
were old. jaded and sad. She hated 
were too real Aging was 


they becme 
ye wasn't 


is things grew older 
more real, and although a 
something she dreaded, she didn't want 
to hu that direction 

M hoped that Loiscau 
going to be violent with the Englishman 
that he had taken away. Ten years ago 
she would have said something 10 Loi- 
seau, bur now she had learned discre- 
tion, and discretion had become more 
and more vital in Paris. So had violence, 
come to that. Mari concentrated. on 
what the artist was saying to her. ". . . 
the relationships between the spirit oL 
man and the material things with which 
he surrounds himself 

Maria had a slight feeling of claustro- 
phobia: she also had a he 
should take an aspirin, and yet she 
didn’t, even though she knew it would 


vd 


wasn't 


relieve the pain. As а child she bad com 
plained of pain and her mother had said 
that à woman's Hife is accompanied. by 


pain, Thats what it’s like w be 
man, her mother had said, to know 
ache or а pain all day, every day. Her 
mother had found some sort of stoic sir 


suction in that statement, but the pros 


pect had terrified Maria. It still terrified 
her and she was determined to disbelieve 
it. She tried to disregard all pains, as 
though by acknowledging them she 
might confess her le frailty. She 
wouldn't take am aspirin. 

She thought of her ten-year-old son. 
He was living with her mother in Flan- 
ders. It was not good lor a child to 
spend а lot of time with elderly people. 
Tt was just а temporary measure and. vet 
Ш the time he was there she felt vaguely 
guilty about going out to dinner or the 
Cinema. or even evenings like this. 
Take that painting near the door.” 


4 the artist, “Holocaust, Quo Vadis? 


E 


There you have the vulture that 
represents the ethereal and...” 

Maria had had enough of him. He was 
a ridiculous fool; she decided 10 leave. 


The 


crowd had Бесе more static 
that ys increaved her claustro- 
phobia, as did people in the Métro 
standing motionless. She looked at his 
flabby Lace and his eyes, greedy and scav- 
enging for admiration among this crowd 
ly dheneehes. "Em 
going now,” she said. “I'm sure the show 
will be a big succes. 

“Wait а moment,” he called, but she 
had timed her escape to coincide with a 
gap in the crush was through 
the emergency exit, across the cour and 
away. He didn't follow her. He probably 


now 


aly 


whe admired € 


ad she 


already had his eye on some other wom- 
an who could become interested in art 
lor a couple of weeks. 

Maria loved her car, not sinfully but 
proudly. She looked alter it and drove it 

to the Rue des Saus 
sais. She positioned the car by the side 
of the Ministry of the Interior, That was 
the exit they used at night. She hoped 
Loiseau wouldn't keep 
long. This area near the Elysée Р: 
was alive with patrols and huge Berliet 
buses, full of armed cops, the motors 
running all night in s 
pewol. They wouldn't do anything to 
her, of course, but their presence made 
her uncomfortable, She looked at hi 
wrist watch. Fifteen minutes the Engh 
man had been there. Now, the sentry 
was looking back into the courtyard. 
This must be he. She flashed the head- 
lights of the E-type. Чу on time; 
jux as Loiseau had told her. 

The woman laughed. It was a pleasant, 
musical laugh. She said, "Not in an 
E-type. Surely no whore solicits from ап 
Etype. Is it a girl's ca" It the 
woman from the art gallery. 

"Where I come from," 1 said, “tl 
call them hairdressers” cars." 

She laughed. I had a feeling that she 
had enjoyed my mistaking her for one of 
motorized prostitutes that. prowled 
district. I got in alongside her and 
she drove past the Ministry of the In- 
terior and out onto the Malesherbes. 
She 

"I hope Lois 
time.” 

“Му resident's card wa 


yi 


u didn’t give you a bad 


s out of date.” 


“Pool!” she scoffed. "Do you think 
а fool? You'd be at the Prelecture if 
that was the cise, not the Ministry of the 


terior.” 

So what do you think he wante 
She wrinkled her nose. “Who can tell? 
Jean-Paul said you'd been asking ques- 
tions about the clinic on the Avenue 
Foch.” 

Suppose I told you I wish I'd 
heard of the Avenue Foch 

She put her foot down and I watched 
the speedometer spin. There was a 
screech of tires as she turned gently on- 
to the Boulevard Haussmann. "I'd be- 
lieve you,” she said. "I wish Fd never 
heard of it.” 

I studied her. She was no longer a girl 
—perhaps about 30; dark hair and 
dark eyes; carefully applied make-up: 
her clothes were like the car, not brand- 
new but of good quality. Something in 
her relaxed manner told me that she had 
been married, and something in her 
overt friendliness told me she no longer 
was, She came into the c without 
losing speed and entered the whirl of 
ic cflorilessly. She flashed the lights 
a collision course 
e Avenue 
veway. 


ever 


ata taxi that was о 


and he sheered away. In 
Foch, she turned into a dr 


“Note the piquant tartness al the first 
taste, subsiding subtly 


to a delicate, gracious nuance . . . 


e wc are," she said. “Let's t 


The house was kuge and stood back 
in its own piece of ground. At dusk the 
rench shutter themselves tightly aga 


st 


the night. This gaunt house was no 
exception. 
Near to, the cracks iu the plaster 


showed like wrinkles in a face carelessly 
made up. The атас was pounding 
down the Avenue Foch, but that was 
over the garden wall and far away 

“Зо this is the house on the Av 
Foch," I said. 

“Ye the girl. 

The big gates closed behind us. A man 
with a Hashlight ca 
ows. He had a small mongrel dog on a 
chain. 

“бо ah 


е out of the shad 


d," said the man. He waved 
without exerting himself. I 
that the man was a onetime 


ai 


uessed 


dog was a German shepherd 

We drove down a coucreie r 
a large underground 
about 20 c 
foreign makes: Ford 
Bentley convertible. A man s 
near the Hilt called, “Leave the keys 

Maria slipped off her soft dri 
shoes amd pur on a pair of eve 
shoes y close," she said quietly. 

I patted her gently. “That's close 
enough.” she said 

When we got out of the lift on the 


there of various expensive 
s, Ferraris, a 
ding 


on 


ground floor, everything seemed red 
plush and cut glass—un décor maison fin 
de siécle—and all of it was tinklin 
laughter, the medals 


coins, the c 


ass shades; there were huge mir- 
rors and Chinese vases on plinths. Girls 


long ex 
orously on d 


g dresses were seated dec- 
wide sweep of the stair- 
case, and n alcove a barman was 
pouring drinks as fast as he could work. 
It was а very fancy affair; it didn't have 
the Republican Guard in polished hel 
meis lining the staircase with drawn 
sabers, but you had the feeling that 
they'd wanted to come. 


Maria leaned across and took two 
glasses of champagne and some biscuits 
п caviar. One of the men 


п seen you for ages.” M 
hout much regret. The man 
You should have been in there to- 
night. One of them was nearly killed. 
He's hurt; badly hur,” 

Maria nodded. Behind me I heard a 
say, “He must have bec 
agony. He wouldn't have screamed like 
that unless he had been in agony.” 
always do that, it doesn't mean 


“L cam tell а real scream fr 
one,” said the woman. 

"How?" 

“A real scream has no music, it slurs, 
it... screeches. Из ugly." 

“The cuisine,” said а voice behind me, 
“сап be superb; the very finely sliced 


m a Cal 
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smoked pork served hot, cold citrus 
fruits divided in half, bowls of strange 
hot grains with cream upon them. And 
those huge eggs that they have here in 
Europe skillfully [ried crisp on the out 
side and yet the yolk remains almost 
. Someiimes smoked fish of various 
ids" 1 turned to face them. The 
ker was a middle-aged Chinese in 
g dies. He had been speaking to 
an and as he caught 
my eye he si Tam explaining to my 
colleague the fine Anglo-Saxon breakfast 
at Г always enjoy so much." 
his is M. Kuang tien," s: 
roducing us. 
And you, M: e exquisite this 
evening," said M. Kuang tien. He spoke 
а few lines of soft Mandarin, 
"Whats thai?" asked M 
"hes a poem by Shao Hsün-méi, a 
poet and essayist who admired very 
much the poets of the West. Your dress 
reminded me of 
“Say it in F 
“It is indelic 
apologe 


spe 
eve 


id Maria, 


neh.” said Ma 
* He smiled 


softly: 


“Ah, lusty May is again burning, 

А мп iv born of а virgin's hiss: 

Sweet tears tempt me, always tempt 
me 

To [eel between her breasts with my 


lips. 


Here life is as eternal as death, 

As the trembling happiness on a 
wedding night; 

If she is not a rose, a rose all white, 

Then she must be redder than the 
red of blood.” 


hed. "I thought you were 
going she must. be redder than 
the cse People's Republic.” ” 

"Ab. Is not possible," said M. Kuang- 
cien, and laughed. gently. 

Maria steered me away from the two 
Chinese, "We'll see you later." she called 


over her shoulder. "He gives me the 
creeps.” she whispered. 

“Why?” 

"USweer tears? Cif she isn't white 
shell he red with blood’ death 
tween breasts!" She shook away the 
thought of it. “He has a sick, sadistic 
steak in him that frightens me 


A man came pushing through 
crowd, “Who's your f d?” he asked 
Maria. 

n Englishman,” sid Mar 


“An 


old friend,” she added тау. 
“He looks all right," said the man ар. 
provingly. “But I wished 10 see you i 


those high patent shoes.” He made 
clicking sound and laughed, bui. Maria 
didn't Al around us the guests were 
talking excitedly and drinking. 
"Excellent" said a voice I recognized 
Te was M. Dau. He smiled at Мана, Datt 
was drewed in a dark jacket, swiped 
trousers and black tie. He looked remark- 


332 ably calm, unlike so many of his guests, 


his brow was not flushed nor his collar 
wrinkled. “Are you going in?” he asked 
Maria, He looked at his pocket watch. 

"hey will be two minutes.” 

Т don't think so,” said Mar 
“OF course you are," said Dau. 
w you will enjoy it." 
"Not tonight,” said Mar 
“Nonsense,” said Бан gently. “Three 
more bouts, One of them is a gigantic 
Negro. A splendid figure of а man with 
gigantic hands" Dart lifted one of his 
own hands 10 demonstrate, but his eyes 
watched Maria very closely. She became 
gitated under his gaze and 1 felt her 
grip my hand tightly, as though in fear. 
A buzzer sounded and people finished 
their drinks and. moved toward the rear 

door. 

Datt put his hands on our shoulders 
and moved us the way the crowd. went. 
As we reached the Euge double doors. Т 
saw into the salon, A wrestling ring was 


You 


set up in the center and around il were 
folding chairs formed up in rows. The 
salon itself was а magnificent room with 


golden caryatids, а decorated 
enormous mirrors, fine 
rich red carpet. 


ceiling, 
tapestry and a 
Аз the spectators seuled, 
the chandeliers began to dim. The 
atmosphere was expectant. 

‘Take a scat, Maria," said Рап. “It 
will be a fine fight; lots of blood.” 
Maria's palm was moist in m 

“Don't be awful" said Maria. 
let go of my hand and moved 
the seats. 

“sit with Jean-Paul” said Dart. “I 
want to speak with your friend.” 


but she 
toward 


Maria's hand trembled. 1 looked 
around and saw Jean-Paul for the first 
time. H. seed alone, "Со with 
Jean-Paul" said Date gently 


with Joan 
“Agreed,” 


he smiled. "ГИ sit 
4 Maria 10 me. 

I said. By the time she was 
seated, the first two wrestlers were dr 
cling each other. One was an Algerian, 1 
would guess: the othe 
yellow һай. The man w 
lunged forward. The Algeria 
one side, caught him on the hip 
ed him heavily with the top of his he: 


aw 


The crack of head meeting chin was fol- 
lowed by the sharp intake of breath by 
the audience. On the far side of the 
room there was nervous tiner of 


огей walls showed the 


laughter. The m 


wrestlers repeated all around the room 
The central light threw heavy shadows 
under their chins and buttocks, and 
their legs, painted dark with shadow, 


emerged into the light 
again looking for an opening. Нан 
in each corner of the 
a TV camera linked 
monitor screens. some 


s they circled 
ng 
there was 
папе t0 
nce away 
the recorded 


room 
by | 
dis 


The screens were showin 
image. 

It was ev ihat the monitor 
ıs were playing recordings, for the 


sere 


pictures were not very clear and the 
Action of the screen took place a 
onds later than the actual fighting. Be- 
cause of this time lag between record 
and playing back, the audience wi 
to swing their eyes to the monitors 
time there was nd see it take 
again on the screen. 

ne upstairs,” said Datt. 

"Very well.” ‘There was а € 
were on the mat and the fa 
Teg lock. His [ace was contorte 
spoke without turning. (0 look. 
fighting is rehearsed. The f 
i wil win afer being n 
throtded in the final round.” 

I followed him up the ma 
staircase 10 the first floor. There was а 


locked door. сїзмє. privare. He 
locked the door and ushered me 
through. An old woman was standing in 
the corner. 1 wondered if D was inte 


тири one of Daws interminable 
games of. Monopoly. 

"You were to come next week,” said 
Dau. 

"Yes, he was,” said the old woman. She 
smoothed her apron over her hips like a 
self-conscious maidservant. 

“Next week would have been better,” 
said Da 
“That's true. 
party—would 
agreed. 

1 said, "Why is everyone speaking i 

the past tense?" 
The door opened and wo young me 
me in. They were wearing blue je 
and matching shirts, One of them 
unshaven. 

“What's going on now?" I asked. 

"The foounen,” said Dau. “Jules on 
the left. Albert on the right. They are 
here 10 sec fair play. Right?” They nod- 
ded without smiling, Datt turned lo me. 
Just lie down on the couch. 


Next week—without the 
have been bette she 


"WI 


P 


1 tuted. He was a Tule put out. 
1 y mockery or sadism 
the tutting. “There are four of us her 
he explain 


d. "We are not asking you 
to do anything ur able, are we? 
Please lie down on the couch 

L backed toward the side table. Jules 
cme at me and Alben was cdg 
around to my left side. I came back un 
the edge of the table was biti 
hip so T knew 


va 


il 


my right 
«Пу how my body was 


placed in relation to it. I watched 

feet. You can tell а Jot about a man 
from the way he places his feet, You can 
tell the training he has had, whether h 


will lunge or punch Пот а statio 
position, whether he will pull you or wy 
to provoke you into a forward move- 
ment. Jules was still coming on. His 
hands were and extended. About 
20 hours of gymnasium karate. Albert 
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зм to one side of my за 


ad the old course d'échülote look 
about him. He was used to handling 
heavyweight, overconfident drunks. Well, 
hed find out what D was yes, I 
thought: a heavyweight, overconfident 
drunk. Heavyweight Albert was coming 
on like a trai 
А сапу boxer who would give you all 
the fouls: the buts, kidney jabs 
back-of-the d suff 
himself as a jab-and-movearound artist. 
I'd be surpi n aim a kick in 
the groin with skill. I brought my hands 
suddenly into sparing position. Yes, his 
chin tucked in and he danced his weight 
around on the E ncy 
your chances, Alberi?" 1 jeered. His eyes 
narrowed. D wanted him angry. "Come 
on, soft boy," 1 said. “Bite on a picce of 
bare knuckle 

1 saw the сит 


but he 


s of hi 


feet 


ng little Jules our of 
the corner of my eye. He was smiling. 
He oming. 100, smooth and сс 
inch by inch, hands flat and irembl 
for the killer cut. 

1 made a slight movement to keep 
them going. 1E they axed, stood 
up suaight and began to think, they 
could eat me up. 

Heavyweight Albert's hands 
moving, foot forward for balance, right 
hand low and ready for a body punch 
while Jules chopped at my neck. That 
was the theory. Surprise for Albert: my 
heclpiece going i ep. 
You were expecting a punch in tbe 
bute ick in the groin, Albert, so 
you were surprised when a terrifying 
pain hit your instep, Difficult for the 
balancing, too. Albert leaned forward to 
console his poor hurt foot. Second sur- 
prise for Albert: flat hand 
on the nose: nasty. Jules is coming, curs 
ing Albert for forcing his hand, Jules is 
forced t0 meet me head down. I felt the 
edge of the table ag; y hip. Jules 
thinks I'm going to lean into him, Su 
prise for Jules: I Jean back just as he's 
getting ready 10 give me а hand edge on 
the corner of the neck Second surprise 
for Jules: 1 do h afier all and give 
him а fine glass paperweight on the ear 
hole at age of about 18 inches 
The paperweight seems none the wor 
for it Now's the chance 10 make а big 
misiake. Don't pick up the paperweight. 
Don't pick up the paperweight, Don't 
pick up the paperweight. I didn't pick it 
up. Go for Dan, he's standing, hes mo- 
bile and he's the or nentally the 
driving force in the room. 

Down Dan. Hes an old but 
don’t underrare him. Hes large and 
weighty and he’s been around. What's 
more. hell use anything available: the 
old carelul, disc 
ing, basically not aggresive. Go for Dau. 
Alber is rolling over and may come up 
pe of vision. Jules 


was 


Б 


nce 


were 


me 


ora 


inderswin 


who is 


man, 


maidservant ninat- 


is motionless. Dai is mov 
desk: so it will have to be a missile. An 
inkstand: & . A pen ser will fly 
apart. A vase: unwieldy. An ashtray. 1 
picked it up. Datt was still moving, very 
slowly now, watching me carefully, his 
nd white hair disarrayed as 
though he had been in the scullle. The 


around the 


mouth of 


ashtray is heavy and perfect. Careful, 
you don't want to kill him. "Wait," Dat 
says hoarsely. ] waited. 1 waited about 
ten seconds, just long enough for the 


woman to come behind me with а brass 
candlestick. She was basically not aggres- 
sive, the maidservant, 1 was only un- 
conscious 30 minutes, they told me. 


I was saying. "You are not basically 
aggressive” as I regained consciousness. 
“No,” said the woman as though it 


were a grave shortcoming. "It is nue.” I 
couldn't sce either of them trom where 1 
was full length on my back. She switched 
thet There was the sud 
den intimate sound of a girl sobbing. “1 
wam it recording,” she said. but the 
sound of the girl became hysterical and 
he began 10 scream as though se 
were torming her. 

“Switch that damn thing ofl." Datt 
called. И was sange to see him 
turbed: he was usually so calm. She 
turned the volume control the wrong 
way amd the sound of the scrcams went 
nd made the 


pe recorder о 


ncone 


dis- 


sight through my head 
floor vibrate. 

“The other way,” sereamed Dait. The 
sound abated, but the tape was still re- 
volving and the sound could just be 
heard; the girl wa gain. The 
desperare. sound was made e 
helpless by its diminished volume 
someone abandoned. or locked out. 

"What is in?” asked the maidservant. 
She shuddered but seemed reluctant to 
switch oll: finally she did so and t 
reels clicked to a standstill. 

“What's it 1 like 
a girl sobbing and sereami 


sobbing 


a more 


like 


said Datt “Ies 


“Му God,” said the maidservant. 
“Calm down," siid Dau. “H's for 
ur theatricals, I's just for amateur 


rieals,” he said 
“I didn’t ask you.” 
“Well, Tm telli The servant 
woman turned the over amd re- 
threaded it, T felt fully conscious now 
nd 1 sat up so that T could see 
the room. The girl Maria was standin; 
by the door, she had her shoes in her 
hand and a man's vaincomt over her 
shoulders, She was staring blankly at the 
wall and looking miserable. There was a 
the gas fire. He was 
smoking a small cheroot, biting at ihe 
end, which had become fraved like a 
rope end, so that each time he pulled it 
out of his mouth he twisted his [ace up 
to find the segments of leaf and dis 


to me. 
I said. 
you. 


reel 


сто 


inco 


boy siting nea 


charge them on the tonguctip. Юан and 
ihe ОМ maidscrvant had dressed up in 
those okLLashioned looking. French med 
ical gowns with high buttoned coll 
Dau was very dow to me and did a 
patentmedicine commercial while sorting 
through a navlul of instruments. 

“Has he had the LSD?" asked Datt. 

“Yes.” said the maid. "It should start 
working soon." 

“You will answer 
ask,” said Datt to me. 

I knew he was right; a wellused b 
could nullify all my years of 
ving and experience and make me as 
cooperatively garrulous as a tiny child. 
What the LSD would do was anyone's 
guess. 

What a way to be defeated and laid 
bare. 1 shuddered; Date patted my arm 
The old woman was assisting him. 
Тһе Amytal,” said Dat, “the ampule 
and the syringe.” 

She broke the ampule and filled the 
syringe. “We must work fast,” said Рац. 
“It will be useless in thirty minutes: it 
has a short life. Bring him forward, 
Jules, so that she can block the vein. 
Dab of alcohol, Jules, no need to be 
inhuman.” 

I felt hot breath on the back of 
neck as Jules laug fully а 
little joke. 

"Block the vein now,” said Datt. She 
used the arm muscle to compres the vein 
of the forearm and waited а moment 
while the veins rose. I watched ihe 
process with interest, the colors of the 
skin and the metal were shiny and un- 
naturally bright. 

Юан took the syringe and the old 
woman said. “The small vein on the back 
of ihe hand. If it clots we've still got 
plenty of parent ones left. 

“A good thought." said Datt. He did a 
niple jab under the skin and searched 
for the vein, dragging at the plunger un- 
1il the blood spuried back a rich gusher 
of red into the glas hypodermic. "OIL" 
said Dam. "OIL or hell bruise, It's 
important to avoid that.” 

She released. ihe 
stared 


s. 


wc 


any question 


r 


my 


ned dui Пацу 


ım vein and Datt 
t his watch, putting the drug 
imo the vein at а steady one cc. per 
mi 


тне. 
“HEN feel a great release in a mo- 

ment. an orgastic response. Have 

Megimide ready. 1 want him responding 

for at least fifteen minutes.” 

t looked up at me. "Who arc 

he asked in French. "Where are 


ис the 


you, what day is ic" 
I laughed. His damned needle was 
ig into someone ekes arm, that was 


the o y thing about it. I laughed 
again d 10 be absohnely sure 
about the arm. T watched the thing care- 


fully. There was the needle in il 
of wh 


t patch 
eskin, but the arm didn't fit onto 
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my shoulder. Fancy him jabbing some- 
one ehe. | was Lughing more now, so 
that Jules steadied me. 1 must have been 
josling whoever was getting the inj 
tion, because Diut had trouble hold 
the needle in. 

“Have the Megimide and the cylinder 
said M. Dan, who had hais— 
sin his nostrils, "Can't be too 
Maria, quickly. come doser, 
bring the boy clos- 


careful. 
well need you now; 


; he'll be the witness if we need one. 
M. Dau dropped something into the 
white enamel tray with a tremendous 
noise. I couldn't sce Maria now. but | 
smelled the perlume—Td bet it was 
Ма Griffe, heavy and exotic, oh, boy! 
It's orange-colored, that smell. Orange- 
colored with a sort of silky touch to it 
That’s good," said M. Dat, and I heard 
Maria say orange-colored, too. Everyone 
knows, T thought. everyone knows thc 
color of Ma Griffe perfume. 
he huge glass orange fractured into a 
million prisms, exch one a brilliant, like 
the Sainte Chapelle at high noon, and 1 
slid through the coruscating light as а 
punt slides along a sleepy by-water, the 
white cloud low and the colors gleaming 
and rippling musically under me 

I looked at M. Бан face and I was 
frightened. His nose had grown enor 
mous, not just large but enormous, larg- 
er than any nose could possibly be. I was 


Irightened by what I saw, because I knew 
that М. Dat's face was the same as it 
had always been and that it was my 
wareness that had distorted. Yet even 
knowing that the terrible dis ment 
had happened inside my mind, not on 
M. Daws face, did nor change the im- 


М. Darts nose had grown to a 


gigantic size 
What day is it?” Maria was asking. I 
told her. “It’s just a gabble,” she said. 


“Too fast to really understand.” 1 
tened, but E could hear no one gabbling 
Her eyes were soft a . She 
asked me my age, my date of birth and a 
lot of personal questions. I told her as 
much, and more, than she asked. The 
scar on my knee and the day my uncle 
planted the pennies in the tall nec. I 
wanted. to know everything 
me. 

“When we d 
me, ‘we shall all go to heaven, she sur- 
veyed her world, ‘lor surely this is hell?" 
‘OM Mr. Gardner had athletes foot, 
whose was the other foot? Reciratio 
"Let me like а soldier fall . . 

"A desire.” said M. Darts voice, “to 
cxternalize, to confide.” 


id ини 


her about 


ndmother told, 


"my 


Yes.” 1 agreed. 

“TU bring him up with the Megimide 
if he goes 100 far,” sid M. Рац. "He's 
fine Tike that, Fine response. Fine 


respons 


Maria repeated everything I said, ay 
though Dar could mor hem ir himself. 
She said cach thing not once but twie 
1 said it, then she said it, then she 
said it again differently; sometimes very 
differently, so that I corrected her, but 
she v lifferent to my corrections and 
spoke in that fine voice she had: 
reed.clear voice full of song and sorrow 
like am oboe at night. 

Now and again ihere was the voice of 
Dart, deep and distant, perhaps from the 
next room. They seemed to think and 
speak so slowly. 1 answered Maria le 
surely, but ir was ages before the next 
question came. I tired of the long pauses 
eventually, 1 filled the 
anecdotes and interesting. stult 
I felt I'd known Maria for y 
remember saying — "iransference;" 
M . 00, 
pleased. I found it was quite 
compose my answers in poetry—not 
of it rhymed, mind you, but 1 phrased 
carefully, Г could squeeze those damned 
words like puity and hand them to 
Maria, but sometimes she dropped them 
ото the marble floor. They fell noise- 


1 round, 


gaps tellin 


nl I 
and 
id Dit seemed very 


us 


aria s. 
casy to 


essly, but the shadows of them reve 
berated around the distant walls and 
furniture. 1 laughed aguin and wow 


dered whose bare 
Mind you, that wrist was mine 
nized the watch, Who'd torn that shirt? 
Maria kept saving something over and 
over, а question perhaps. Damned shirt 
cost me £3 105. and now they'd torn it 
The torn. fabric was exquisite, detailed 
and jewellike 

Dat's voice said. 


rm I was staring: i 
1 recog 


"He's 
It's very short duration, that’s the uüouble 
with il 

Maria said, 


now: 


"Something about a shirt, 
I can't understand, its so fast.” 

“No matter.” said Dait, “You've done 
а good job. Thank God you were here.” 

T wondered why they were speaking in 
a foreign language. | had told them 
everything. 1 had betrayed my employ- 
ers, my country, my deparimem, They 
had opened me like a cheap watch, prod- 
ded ihe 1 laughed. at 
simple construction. | had failed а 
failure dosed over me like a darkroom 
blind coming down. 

Dark. Maria's voice 
and | went a 


mainspring 


id, "Hes 
white sea gull 


gliding 
through black sky, while beneath me the 
even darker sea was welcoming and still. 
And deep. and deep and deep. 


Maria looked down at the Englishman. 
He was comorted and twitching, a 
pathetic sight, She felt inclined to cud 
dle him close. So it was as casy as that 10 
discover a man's most secret thonghts—a 
chemi iy. Hed 
laid his soul bare ader the 


1 rcaction—extraordi 
to her 


influence of the Amytal and LSD; and 
how, in some odd way, she felt responsi- 
y almost—about his well being, 
cred and she pulled the coat ove 
him and tucked it around his neck. 
Looking around the damp walls of the 
dungeon she was in, she shivered, too, 
She produced a compact and made basic 
nges in her makeup: the dramatic 


look terrible in the cold light of daw 
Like a cat, licking and wash mo 
ments of anguish or distres. She re 
moved all the make-up with a ball of 
couon wool, erasing the green. eyes and 
the deep red lips. She looked at herself 
ıd pulled that pursed face that she did 
only when she looked in a mirror. She 
looked awful without make-up, like a 
Durch peasant: her jaw was beginning to 
go. She followed the jawbone with her 
finger, seeking out that tin 
way along the line of it. rs wl 
the free goes, that niche becomes a gap 
and suddenly the chin and the jawbone 
separate and you have the face of an old 
woman 

She applied the 
lightest of powder 
ral of Tij The Englishman 
stirred and shivered: this time the shiver 
moved his whole body. He would be- 
tome conscious soon. She hurried with 
her makeup, he mustn't see her like 
this, She feh a strange physical thing 
about the Englishman. Had she spent 
over 30 y derstinding what 
el always 
al attrac 
ng, but now she 
1 was in his lute 


moisture cr , the 
the most natu- 


was unsure. This n 
30s, she'd. guess—and his body was un- 
wed for. Jean-Paul was the epitome of 
asculine bey: young, slim, careful 
about his weight and his hips, artfully 
ed—all over, she remembered. par 
out his hairdresser, ostentatious 
with his gold. wrist watch and line rings, 
his linen precise and starched and white, 
like his sm 

Look at 


the Englishman: ill-htting. 
clothes rumpled and torn: look at that 
leather st-wateh strap and his terrible 
old-fashioned shoes—so English. Li icc-up. 
shoes. She remembered the lace-up shoes 


she had as a child. She hated. them, it 
was the first manifestation of her 
istrophobia, — hi hatred of those. 


shoes, although she hadn't reco 
as such. Her mother tied the 
knots, tight and restrictive. М 
bec arcful with her son 
er wore laced shoes. Oh, God, the E 
lishman was shaking like an epileptic 
now. She held his arms and smelled the 
and the sweat as she came close to 


ether 
him. 

He would come awake quickly and 
completely. Men always did, they could 
snap awake and be speaking on the 
phone as though they had been up for 
hows. Man the hunter, she supposed, 


alert for danger: but they made по al- 
lowances. So many terrible rows with 
men be use she сате awake 
slowly. ht of his body excited 
her, she let it fall against her so that she 
took the weight of it. He 
man, she thought 
and that word att 
and so did ^r 
man" aloud. 


I awoke, but the nighunare c 
I was in the sort of dungeon tha 
y dreams up, and the woman wa 
there saving "Big ugly man" 


1" over and 
over, Thanks a lot. 1 thought, flatiery 
will get you nowhere. I was shiv 
and Го wake carefully; the woman 
was hugging me dose: I must have bee 

cold, because 1 could feel the warmth of 
her. Ell seule for this, 1 thought, but if 
the gil stants to Fade, FH close my eyes 
in; E need a di 


lt was а dungeon, t the crazy 
thing. “It really is a dungeon," I said, 

: suid Mar y 

“What are you doing here, the 


id. 1 could accept the idea of my bei 
п à dungeon. 

Tm taking you bad 
tried to lift you out to the car, | 
were too heavy. How heavy are you? 


” she said. "I 
t you 


"I said. 


“Never mind how heavy I am. 
“What's been going on?” 
“Dau was question 
We can leave now. 
“TI show you who's leaving.” I said, 
deciding 10 seek out Dan and finish 
off the ashtray exercise. 1 jumped off the 
hard bench to push open the heavy door 
of the dungeon. It was as though 1 were 
deending a nonexistent staircase and 
by the time I reached the door I was on 
the wet ground, my kgs witching 
usclessly and unable t0 bear my w 
“I didn't think you'd get even this 
far," said Maria, coming across to me. I 


g you,” she said. 


took her arm gratefully and helped my 
door 


self upright by clawing at the 
fixtures. Step by difficult step we 
through the cellar, past the rack, pi 
nd thumbscrews and the cold fireplace 
th the branding irons scattered 
around it. 

“Who lives here?” I asked. "Franken- 
stein?” 

“Hush,” said 
strength for w: 


“Keep your 


1 
and 


impending doom. 
Ub know," said Mar 
about it.” 
The dawn sky was pale, as though the 337 
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leeches of my ni 
its blood. yn's should be rcd 
to Maria. 

“You don't look so good yourself,” she 
id. and helped me into the car. 

She drove a couple of blocks from the 
house and parked under the trees amid 
the dead motorcars that litter the city. 
She switched the heater on and the 
warm air suflused my limbs. 

"Do you live alone?" she asked. 
Whats that, a proposal? 

ou aren't fit enough to be left 


at upon 
,"Isaid 


d," I said. I couldn't shake off 
the coma of fear, and Maria's voice came 
10 me as 1 had heard it in the nightmare. 

CTI take you to my place, irs not far 
” she said. 


aw: 
"Тва OK." I said. "Lm sure it's 
worth a detour.” 
“It's worth a journey, Three-star food 


and drink," she said. "How about a 
croque-monsieur and а baby*" 


*A small whiskey. 


“The croque-monsieur would be wel- 
come,” I agreed, 

“But having the baby together might 
well be the best part," she said. 

She didn't smile, she kicked the accel- 
erator and the power surged through the 
car like the blood through my reviving 
limbs. She watched the road, flashing the 
lights at each inter 
the needle a 
stretches. loved 
the wheel and agog with a 
it and like a dever lover, she coaxed it 
imo effortless performance. She came 
down the Champs for speed and along 
the north side of the Seine before cut- 
ting up through Les Halles. The last of 
the smart set had abandoned their oi 
soups and now the lorries were being 
unloaded. The forts were working like 
looters, stacking the crates of vegetables 
and boxes of fish. The lorry drivers had 
left their cabs to patronize the brothels 
that crowd the streets around the Square 
«des Innocents, Tiny yellow doorways 


Imiration for 


“Here's a legal precedent that might be 


worth keeping in mind. In ‘Hatch vs. Mor 


ison” (1959), 


the Court gave defense counsel a fat lip.” 


were full of jostling painted whores and 
rguing men in blew de travail. Maria 


drove carefully through the narrow 
streets. 
you've seen this district before?” she 


sked. 
No,” I said, because I had a feeling 
that she wanted me to say that. I bad a 
feeling that she got some strange titilla- 
tion from bringing me this way to her 
ancs,” she said, nod- 
outside 


rls stand 


ad café. "Perhaps seven if you 
argued. 
two?" 


i 
"Maybe twelve if you wanted the two. 
More for an exhibition." She turned to 
me. “You are shocked.” 

"I'm only shocked that you want me 
to be shocked," I said. 

She bit her lip and turned onto the 
Sebastopol and specded out of the dis- 
піст. It was three minutes before she 
spoke again. “You are good for me,” she 


n't sure she was right, but I didn't 
argue. 
"That early in the morning the street 
п which Maria lived was litle different 
from any other street in Paris; the shut- 
ters were slammed tight and not a glint 
of glass or ruffle of curtain was visible 
where. The walls were colorless and 
expressionless, as though every house in 
the street were mourning a family death 
The ancient crumbling streets of Р: 
were distinguished socially only by the 
motorcars parked along the gutters, 
Herc the Rs, corrugated deux chevaux 
and dented Dauphines were outnum. 
bered by shiny new Jags, Buicks and 
Mercedes. 

Inside, the carpets were deep, the 

ings lush, the fittings shiny and the 

chairs soft. And there was that symbol of 
status and influence; a phone. I bathed 
in hot perfumed water and sipped aro 
matic broth, I was tucked into crisp 
E my memories faded and I slept a 
long dreamless sleep. 

When 1 awoke, the radio was playing 
Francoise Hardy in the next room and 
Maria was sitting on the bed. She looked 
at me as T stirred. She had changed into 
a pink cotton dress and was wearing lit- 
tle or no makeup. Her hair was loose 
and combed to a simple parting in that 
messy way that takes a couple of hours 
of hairdressing expertise. Her face was 
kind but had the sort of wrinkles that 
come when vou have smiled cynically 
about 10,000,000 times. Her mouth was 
small and slightly open, like а doll, or 
Jike 

“Wha 

“I's past n 


slept the clock round. 
К 


ч this bed 


the road. Wh 
g have we run out of feathers?” 


on 


If they vun out of Léwenbrau. 


order champagne. 
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PLAYBOY 


340 


the 


"We ran out of bedclothe 


Fill her 
and if we 


to play your games So 
She made colle and brought it. She every 
waited for me to ask questi 
she answered deftly, telling me 
she wished without seeming c 
Thad a nightmare and awoke 
medieval. dungeon. 
"You did" said Maria 
“You'd better tell me all about 
said. 


ive 


“Dait was terr 
spy 
menis he w 


. He said you had been si 


ı did he do to те 


Wh 
“He injected you with An 
LSD. Ies the LSD that takes time ıo 
wear off. 1 questioned you. Then you 


went into a deep sleep and awoke in the her, took he 
1 brought you the bed at 


lars of the hou 


“But I don’t want to 
spell. 1 like you just the 


ons and then Relax. 


help him, 
house, 1 felt 
ed that you were And 
ig on bim. He said you have docu- “IH 1 had told him what you really 


ul and stulf, horrible 


are “Don't worry. None of those 
all around you.” speak English. Fm the only one who 
h bedelothes, mister, does. Your secrets are 
to check the electric usually thinks of everythi 
blanket, you get a bolster free.” disconcerted when you b; 
Tm busy making colle. I've no time English. 1 


translated. 


was wl 


d. he would have undoubtedly u 
aking inquiries, so he had to know." — ampleramime on vou, to discover 


Amphe 


iss you and break the 
y you are." 


ale with me. 
, bur he was 


Td 
thing twice. "What did I 
It didn't interest 
s much. satishel Dait,” 

1 said. 
preciate 
lor me?” 

“ран is a hateful man. I would never 
wb anyway. 1 took you to 


And don't think I don't ap- 
‚ but why should you do that 


sponsible for you." 


1 wouldn't have enjoyed 


nd. and she 
side. She did it without 
here; suspicion or arch looks: it was a Iriendly, 


“Whar did I say?” rather than 


sexual gestur 


She lit a cigarete and gave me the 
packet and matches. "Light it yourself, 
she said. "It will give you someth 
do with your hands. 

"What did 1 sa 
“Wh y 
imo French for I 

“Nothing,” Maria said immediately. 

Not because you said nothing, but be 
e 1 didnt hear it. Under ud? Pm 
not interested. in what. you are or how 
you carn your living. И you are doing 
something that’s illegal or danger 
That's your worry. Just for the moment I 
feel a ditte responsible for you, but Гус 
nearly worked off that Lecling. Tomor- 
row vou can start telling your own lies, 
and Fm sure you will do it remarkably 
well.” 

“Is that a brush-oll? 

She turned to me. “No, 
Icaned. over and kissed me. 

You smell delicious,” I said. “What is 
it youre we Ў 

“Agony.” s an expensive 
реш ı there are few lu not 
attracted 10 it.” 

I wied to decide whether she wa 
geeing me up, but I couldnt tell. She 
wasn't the sort of girl who'd help you by 
smiling. either. 

She got off the bed and. sir 
her drew over her hips. 

"Do you like this dr 

Us great D sai 
“What sort of clothes do you like to 
see women m 

“Aprons.” Is 
those marks vou get [ 
dishes. 


she said. She 


pened 


she asked. 


< with 
idling hot 


id. “Fingers ashi 
п h; 


Т can imagine,” she said. She 
cigare 
you want help. but 
rember that 
m involved with these people and 1 
© only one passport and it's French." 

1 wondered if that was a | 
what Pd revealed under the di 
suid nothing. 


"ll help you 


don't ask too much, and re 
1 


ШЕ 
but I 


She looked zt her wrist watch. “H's 
very late,” she said. She looked at me 
quizzically. "There's only onc bed and I 


need my sleep.” 

! had been thinking of having а 

ete. but 1 replaced them on the 
side table. 1 moved aside. "Share the 
bed." D invited, "but T can't gu: 
sleep." 
Don't pull the Jean-Paul lover-boy 
мий.” she said, * í 
grabbed at the cotton dress and pulled it 
over her head. 

“What is my styl 

“Check with me 
said, and pur the light out 
she left only the radio on. 


tee 


This is the first installment of a new 
novel by Len Deighton. Part H will 
appear next month. 


PWD PARTY (continues from page 196) 


large heavy saucepan, bring $ quarts 
milk slowly up to boiling point, Do not 
boil, Add 1 tablespoon salt. Keep pan 
dd, while stir- 


over low flame: slowly 
ng constantly, 3 cups farina. Simmer 5 
minutes, stirring constantly. Remove 
from fire. Grate 2 medium-size onions 
into pan. Beat 6 eggs well. Slowly stir in 
сев» blending well. Add 34 cup grated 
parmesan cheese. Return to a low flame 
and simmer 3 to 5 mi stirring con- 
stintly. Add 14 cup buuer and V, tea- 
spoon white pepper. Stir umil butter 
melts. Turn mixture into greased shal- 
low pans or casseroles, Gnocchi mixture 
should be about 54 in. thick, level over 
pans. Chill overnight. Belore serving, 
turn mixture out of pan. Cut into їп, 
cubes. Toss cubes in irregular fashion 
imo shallow serving casseroles. Sprinkle 
generously with grated parmesan cheese 
and with melted butter. Bake in oven pre- 
heated at 370° about $0 mi 
top is golden brown. If the job seems 
stagyering—we don't think it is—buy the 
gnocchi trom your favorite tratloria. 

2 o'cloch—Pité Maison: Youll need 
about 4 Ibs. pité for 20 portions. If the 
pate is in a crust or covered with a thick 
layer of jelly, you'll need 414 to 5 Ibs. 
Keep ice cold until serving time. Use a 


tes or until 


very sharp knife, dipped in warm water 
if necessary, or a wire cheesecutter as a 
slicer. Present the whole pité on a bu 

nished silver platter or the most sump- 
tuous china platter you own. Cover the 
border of the platter lavishly with crisp 
Remove from buffet after 


water 
serving. 

3 oclock—Quiche Lorraine: There are 
quiches with bacon, ham, cheese, onion, 
crab meat, lobster, and even a quiche 
with poppy seeds. Select the one most 
y obtainable, Reheat it in a moder- 
ate oven for about 20 minutes. Three 
quiches, 8 ins. in diameter, will provide 
18 to 24 portions. Return to kitchen after 
serving. 

4 oclock—Caviar Platter: Chill an 8- 
oz. jw beluga caviar, or pressed black 
caviar, and ап 802. jar red salmon cavi- 
ar. Cut 14 Ib. sliced sturgeon into small- 
est possible dice. Combine sturgeon wit 
Yj cup red radishes in tiny dice and 
% cup sour cream. Season generously 
with salt, white pepper and cayenne. 
Cut Y4 lb. sliced smoked silmon into 
smallest possible dice. Combine smoked 
salmon with 14 cup sour cream and 2 
blespoons finely minced fresh chives. 
Hard-boil 3 eggs. Chop very fine and 
combine with 2 finely minced scallions. 
Season with salt and pepper. Caviar may 


cress, 


Accor 
1 hors 
smoked 


1 container 
be in 
cav 


be served 
paniments should 
oeuvre dishes. A 
salmon, sturgeon and chopped egg in 
respective containers on а Luge platter. 
Around edge of platter, arrange rounds 
of rye теа toast and small rounds of 
thin imported pumpernickel. After serv- 
ing, retum platter to kitche 

5 o'clock—Cuny of Chicken: Pick up 4 
Ibs. chicken or turkey roll cut into 1% 
hick slices. Cut slices into cighths. 
Mince 2 mediumsize onions; sauté іп 
Ye db. butier in la vy saucepan 
over low Mame only until onions are ycl- 
low. Stir in 3 tablespoons curry powde 
Remove from flame and мй in 1 cup 
flour until по Jumps of flour are visible. 
Slowly stir in I quart hot chicken broth, 
canned or fresh, 2 cups light cream and 
2 cups milk. Return pan to moderate 
flame. Simmer slowly, stirring frequent- 
ly, 10 minutes. Add chicken and simmer 
5 minutes. Add 3 tablespoons brandy. 
salt, white 
If chicken Haver seems weak, it can be 
intensified with powdered instant chick- 
en bouillon. Store overnight in refrige 
tor. Souk 1 cup yellow raisins in 1 
montillado overnight. Combine ru 
h chicken. Heat im double 
‘Transfer to chafing dish for bullet table. 


"d cayenne to taste. 


pepper 


w boiler. 
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Serve with Major Grey's chutney. 
6 oclock—Hot Roast Filet of Beef: colored cock 


The one cook 


shop you know of, buy 


® whole prime aged beef tenderloins. Re- 


Prehe: 
with sah and pepper. 
Roast. uncovered, fat side up, 30 to 40 
(utes. The job should be timed so 
1 the meat can set In 
utes before being delivered 10 bullet 
It should be sliced. rather. ı1 
Beefeaters will be jul 


meat should n 


fishmo 
1 
overlappi 
with a light Russi 
dresing ds too thick to just begins to mun yellow. Add 1 rea- 
у ound fennel and an additional 
m or milk On top of cach 14 Ib. butter. When butter 
shrimp, place a very small dollop of add a 


nderloin. of bi 
t should be donc 


aor about an hour 
oven at 450. 


Le 
ance of evening. 


е bird on care 


29 to 30 min- in advance 4 Ibs. f 


cub dump. Examir 


nt with cithe 


tendontess crab. m 


shrimps. Arrange dill, [teaspoon € 
finely n n 
finely minced celery. 


on ba tel on 


shr 


nps, thin it with spoon 


7... And this is my son, the doctor. 


cocktail since, Pierce shrimps with multi 
1 spears. Н апу shrimps 
are left, return them to the ref 
8 o'clack--Cold Smoked Turkey 
party. From the best 101b. bird. Since smoked 
cooked meat, the 10 Ibs. w 

ID. raw young tom. 
should be sliced very 
should not be transparent. This mak 
wonderful ally with the Salad. Cauchoise, 


9 o'cock—Crab Meat Diavolo: Order 
sh Eastern. jumbo 


move any pieces of shell. (Canned. fancy 
be used as 
sandwiches, Unsliced substitute.) In a heavy deep. wide sauce 
ain with һа 


n. pan, over low Пате, heat 14 Il 
7 o'doch—Shvimp Platter: Order in ad- until it melts. Add 2 tablespoons minced 
or 6 Ibs. cooked, fresh parsley. ? tablespoons n 
d basil, 1 


until. onion 


b lump and 


tillade. Simmer 2 to 3 m Remove 
from flame. Drain û 105-07. cans. plum 
tomatoes, reserving juice. Combine juice 
with 2 бох. cans tomato paste, blending 
well. Chop tomato meat coarsely. Add 
tomatoes and tomaro paste. mixture to 
рап. Stir Guelully to avoid breaki 

crab lump. Bring to boiling point. 
lium glu- 


Pa 


son with salt, pepper, mo 
tamate and cavenne 1 taste. M bullet 
table, serve hot in chafing dishes 

10 o'clock—Sausiges in White Wine: 
Place 5 Ibs. small sausage links (not cock- 
ages) in a single layer in shallow 
. Bake 20 to 25 minutes in 


ed at 400 In wide we 
sauté, in ig cup buuer, 14 cup 
minced shallots, 2 large very finely 


minced doves garlic and t4 teaspoon 


lea sage. When shallots just begin to 
turn yellow. add 14 cup white wine and 
3 tablespoons bourbon. Simmer 2 to 3 


minutes. Stir in 15 cup Hour, blending 
well. Stir in 1 quart hot chicken broth 
h or canned, and t? cup t 
juice. Bring to boil; reduce Пате and 
mmer 10 minutes, Add brown. gravy 
color. Combine sauce with sausages- 
Store in reli; tor. Before эсту 
hear sausages with their sauce in moder- 
ate oven, in baking | 

aluminum foil. Serve im chafing dist 
Oller finger roll. Remove from. bullet 
table before next course. 

11 u'clock—-Chinese Roast Duck and 
Roast Pork: Both are prepared by Chi- 
nese or Polynesi Both 
have the captivating Havors of soy sauce, 
y or sugar and spices. Buy 3 whole 
ducks (not pieces of Peking duck) and 3 
lbi, cooked. weight, pork 
(called “Char-Shew”). Belore serving, cut 
ducks with Cleaver or poultry shears i 
bite Cut. pork 
on Oniental-china platter. 
vide small bowls of prepared Chi 
oyster sauce, phim sauce and hot Ch 


covered. with 


hon 


тима. Chopsticks should be available. 
Remove from table belore midnight 
12 o'clack—Cheese Fondue: Buy 5 


1 ese fondue. Heat in 
Add 
kirsch and white wine if desired, Place 
in fondue dishes lor servi at butter 
table. Cut 2 long thin loaves French 
bread into cubes for dipping Keep 2 
additional loaves on band, Fondue forks, 
or extra-long cocktail spears. should. be 
ilable to everybody. Slices of glazed 
ham or smoked turkey may be ollered 
for dunkin; 

Follow 


issch 


5 Si 


». 
kitchen, follow 


directions on сан 


directions care. 


I the precedi 


fully aud your 121012 pariy—uuly 


trencherman’s netible—will come oll 
like clockwork and you'll be the man of 


the hours. 


MY FAVORITE SLEUTHS 
(continued from page 145) 


will still be around long after all the 
spies who came in from the cold, Ipcress- 
filemongers and similar "real" secret 
agents have been forgotten.) 

Halfway between the police: 
the amateur comes the private inves 
tigator, of whom Dashiell Hammett's 
Sam Spade and Raymond 
Philip Marlowe are typical, plu: 
rather dillerent way. Mickey Spillane's 
Mike Hammer. Theirs is a fantasy world 
il right that of the toughie whose 
sacred. objects are the gun, the boot, 
the bottle of rye and (less so in Chan- 
dler than in the others) the male organ. 
It has often been objected against the 
tough school that their values are lop- 
sided or nonexistent. that in regard ro 
ethics, and pretty well everything else, the 
police and the D. A/s men are no better 
than the crooks or the Commies and the 
private сус is at least as bad as all the 
others, This loss of moral focusing is felt 
to be unedifying. even dangerous. Maybe 
My own view is that the immoral or 
amoral hero of this type is bound to for- 
Гей some of the reader's esteem and. along 
with it, some of his desire to identify with 
the hero. The story thus goes rather cold. 
In crime or spy fantasies the interest is 
tly a fairy-tale опе, good versus bad 
rather basic way; James Bond would 
not mean so much 10 us if we were un 
able to fect that he was on the right side 
and that his cause was just. The toughies 
have по decent cause. Sell-interest is all. 

This would probably matter less than 
it does if these writers wrote better. Spil 
lane is the best of the three cited—an un- 
popular view. which I would defend 
hotly. Legitimate shock and horror at the 
beastliness of Hammer's universe should 
not be allowed to weigh against the tech- 
nical brilliance with which the whole 
thing is stage ged. Few novelists on 
any level can match Spillane's skill 
geting his essential facts acros palau 
bly and without interrupting the action, 
to leave out: and the 
impression received that the narrative is 
just tumbling out of the corner of Ham 
s mouth at 200 words a minute is а 
tribute to real professional. competence. 
With all this granted, what makes the 
stories finally stultifying is Hammer's to- 
tal facelessness, or ıdlessness, He iı 
mere network of gristle connecting 
mouth, fist, trigger finger and penis. A 
hero needs morc substance than that. 

Sam Spade perhaps has a little more. 
The Maltese Falcon, in the period just 
after its publication (1930), was certainly 
taken as having opened up an undiscov- 
ered arca in popular fiction. No doubt 
the removal of conventional ethics caught 
the taste of a public who, in mid-Depres 
sion, must have been more than. ready 
to believe that almost any cynical view 
of the world was likely to approximate 


and 
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the way things really were, а 
not care to notice the storys manilold 
improbabilitis. Looking back 
seems hard to understand what the fuss 
was about. Spade, the blond satan with 
the yellow gry eyes, grinning wollishly 
on every other page and making grow! 


PLAYBOY 


often, the mos commited 
smoker before our friend 007, turns out 
to be faintly funny. Where Hammett 
presents Spade's toughness as real 
probable, as the way things are did we 
but know it, the result is unbelievable; 


just seems corny. And both soris come 
down much of the time to mere rudeness 
and bad temper. АП of it is ladled out in 
low-budge-T'V-show dialog. The 
and the glow, if they were ever there, 
have been rubbed our by time. 
Raymond Chandler was undoubtedly 
the most ambitious writer of the tough- 
thriller school, and for some time was, in 
England at any rate still is, a toast of 
the inellectuals. W. H. Auden went on 
record with the view that “Chandler 
powerful books should be read 
judged not as escape literate but as 
works of an." This advice strikes 
hazardous in the extreme. The book 
ave undoubtedly worn less badly than 
Hammett’s, having bad for one thin, 
les time to do so, since they belong 
roughly to the period 1939-1959. Philip 
Marlowe is an improvement on Spade. 
Some of Marlowe's toughness docs boil 
down to meanness, unrericent dislike of 
the rich and indeed of most other 
groups and individuals, rudeness to serv 
ants On the other hand. 
there ате some things he will not do. he 
will protect his clients under great pres- 
sure. he can show compunction and even 
sensitivity, What disfigures him is, again, 
the way he is presented by his creator 
The tough catch phrases—don't kid me, 
son: quit stalling: on your way, brother 
—died with, or before, Bogart. There is 
also a moral pretentiousness whereby 
Marlowe is now and again made the ve 
hicle for criticizing the sordid lives 
of Hollywood's denizens: the perverted 
producers, the writers drowning in bour- 
bon and self-hatred, the chicks who will 
do absolutely anything 10 get a part—all 
ihat, Most of this comes ill trom а pri 
ively honest 


id 10 wome: 


Bits of stylistic pretentiousness un- 
ine the efect The Big Sleep has 


bubbles. glass of 1 E 
false hopes" and, after an intermission 
of four words. a girl's breath being "as 


delicate as the eyes of a fawn." Is this 
our tough Chandler (let alone а work of 
ant). or has some heart-throbbing female 
dieam purveyor grabbed the pe 
Perry Mason. provides a convenient 
stopover point, There would be a lot to 

be said for not noticing him at all, if it 

344 were not for the hideous frequency of 


in print and on telev 
sion. | am afraid there can be very few 
people im our culture who would not 
know that, although Mason is not in the 
strict sense a detective, is а mere lawyer 
employing the Drake Detective Agency 
to do his legwork for him, he does inves- 
tigate crimes, ending up ten times out of 
ten by winning one of those objection 
overtuled-objection-sustained rituals in 
concert with the D. A. and the judge. 
The TV films faithfully reflect the Erle 
Stanley Gardner novels in their portray 
al of the inevitable three-stage p 

from. sceing-the-client through 
the-witnesses to poing-to-court, with 
expected unexpected revelation at the 
end. Mason has an impressive claim to 
being considered the most boring foe of 
criminality in our time, which is saying 
something if we make the effort to re- 
member such cobwebbed figures as In- 
spector French (in the works of Freeman 
Wills Crofts) or Philo Vance ($. S. Van 
Dine). The nullity of Mason is nowhere 
better displayed than in his relations, or 
lack of any, with his assistant—I cannot 
bring myself to say girl Friday—Dell 
Street. Della Street, whose name appears 
in full every time Gardner mentions 
her, answers the telephone and listens 
10 Mason telling her that the Taw is not 
a ratrace unless you run with the 
Ob, and sometimes she worries because 
Mason looks so tired. Nothing more; 


хоке the great man to rev 
inner nature, as we sh 
I hope we shall see much more than 
that, The sleuths рш up to question so 
ar have admiuedly been wcated in a 
rather carping or, as wc British 
knocking sp irarion 
served for the who 
whose claim to fame is his mind rather 
ay with a girl or a jury. He 
how a strong family 


say, 
is те- 
detects, 


physical impressiveness, along the lines 


of Holmes’ tall lean figure and piercing 
eyes, or Wolfe's vast poundage: 285 of 


them. I unimpressive, he wi 
«шапу unimpressive, small and with 
n egg-shaped head like Poirot: small, 
round faced. and bespectacled Jike Father 
Brown. He is unmarried. or at least hi 
wife is kept firmly oll 5 A auc 
point, this. Holmes hit the nail on the 
head for his group when he declared 
that he would never many, lest he biased 
his judgment. But let Dr. Watson spell 
the point ou 


All emotions, and that one fie. 
love] particularly, were abhorrent to 
his cold, precise, but admirably bı 
iced mind. He 1 take it, the 
most perfect reasoning and obse 
ing machine that the world has 
seen. ... He never spoke of the 


1 be spec 


solter passions, save with a gibe 
a sneer. . . . For the trained observ- 
er to admit such intrusions into his 
own delicate and finely adjusted 
temperament was to introduce a dis- 
tracting factor which might throw 
doubt upon all his mental results . . . 
(A Scandal in Bohemia) 


And no doubts must be thrown on 
any of those mental resulis. Quite right. 
But whar are we to make of this avoid- 
ance of the fair sex. which in Wolfe's 
сазе rises, or sinks, to. panic at the mere 
prospect of being alone with a woman? 
Could there be something a bit... you 
know . . 
famous incident in 
debs, wherein John. Garridcb. 
ег Evans, shoots Watson in 
Holmes promptly disposes of Evans, and 
then ... 


? Let us take a look at a 
Garri- 


The Three 


2. my friend's wiry arms were 
round me, and he was leading me to 
a chair 

“You're not hurt, 
God's sake, say that you 
hurt” 

le was worth a wound—it 
worth many wounds—to know the 
depih of loyalty and Jove which lay 
behind that cold mask. The clear, 
hard eyes were dimmed for a mo- 
ment, and the firm lips were shak- 
ing. For the one and only time I 
caught a glimpse of a great heart as 
well as of a great brain. All my 
yeas of humble but singleminded 
service culminated in that. moment 
of revelation. 

“из nothin 
scratch. 


Watson? For 
re not 


was 


Holmes, It's a mere 


Is it without significance that, whereas 
the moment of revelation is dated by 
Watson in 1902, his account of it was 
held back from book publication until 
the more tolerant days of 25 years later? 
Answer: Yes. Utterly. Though it might 
be more fun to believe the opposite, 
Holmes is no fag. His lack of interest in 
women, made a positive characteristic to 
id in the building up of his characte 
can be accounted for in at least two i 
noem ways. Just as the true Western 
ans in the moviehouse sigh and groan 
when Destry stops shooting and starts 
loving—and a large part of our feelings 

bout Holmes are on this sort of level. — 
so we should feel cheated and affronted 
if the great brain left Watson to get after 
the Man with the Twisted Lip for a spell 
and himself started taking Miss Violet 
de Merville off Baron Adelbert Gruner. 
Further 


Ithough Holmes would not 
have been dificult to turn. into a lover, 
ny adventure featuring him as such 


could not be a detective story but, as 
experience of other writers shows, some 
kind of thriller or pursuit story or psy- 
chological melodrama. The magnifying 


PLAYBOY 


346 


And theySaid 
the*Falcon would 
never get off 


the ground. 


Were they wrong! The Falcon 
(it outsells all pipes in England) 
is the fastest selling interchange- 
able bow! pipe in the states. 
Falcon’s exclusive, patented 
Таг-Тгар condenses moisture 
and tars before the smoke 
reaches the air-cooled stem. 
It lets you enjoy smok- 
ing without worry. 
Three models: $3.95, 
$4.95and $5.95—with 
extra interchange” 
able briar bowls 
from $175. No 
wonder the 7 
Falcon is fly- 


ing high. Age ы 


Send for FREE Pipe Smokers Handbook 
Falcon International, Inc., Chicago 60641 


Soften the sidewalks ! 
Shorten the miles ! 


“RIPPLE’ 
Sole 


For Folder write- RIPPLE SOLE CORPORATION 
519-L Mutual Building, Detroit, Michigan 48226 


"THE MOST ENTERTAINING MUSICAL OF THE YEAR? 


Females by Cole 


COCKTAIL 
NAPKINS 


Eighteen of Jack Cole's 
delightful females to 
~ season your next soiree, 
~~ on 36 white cocktail napkins. 
Includes Glutton, Persnickety, 
Ambitious and many more. 

51 por box, ppd. 

Serd check or money order to: 

PLAYBOY PRODUCTS 

SIS N. Michigan Ave, Chicago, lineis 60611 


THE 
GOLD 
PLAYMATE 
CHARM 


Full-dimension jeweled 
Rabbit in gold Florentine 
finish, suspended from 
a delicate chain. $8, ppd. 


“з 


Send check or money order to: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS 


319 N. Michigan Ave. ө Chicago, Illinois 60511 
Playboy Club credit kyholders may charge to thelr 
суз. 


lens and the dozen red roses belong to 
different worlds, 

Holmes is the memorable figure he is 
because Conan Doyle grasped the essen- 


truth that the deductive solving of 
crimes cannot in itself throw much light 
on the ch icr doing the solving, and 


therefore that that character must. be 
loaded up with quirks, hobbies, eccentric- 
ities. Ie is always these imelevam quali- 
lies that define the figure of the great 
detective, not his mere powers of reason. 
ing. One thinks of Lord Peter Wimsey’s 
collections of Sevres vases and carly edi 
tions of Dante (including the Aldine 8vo 
of 1502 and the Naples folio of 1177), 
Poirors dandified clothes and tiny Rus- 
| cigareites, Dupin's expertise about 
paving stones, grasses, astronomy, fungi 
and probably much more. 

In Holmes’ opinion, Dupin was "a 
very inferior fellow. That wick of his of 
breaking in on his friends’ thoughts with 
an apropos remark after a quarter of an 
hour's sil ly very showy and 
superficial.” Apart from his ir 
ting mannerisms, all three of Dupin's 
ses are very shaky. He could never 
have got ahead of the police in The 
Murders in the Rue Morgue without 
thei ncredible ignorance; his deduc- 
tions in The Mystery of Marie Roget arc 
at least highly dubious at several key 
points; and in The Purloined Letter he 
not only again had stupid police to help 
him out but also a dementedly foolhardy 
criminal. However, something deeper 
than professional contempt or jealousy 
was at work to give Holmes so jaundiced 
a view of his—rightly 
famous French predecessor. Holmes was 
quite intelligent enough to see that Du- 
pin was his predecessor in much more 
than just the chronological sen: 

There are plenty of comparatively mi- 
nor resemblances between the two detec 
tives: the pipe smoking, the love of long 
pedantic monologs (plus, in cach case, 
the presence of a devoted associate who 
knows just what to break in with or at 
least stays awake), the hatred of com. 
pany and intrusions on privacy. Holmes, 
we are told, “loathed ew п of soc 
ety with his whole bohemian soul”; Du- 
pin went so far as to solve the Корё 
case without leaving his armch: recall- 
ing to us a more recent and much fater 
detective who makes a point of operat- 
ing in the sime way. More important 

mong Dupin-Holmes resemblances 
the possession of vast and variegated 
learning. Holmes improves on Dupin's 
astronomy and mycology to the extent 
of being able to hold forth, in the course 


of one dinner, about miracle plays 
val роцегу, Stradivarius violins 
and the Buddhism of Ceylon. As regards 


the modern world he is frighteningly 
well informed. It seems that he has ak 
ways card-indexed the whole of cach 
days press, "docketing all paragraphs 


concerning me L things." a testing 
task unassisted even for Holmes, "so th 
it was dificult to name a subject or a 
person on which he could not at once 
furnish information." Obviously. An oc 
casionable pebble from this vast moun- 
tain of lore is of course immediately 
applicable to the case in hand. Just as 
stull about gr ad fungi helped Du- 
pin with Marie Rogét, so Holmes would 
benefit from the research that went into 
that unforgettable monograph on the 
varieties of tobacco ash. But the real 
point of all this knowledge is much less 
what you do with it than the simple and 
memorable fact that you have it. 
Knock Dupin as one m 
and vital legacy to Holmes was what 
created the detective story as we have 


sse: 


known it. However suspect Dupin's 
chains of inference may be at any partic- 
ular link, what we аге w ing overall 
is a convinced demonstration of the 
power of the human mind to observe 
and to reason. This is what Holmes is 
constantly up to. He may, as the story 


unfolds, deny the reader vital clues and 
information—or Watson will do it for 
him, giving him the opportunity, in one 
of the two stories he narrates himself, to 
sneer at Watson's habit of contriving 
“meretricious finales" by the use of this 
kind of suppression. A bit hard on poor 
Watson, this, considering he could only 
put in as much as Holmes would tell 
him. Anyway: Holmes may also irk us. 
or give us the wrong kind of laugh, by 
overdoing the demonsuation, as when 
he discovers everything that happened at 
the scene of a fairly complicated crime 
by working on the footmarks with his 
lens, or by deducing 17 separate facts, 11 
of them nonphysical, about а man by ex- 
amining his hat, one of the 11 being that 
his wife has ceased to love him. (Not all 
that difficult when you know how: The 
hat had nor been brushed for a long 
time, and its age would have shown the 
man was too poor to afford a servant.) 
But many of the imaginative leaps are 
valid and thrilling: for instance, the mo- 
ment when Holmes decides why an eld 
erly pawnbroker has been induced to 
join à league of red-haired men after a 
glance at the trouser legs of the old boy's 
assistant. "Holmes, this is marvelous! 
Watson is supposed to cry when this sort 
of thing happens, though my rccollec- 
tion is that he never quite docs. But he 
would have been right. It is marvelous 
The deductive prodigies are strongly 
supported by Doyle's gifts for suspense, 
horror and action writing, all carried 
forward on an unfailing flow of inge 
ious ideas. Holmes founded а dynasty. 
One of its more unexpected recent mem 
bers is the Martian detective Syalok, a 
birdlike creature who wears а (тойн 
at, smokes a pipe in which the tobacco 
te of potash, and 
Anderson's story The Martian 
Crown Jewels recovers the theft of these 


diadems by a strict appli ot 
Holmesian. principles—rather. stricter, i 
fact, than the master often used himsell 
But Holmes has, in one sense, been even 
further afield than Mars. His exploits 
ve been the subject of fierce co 
sy in Russia. I am indebted to C. F 
у formation that some 
Is ago the stories were issued there on 
a large scale, and that the librarians of 
the Red Army recommended Holmes 
to the troops as “the exterminator of 
crimes and evils, a model of m 
strength of thought and gı 
This, McCleary continues, went down 
badly with a writer in the newspaper 
Vechernaya Moskva, who thought the 
tales offended socialist ideology by “poi- 
soning the minds of readers with false 
morals concerning the strength of the 
foundations of private property, and di- 
verting auemion from the social contra- 
dictions of capitalist reality." Even 
Holmes himself might not have been 
able to deduce that much from the facts. 
With few bur shining exceptions, the 
heirs of Sherlock Holmes arc an undis 
tinguished lot. Lord Peter Wimsey has 
never quite survived, in my mind at 
keas, the initial impresion given by 
his righty-ho, dearold-thing, dom'tyou- 
know, chin-chin style of dialog and his 
mauye dressing gown, primrose silk paja- 
mas, monocle and the rest of the outfit 
Here I should in fairness make it plain 
that Wimsey is no more of а fag than 
Holmes is: He merely looks and sounds 


like one, as a certtin kind of English 
aristocrat does 10 virtually all American, 
and the хам majority of British, eyes 


and ears. As for Wimsey, one might also 
plead that the bally-fool persona. is. at 
least im part. put on to fool criminals, 
But what lies beneath the mask, if it is 
mask, is hardly more attractive and сег 
nly less vivid. Lord Peter is just an 
old connoiscur and clubman who gets 
asked along 10 help out upper-crust fam- 
ilies or trips over a stray corpse. In his 
later carcer the deductive faculty in 1 
ran thin and he would fall back more on 
luck. He certainly got it, having once 
happened. for example, to have deposit 
counter where 


of the first one happened also to have 
been deposited. The second bag hap 
pened to have somebody's head in it, In. 


other adve 
ghastly fe 
10 some 
fides. but at 


d, thus establishing, 
heterosexual. bona 
c time forgetting 
about. crime g to the female 
egghead instead, clear evidence for my 
rule that love and detection do not mix. 
Even in his heyday he often seemed to 
diller from the other people in the story 
by being merely slow on the uptake while 
hey were moronic or crazed. 

Hercule Poirot, Miss Marple, Elle 
Queen, Inypector—Luter Assistant Com 
sioner Sir John—Appleby deserve, or 


le egghe 
exte his 


"But what if I did believe in Santa Claus!” 


пу rate will per. shorter shrift from 
. Î have never understood the fame of 
the wo Agatha Christie characters, both 
of whom seem straight ош of stock— 
Poirot the excitable bur shrewd little 
foreigner, Marple the innocent, helpless- 
looking old lady with the keen blu 
And although some of the carly Christies 
(Why Didn't They Ask Evans? for in 
stance) had splendidly ingenious plots, 
the later Poirots and Marples hive be- 
come thinned down, not surprising in а 
writer who has been hard at work for 
. who has b round just 


^ eyes 


yous. Quee 


псе 1999, has had his ingenuiries, 


s 100. 
but he is too slight a figure to sustain 
more than пу comer of Holmes’ 
mantle, acting mostly as а sounding 


boud for the other characters, а cum 
for the stor 
the 


а 
and a mouthpiece when 


author wants to chat th 
h the reader, Ellery of the silver- 
colored eyes is seldom much more than 


ags ov 


an extension of the plot 
To label as a similar plot device so 


as Michael 


distinguished a personage 
Innes. Appleby may look а litle rough, 
bur here E am doing it, and il Appleby 
could know, he would do no more than 
із well-tailored shoulders. 


shrug m 
mur а quotation from Donne or Hardy 
and perhaps reach Tor another modest 
measure of that liqueur. brandy of his 


that surpasses anything in the Duke of 
Horton's cellir, Appleby has become 
establishment figure, moving in a world 
that would be anathema to Holmes’ bo 
hemian soul. The Appleby method of 
detection is to sit back and wait for the 
unconscious 10 come up with a solution 
though the sitting back is purely 
There can be plenty of physical rushi 
about in pursuit. of stolen masterpiece: 
errant scientists with lethal. secrets 
such. Appleby is mostly the man 10 
whom it all happens: most of it could 
happen to anybody, or nobody. The op 
posite is true of the novels of Edmund 
Crispin, who yet owes something to 


nd 
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pin's detec 
is un Oxford don, an eccentric after the 
ishion of Holmes or but fun- 
micr and in one sense they 
in that he seems to create his own kind 
of adventure. Nobody but Fen could 
find himself in a room whose occupant 
L unconsciously re-created the setting 
of Poe's The Raven, or in a situation to 
which the only cue depends on. an 
timate knowledge of Edward Ls 
limericks. There is ingenuity here, too, 
induding а nonclecronic method of 
eavesdropping on а conversation. out of 
carshor of the cavesdropper. 

So far 1 have tried to an 
American. and five British 
plus a few doubiful cues ¢ 


amize six 
detectives, 


from the general northwestern-European 
are This seems fair trearment of an 
Anglo-American literary form that has 


ions with France and 


thereabouts. Despite 


which go back at least 
when the reablife detec 
Eugène Videcq began publishi 


mous Memoires, the detective story 
ıs Hourished typically in the English 
ze. A. E. Murch suggests int his dc- 
tailed and fascinating work. The Devet- 
opment of the Detective Novel. that th 
law in France among other places is set 
up in such a way that the public tends 
rd the police with some fear and 
iom, ar апу rare without the in 
gs of sapport common 1 
I British, who thus find it 
natural to sympathize with a 
hero working on the side of the po 
Posibly. But then all kinds of gen 
writing, offshoots from the main stan 


susp 
sine 
Am 


азу 


and 


erature. aire largely confined 10 
lish: nor jus the Western novel, but 
science fiction, the ghost story. 10 some ex- 
tothe cloakcondalesser thriller. Some- 
and basic to do with the 


ic? Decide for yoursell 

The thice great successors of Sherlock 
Holmes are G. К. Chesterton's Father 
Brown, Rex Stouts Nero. Wolle 
John Dickson Carrs Doctor Fell. 
first is British, the sccond Ai 
ird British n bur written 


an Amer 
the balance: 
Father Brown is not an eccentric 
superficial, violin. playing or orch 


ring sense. But he is extraordinary 
Ji. more so today than when Ches 


jı Brown's exiraorili 


was writing. f 
wes is founded his religio 
Whether we like it or not, the little 

devotio courage. hum: 


belief in reason 
are at апу rate statistically uncommon. 
nd too much Ro 


Some readers have fo 
man Catholic propaganda in the stories 
1 feel that the Christian element, which 
is sometimes built inte the ple 
narrowly sectar nid that р 
whieh overlaps with the 


„ is never 
t of it 
advocacy of 


зав Slicer common sense ought 10 be accept- 


le to everybody. It would be truer to 
y that what propaganda there is gets 
directed against atheism, complacent r 
tionalism, occultism and superstition, all 
those shabby growths which the decline 
of Christian belief has fostered, and 
many. though perhaps not most, readers 
will sympathize here, too. My only real 
complaint is that this bias sometimes 
reveals the villain too early. We know at 
once that the prophet of а new sun cult 
is up to no good, and are not surprised 
that it is he who allows a blind girl 10 
step to her death in an empty elevator 
shaft 

Like Gervase Fer 
serious level, Brow 


though on a more 
is made for the situ 
ons he encowmers and they for him. 
They embody his love of paradox and of 
irning things back to front. his gift fc 
what is too obvious for everyone 
else to notice, his eye for the mentally 
invisible man. Only Brown could have 
wandered into а house where the recent- 
ly dead owners diamonds lav in Tull 
view minus their settings. heaps of snuff 
were piled on shelves, candles littered 
the tables, and the name of God had 
been carefully cut out of the family Bi 
ble every single time it occurred. And 
when the owner is dug up and found to 
be minus his bead, only 
have taken this as nat 
ble. the final clue showing that no crime 
had been commited after all. (You will 
have io read “The Honar ef ler 
Gow" in The Innocence of Falher 
Brown to find the answer.) 

Rather 100 often, Brown runs into i 
penonations, twin brothers, secret pas- 
sages, unlikely methods of murder: 1t 
would take 


lot of good luck to succeed 

frst uy im dropping а noose round 
somconc's neck from а dozen feet above 
him. and again to hit your man on the 
head with a hammer thrown from a 
church tower. But the good ideas aw 
ny and marvelous. The howling dog 


т, the wail to 
n with somebody 
(guess who) swapping the contents of the 
d salt containers in а restaurant, 
n who seemed to have got into a 
1 without using the only entrance 
ad the other man who got out of the 
same garden рату. but not completely— 
these are pretty standard occurrences in 
Father Brown’s world, That world is viv- 
idly atmospheric, thanks to Chesterton’ 
wonderful gilt for depicting the effects of 
ist on landscape. so that the stories glow 
as well as tease and mystify. They are 
works of art 

It is a goodish step from here to the 
old brownstone on West 35th Street 
where Nevo Wolfe and Archie Goodwin 
chew the fat, cat their heads off, infuri- 
Inspector Cramer and incidentally 
catch crooks. "The weakness of Ste 
hugely readable stories is always the sto- 
ry. The idea of splitting the convention 
al detective into two—Wolfe to do the 


way a murder 
ook that be 


sugar à 
the 


at's 


thinking, Archie the legw 
ways, It gives prea scope foi 
Wolfe's character, but 
ishes Archie in propor 1 find 
tly unsympathetic anyhow, a 
bit 100 effortlessly attractive to women. a 
bit too free with his fists. bit 100 rci 
niscent of Sam Spade. Certainly, when 
he goes ferreting for Wolle a mer's 
headquarters, or Lon Cohen's Gazelle 


inevitably 


office, or wherever the crime. may 

taken place, the interest slackens. We 
want 10 be back with Wolfe. I can sel- 
dom be bothered with the details of the 


investigation. which usually proceeds by 
revelation and discovery rather th: 
enal deduction. What counts for 
readers, 1 am sure, is the sappy d 
s equally snappy narrative 
ions with Wolfe (he is 


ппу. Wolle himself. 


Wolfe gets about as far as а lum 


being can, much further than. Sherlock 
Holmes, in his suspicion, lea. almost 
bated of humanity. We all have such 
moods, and Wolle is there to reassure us 


that these feclings are quite proper for 
n intelligent, learned, humane and hı 
morous man. This is perhaps the secret 
of his atnaction, for attract bu 
dantly is. Along with this goes a marked 
formidable quality, such that one would, 
on meeting Wolfe in the flesh, feel g 
ful for his approval and daunted by his 
contempt АШ nally gre 
spire this reaction, perhaps by activ 
some version. of a father figure. Brown 
does it to us, Dr. Fell does: even, granted 
the shift in general oudook since late- 
Victorian times, Holmes does. Any kind 
of real policeman docs not 
Mike Hammer took a 


e he a 


feel a twinge of alarm. 
Another part of Wolfe's appeal is his 
addiction to views and attitudes 


seem both outdated and sensible, reac. 
tionary and right, the sore of thing you 
and 1 ought to think and feel, and. prob- 
ably would if we haa Wolfe’s leisure and. 
obstinacy. Who has not wanted to insist 
on never going out. living to a 
able routine, disausting all machines 
more complicated. than a wheelbarrow 
id having to be heavily pressured cach 
"Ming iuto а Howing 
nybody to use one's name, 
tele out an 
g so little 


in conversa 
at ch shake of 
the head becomes a frenzy of negation, 
using flexible form 
that proven murderers are still referred 
10 as “Mr.” and an 18th Century style of 
speech that throws off stull like "Afraid? 
1 cm dodge lolly without backing into 
fear" and “Mada ither a thau 
marge nor a du Wolfe is every 
ws Тогу, а contemporary Dr. John- 
son. The original Dr. Johnson wa 
oralist before everything else, and so at 


heart is Wolfe. ‘This, I suppose, makes 
him even more of an antique 

Lastly. Dr. Gideon Fell ] must ex- 
plain at once that, when writing under 
his pseudonym of Carter Dickson, Johu 
Dickson Carr uses a detective called. Sir 
Henry Merrivale, or H. M., who accord- 
ing to me is an old bore, His adventures, 
however, as fascinating as any of 
Fell's, and I should not want to pur any- 
body off masterpieces like The White 
Priory Murders, The Reader Is Warned 
d The Ten Teacups. They are, of 
course, as are the best Carr novels. mi 
nor masterpieces, Perhaps no detective 
story сап attain the pitch of literary ex- 
cellence. Perhaps it can only offer in- 
genuiry raised to the point of genius. In 
Carrcum-Dickson it does, perhaps two 
dozen times in all, and. this author is a 
first-rate artist. A neglected onc, natural 
ly, and likely to п so while detec 
tive fiction remains undervalued, while 
most of those who should know better 
remain ignorant of the heights of crafts- 
manship and virtuosity it can reach, I 
will offer a small prize to any such per- 
son who read the first chapter of 
Carr's The Burning Court and not in 
honesty have to go on. Neither Fell nor 
H. M. nor any great detective features 
here, only an adequate one. The book 
а tour-de-force blending of detection and 
witcheraft: both ingredients genui 

To return at length to Dr. Fell 
would have been useful in one way to 
come to him smaight afier Father 
Brown. The character of Fell has little 
10 do with that of Brown, but a gr 
deal, especially physically, with Chester 
ton himself. The huge girth, the bandits 
mustache, the box-pleated cape and 
shovel hat, the enthusiasm for English 
pubs, beet and roast beef, all these are 
taken straight from that brilliant but so 
often unsatisfactory English writer who 
died 30 years ago. And more than this. 
Fell’s world is that of Brown made more 
probable, the wilder Wights of fancy 
brought. under control, the holes in the 
plot conscientiously plastered over and 
made good. Like Brown, Fell constantly 
encounters the impossible murder, but 
Fell shows its possibility more convince- 
gly. Most often, almost always, the vic 
tim is discovered in a locked room, Last 
seen in good health, exits and entrance 
secured or watched or even guarded by 
responsible and provenly innocent out- 
ders. Can boasts that he has devised 
over 80 different solutions to the locked 
room puzzle, and in onc of the novels 
Fell, a monologist with the best of them, 
delivers ing lecture on the sub- 


fase 


ject. This is The Three Coffins, to quote 
retitling, of 
Man, 


the inexcusable American 
the British edition The Hollow 

which perfectly suggests the та 
menace of the story. That man must 
deed have heen hollow who, watched of 
couse by a responsible and innocent 
witness, was seen to enter а room with- 


out other access in which, later, there is 
found the corpse of the room’s occupant, 
but of course no hollow man. This is 
Chestertonian, or Brownian, though its 
explanation has a Carrian validity; and 
nother novel, The Crooked Hinge, 
takes as the epigraph of its final scetion 
a quotation from a Father Brown story 
that begins: “There was one thing which 


Flambeau, with all his dexterity of dis- 
guise, could not cover, was his 
singular height." Fell is dealing with a 


beau a 
p gets 
е now 


p who could have taught 
trick or two, and for once the cha 
away. Ingenuity deserves а pri 
and again. 

The light in Gideon Fell's study is 
burning low. He still works desultorily 
at his great chronicle of The Drinking 
Customs of England from the Earliest 
Days, still gives great rumbling snifls and 
plies his red bandanna handkerchief. 
But without conviction. He makes rare 
and comparatively ineffectual public ap- 
pearances now. His heyday came to an 
end somewhere about 1950, and there. 
died with it the classical derective story, 
in which all the clues were scrupulously 


befor 


pu the kind of wı 
ing of which Fell's creator has been the 
greatest. exponent. 

Elsewhere the picture is the same. Re- 
cruitment to the ranks af potential gr 
detectives has fallen to nothing. Real po- 
licemen are all the rage. Fell always got 
on well with them, had mo hesitation 
about saving himself trouble by usin 
their findings, but though they wer 
smart and often nearly right, he was 
smarter and always right. He would view 
the activities of contemporary real po- 
ficemen like Van der Valk with toler 
ance, even appreciation, but he would 
have litle time for the character who 
has usurped his place in the sun: the se- 
cree agent, the imerational spy. I can 
hear him muuering under his bandits 
mustache about the sad substitution of 
brawn for brain as the up-to-date hero's 
essential characteristic, of acion for 
thought and glamor for decency 1 
would only go part of the way with him 
there. But 1 can sympathize 


“You're getting the hang of it, Chiquita, 
but you're still stomping too hard!” 
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pene бз Em fp ars касыз инна: ч 


А 
2 DAY! FIRST HAIL, 
n \ THEN A FREAK MONSOON 
I AND NOW A THUNDERSTORM ;} | 
AND NOT А SOUL HAS Д 
LEFT THE STANDS. 


О cll Bere а arr 


R SOME TIME NOW, ONE SPORT HAS ALMOST |. STANDS. gl THE STANDS, 
COMPLETELY DOMINATED THE AMERICAN SCENE. 
'S A BRUTAL, COLORFUL SPECTACLE THAT INVOLVES. 
CRUEL GIVE AND TAKE WITH ONE SIDE BATTLING THE 
OTHER EVERY INCH OF THE WAV. IT IS CALLED SEX. THE 1 . ў 
| NUMBER TWO SPORT IS PRO FOOTBALL. AND А KEY Y IN тидт was in Ves 
FIGURE IN THE GAME 15 ANINIÉ:S DADDY BIGBUCKS, ; THE BASEBALL |E 
OWNER OF THE GREENBACK BUSTERS. WE OPEN IN g Ц SEASON, Ano 
THE FINAL QUARTER OF THE CHAMPIONSHIP САМЕ | g Ц we oov r HAVE 
BETWEEN THE BUSTERS AND THE CLEVELAND BULLS, 
AND IF YOU LOOK CLOSELY, YOU'LL NOTICE THAT THE |А 
CHEERLEADER'S FACE IS FAMILIAR. ALSO HER BODY- 
ITIP 


T 
MINUTES LEFT 
ANO THE BULLS ARE 
LEADING 20 TO 17! BUT 
DON'T FORGET, FOLKS, 
GREENBACK, WISCONSIN, 
15 THE PRO FOOTBALL 


CRAZY COUNTRY. AND THE 
60,000 FANS HERE 

TODAY AREN'T GIVING un 

NO SIRREE! IN THIS 
TOWN, THEY LIVE 
FOOTBALL, THEY 
SLEEP FOOTBALL, 


AMERICAN ENO 

IF HE SIGNS WITH 

ME FOR THE NEXT 
VEAR, PLL GIVE HIM 
HALF A MILLION Ano Û 


TO LAKE ERIE. 
^ THAT'S RIGHTS 
BUY HIM AND Ж 


/ " V/. нев Gor T GIVE МЕ 
A GATE, ANNIE de 


<“ THE TEAM «> HIS 
OWN NAME, 
PAUL HORNY. 


HE E HE ers 

TO KNOW WHAT TO 
ОО IF TWO DEFENSIVE a 
BACKS COVER GRADY. TUE TO 
ІР THE SAFETY MAN | — | rev UNE 
RUSHES THE PASSER | [dace FoR Tue 
FROM THE END, WE'LL 
FAKE A SHORT Pass 
AND THEN SHOOT OUT 
FOR A LONG ONE, 
BUT IF THE SAFETY 
MAN DOESN'T USE THE 
PASSER, THE END WILL 
FEINT GOING DEEP ANO 

COME BACK FOR A 

SHORT PASS. 


YES, | WANT TO BUY 
JOHNNY UNEEDA FROM 


D THAT'S Ok, 
(SIGN. Оос, WE JUST 
BALTIMORE! WHAT ? THE d i LANGUAGE) и HAVE TWO 
COMMISSIONER SAYS IT'S WHAT DO You 
TOO LATE IN THE SEASON PLAY. SEND HIM 
TO BUY PLAYERS 2 BUY . í d BACK IN! / 
ANEW COMMISSIONER. = f 
\ AND GET BACK TO ME! 1 r 


WARM UP, 1 HOLD THE 
YOU MEN f - AGE OF BALL FOK ALL 
LESS THAN TWO MINUTES LEFT TO PLAY ~ SPECIALIZATION, | FIELD-GOAL 
THE GULLS STILL LEAD BY THREE POINTS. AND 1 HOLD THE BALL | ATTEMPTS 
NOW, WITH OUR INSTANT-REPLAY CAMERA, WE'RE OR OUTSIDE 
IG TO SHOW YOU THAT LAST PLAY AGAIN . THEN 
Н OUR CLAIRVOYANT CAMERA WE'RE GOING 
E NEXT PLAY BEFORE IT'S 
CALLE! THEN WITH OUR — 
WAIT A MINUTE / IT LOOKS LIKE 
GREENBACK MIGHT TRY FOR 
< А FIELD GOAL — 


PLAYBOY 


апо е V DADDY! 


HOLD THE 
BALL FOR ALL WHAT 
АТЕШ ООА, ARE THEY | COST US A 15- 
YARD PENALTY 
HESO Va A DOING? Ик PING NON 
E? WERE OUT OF 
FIELO-GOAL 
POSITION. 


TENLASHES, AND LAY 
THEM ON, WASP! 


LOOK, CHILO. 


RESERVE CLAUSE 
A BIT FAR? 


ANNIE +s REMEMBER 
HOW 1 PUT YOUR NAME ON | HORNY! 
OUR ACTIVE-PLAVER ROSTER CAN YOU HEAR ME, 
IN CASE OF SOME UNFORESEEN Jy ¥ (HORNY? ТАКЕ A LOOK 
EMERGENCY £ WELL, THE TIME 
HAS СОМЕ. NOW THIS I6 AT WHO OUR NEW 
WHAT 1 WANT YOU TO CENTER 151 
DO. В22222 вт::- 


3 DIBLE 
AS IT SEEMS, 
HORNY IS BACK 


IN THE GAME < 


QUARTER- 
BACKING! 


THE PASS 16 COMPLETE! 


TH 
GREE, 


E GAME I5 OVER! 
NBACK WINS THE 


CHAMPIONSHIP! 


NAMED OUR 
NEW BABY 
AFTER YOU. 


LOOK, 
DADOY "OUR 


IN THE CENTER. 
OF GREENBACK 
PARK. 


THAT WAS THE 
LONGEST SIGNAL CALLED 
BY AGUARTERBACK IN 
FOOTBALL HISTORY. HORNY'S 
FADING BACK TO PASS! WHAT 
PASS PROTECTION! 
“THERE ISN'T A 
PLAYER WITHIN 
VAROS OF HIM ! 
YAROS OF HIM 


LET'S GO vou GUYS OOH SHAME ON 
HOME, MEN! WE GO AHEAD. 1 vou! WAIT TILL 1 TELL 
DON'T HAVE TO BE CAN WAIT. THE REFEREE. 
BACK HERE FOR 
EIGHT MONTHS. 


PMN THE 
REFEREE ! 


AND NOW + HAIL AND FAREWELL! TOMORROW WE'RE 
MOVING THE FRANCHISE TO BOISE, IDAHO. AS A SPORTSMAN, 
IT'S THE VERY LEAST 1 CAN OO FOR A GROUP OF COMPLETE 

STRANGERS WHO ARE OFFERING ME A BIGGER 

STADIUM AND MORE MONEY. 


ANYBODY KNOW 
WHERE WE CAN GET 
А ROLLER-CERBY TEAM 
FOR OUR TEN- MILLION- 
DOLLAR, ALL-WEATHER 
SUPER - DOMED. 

STADIUM =? 


PLAYBOY 
READER SERVICE 


Write to Janet Pilgrim for the an- 
swers to your shopping questions. 
She will provide you with the name 
of a retail store in or near your city 
where you can buy any of the spe- 
cialized items advertised or edito- 
rially featured in pLayBoy. For 
example, where-to-buy information is 
available for the merchandise of the 
advertisers in this issue listed below. 


. Folowine, 


Miss Pilgrim will be happy to answer 
any of your other questions on fash- 
ion, Gravel, fuod and drink, hi-fi, ete. 
If your question involves items you 
saw in PLAYBOY, please specify page 
number and issue of the magazine as 
well as a brief description of the items 
when you write. 


PLAYBOY READER SERVICE 


Playboy Building, ian Ave. 
Chicago. 


USE CONVENIENT GIFT SUBSCRIPTION 
ENVELOPE, PAGE 65 


END д 
PLAYBOY 


къуру 
УЕ 


MONTH 


[O 3 yrs. for 520 (Save 510.00) 
O 1 yr. for 58 (Save $2.00) 
О Payment enclosed — (7) bill tater 


name 
address 


тїр code по. 


Mail to PLAYBOY 


Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave. 
‘Chicago, Minois 60611 
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Giannino, of Milan, Italy, awaits you 
with Osso Buco, Rice Milanese and Canadian Club 


Once, this elegant restaurant was a simple trattoria. Mamma Bindi cooked. 

Papa Bindi served. Checks were penciled out from memory on the tops of marble 
tables. Giannino has long since outgrown these humble beginnings. But it still 
offers you the kind of home-style cooking for which it has been known since 1899. 
Veal shanks sauteed with wine and vegetables. Rice with saffron and n 
Parmesan cheese. And the world's finest whisky, Canadian Club— 

in short ones before dinner, tall ones after. E 


Why this whisky's universal popularity? It has the 
lightness of Scotch and the smooth satisfaction of 
Bourbon. No other whisky tastes quite like it. Try 
Canadian Club—the world's lightest whisky—this very 
evening. It's "The Best In The House”” in 87 lands. 


үнүш. 


Mercury believes a man shouldn’t have to buy 
$800 worth of ocean to get the European look. 
Meet Cougar. 


Time was, European car makers 
had a corner on the sleek market. 
But by the time your car got 
stateside, shipping and import 
charges could add an extra $800 
orso to the price tag 

Mercury believes а man would 
sooner have a lot of Cougar, and 
no salt water costs. A low-slung. 
crouched-for-action look. 
Stickshift. Deep-foam buckets 
Anda V-8 engine that just takes 
regular gas. All are standard! 

Mercury believes that а man's 
car ought to be chock-full of hetter 
id Cougar has fixed-position 
concealed headlamps (wor 


of Mercury, the 
Man's Car. Just jour Mercury 
aler. 


Easy entrance. Optional Tilt- 
Away Steering Wheel swings out 
of way automatically when door 
is opened, sets to 9 positions. 


e 


clone 
omet 302 - Coal new Cougs 


Ne 
jiggle like “retractables"). Amd Headlamps hide by day (top), 
rear turn signals that fash in three automatic doors open at night 
steps (to point your turn). Both (center). Sequential rear turn 


signals (bottom) point direction.‏ ارا 
Come see Cougar, A man's car‏ 


at a very affordable price 


Mercury, the Man’s Car. 
LINCOLN MEFÉUR Y vision. г» 


